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PREFACE. 


^ 


Mant  histories  of  seamen  of  by-gone  days  are  extant, 
which,  if  not  caricatures  or  gross  exaggerations  of  their 
peculiarities,  give  a  one-sided  description  of  their  habits, 
customs  and  manners. 

There  can  be  no  doubt,  that  nearly  all  the  eccen- 
tricities and  follies  of  which  sailors  are  accused,  have 
been  committed  at  some  time  or  other  by  some  of  their 
class;  but  I  hold  to  the  opinion,  that  there  were  as 
steady  sensible  men,  and  good  Christians,  too,  in  days 
gone  by  as  there  are  happily  now  in  the  navy;  and 
though  they  did  not  swear  or  drink,  or  commit  the 
wickednesses  and  follies  of  which  their  brother-seamen 
were  guilty,  they  fought  as  bravely,  and  upheld  the 
honour  and  glory  of  Old  England  as  nobly  as  men 
could  do. 

I  have  chosen  for  my  hero  a  sailor  of  the  old  school, 
and,  at  the  same  time,  a  sensible,  steady,  honest  fellow, 
who  tried  to  do  his  duty  to  God  and  man,  and  suc- 
ceeded. True  Blue  is  not  a  mere  creature  of  the 
imagination.     Many  True  Blues  were  in  days  of  yore, 
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and  are  at  the  present  day  to  be  found  in  the  navy; 
and  I  hope  that  many  British  seamen,  on  reading  his 
history,  will  endeavour  to  follow  his  example.  If  I 
am  not  mistaken,  honest  True  Blue's  adventures 
will  prove  no  less  interesting,  than  those  of  the  wild 
reckless  characters  which  have  so  generally  been  put 
forth  as  types  of  the  British  seaman.  And  I  have  great 
hopes,  that  not  only  will  the  work  be  popular  among 
my  usual  class  of  readers,  the  rising  generation,  but 
that  it  will  also  be  considered  worthy  of  admittance  into 
all  the  libraries  existmg  on  board  ships,  and  in  sea- 
ports, for  the  use  of  sailors. 

To  the  service,  therefore,  of  the  brave  defenders  of 
England's  shores — ^the  seamen  of  Great  Britain  and  to 
all  boys  who  speak  the  English  language  in  all  parts 
of  the  world,  I  dedicate  these  pages. 

William  H.  G.  Kingston. 


MiDDLEmLL, 

lAth  September,  1861. 
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TRUE    BLUE, 

BRITISH  SEAMAN  OF  THE  OLD  SCHOOL. 

CHAPTER  I. 
How  the  Iloro  hApponod  to  bo  !)orn  at  Son. 

The  old  "  Terrible,  74/'  was  ploughing  her  woy  acrosH 
the  waters  of  the  Atlantic,  now  rolling  and  leaping, 
dark  and  angry,  with  white  crested  seas  wliicli  dashed 
against  her  bows,  and  flew  in  masses  of  foam  over 
her  decks.  She  was  under  her  three  topsails,  closely 
reefed,  but  even  thus  her  tall  masts  bent,  and  twiHtod, 
and  writhed  as  if  striving  to  leap  out  of  her,  while 
every  timber  and  bulkhciul  fore  and  afl  creaked  and 
groaned,  and  the  blocks  rattled,  and  the  wind  roared 
and  whistled  through  the  rigging  in  chorus;  and  t)ie 
wild  waves  rolled  and  tumbled  the  big  ship  about, 
making  her  their  sport  as  if  she  was  a  mere  cock-Imaf, 
till  those  on  board  could  not  help  feeling  how  helplesii 
and  insignificant  is  even  the  proudest  of  man's  achieve* 
ments  compared  to  the  power  of  the  Creator  of  the 
Universe. 

Stronger  and  stronger  blew  the  gale  —  darkness  came 
on  and  covered  the  world  of  waters,  and  through  that 
darkness  the  ship  had  to  force  her  way  amid  the  fuutning, 
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hissing  seas.  Darker  and  darker  it  grew  till  the  look- 
out men  declared  that  they  might  as  well  have  shut  their 
eyes,  for  they  could  scarcely  make  out  their  own  hands 
when  held  at  arm's  length  before  their  noses. 

Suddenly,  however,  the  darkness  was  dispelled  by 
the  vivid  flashes  of  lightning  which  darted  from  the 
low  hanging  clouds,  and  played  about  their  heads, 
throwing  a  lurid  glare  on  the  countenances  of  all  on 
deck.  Once  more  all  was  dark ;  then  again  the  forked 
lightning  burst  forth  hissing  and  crackling  through  the 
air,  leaping  along  the  waves,  and  playing  round  the 
quivering  masts.  Now  the  big  ship  plunged  into  the 
trough  of  the  sea  with  a  force  which  made  it  seem  as  if 
she  was  never  going  to  rise  again,  but  up  the  next 
watery  height  she  climbed,  disregarding  all  the  laws  of 
gi-avitation,  and  when  she  got  to  the  top,  she  stopped  as 
if  to  look  about  her,  while  the  lightning  flashed  brighter 
than  ever,  and  then  rolling  and  pitching  in  the  strangest 
way,  and  cutting  numerous  other  antics,  she  lifted  up 
her  stern  as  if  she  was  going  to  give  a  vicious  fling  out 
with  her  heels,  and  downward  she  plunged  into  the  dark 
obscurity,  amid  the  high,  foam-topped  seas,  which 
hissed  and  roared  high  above  her  bulwarks.  Her  crew 
walked  her  deck  with  but  little  anxiety,  although  they 
saw  that  the  gale  was  likely  to  increase  into  a  hurricane ; 
for  they  had  long  served  together,  they  knew  what  each 
other  was  made  of,  and  they  had  confidence  in  their 
oflicers,  and  in  the  stout  ship  they  manned. 

The  watch  below  had  hitherto  remained  in  their  ham- 
mocks, and  most  of  them,  in  spite  of  the  gale,  slept  as 
soundly  as  ever.  What  cared  they  that  the  ship  was 
rolling  and  tumbling  about,  they  knew  that  she  was 
water-tight  and  strong ;  that  she  had  plenty  of  sea  room, 
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and  that  they  would  be  roused  up  quicklj  enough  if 
they  were  wanted.     There  was  one  person,  however, 
who  did  not  sleep   soundly — that  was    her   Captain, 
Josiah  Penrose.     He  could  not  forget  that  he  had  the 
lives  of  some  eight  hundred  beings  conunitted  to  his 
charge,  and  he  knew  well,  that  even  on  board  a  stout 
ship,  with  plenty  of  sea  room,  an  accident  might  occur 
which  would  require  his  immediate  presence  on  deck. 
He  was,  therefore,  sitting  up  in  his  cabin,  holding  on 
as  best  he  could,  and  attempting  to  read,  a  task,  under 
all  circumstances,  considering  that  he  had  lost  an  eye 
and  was  not  a  very  bright  scholar,  more  difficult  of 
accomplishment  than  may  be  supposed.     He  had  lost 
an  arm,  too,  which  made  it  difficult  for  him  to  hold  a 
book ;  besides  his  book  was  large,  and  the  printing  was 
not  over  clear,  a  fault  common  in  those  days ;  and  the 
paper  was  a  good  deal  stained  and  injured  from  the 
effects  of  damp  and  hot  climates,  and  the  gallant  old 
sailor^s  eye- sight  was  not  as  good  as  it  used  to  be, 
though  of  this  he  had  not  yet  convinced  himself.     He 
was  arosed  from  his  studies  by  a  signal  at  the  door,  and 
the  entrance  of  one  of  ihe  quarter  masters. 

"  What  is  it,  Pringle  ?"  asked  the  Captain,  looking 
up. 

**  Why,  sir,  Molly  Freeborn  is  taken  very  bad,  and 
the  doctor  said  that  he  thought  you  would  wish  to 
know,"  was  the  answer.  "  He  does'nt  think  as  how 
she'll  get  over  it.  May  be,  sir,  you'd  wish  to  see  the 
poor  woman." 

**  Certainly,  yes ;  I  '11  go  below  and  see  her,"  answered 
the  Captain,  in  a  kind  tone.  **  Poor  Molly.  But  where 
is  her  husband — where  is  Freeborn  ?  It  will  be  a 
great  blow  to  him." 
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"  It  is  his  watch  on  deck,  sir.  No  one  liked  to  go 
and  tell  him.  He  could  do  no  good,  and  the  best 
chance,  the  doctor  said,  was  to  keep  Molly  quiet  But 
I  suppose  that  they'll  let  him  know  now,"  answered  the 
quarter  master. 

"  Yes ;  do  you  go  and  find  him,  and  take  him  below 
to  his  wife,  and  just  break  her  state  gently  to  him, 
Pringle,"  said  the  captain. 

Captain  Penrose  stopped  a  moment  to  slip  on  his 
great  coat,  and  to  jam  a  sou'- wester  tightly  down  over 
his  head  before  he  left  the  cabin  on  his  errand  of 
kindness,  when  a  terrific  clap  was  heard  louder  than 
one  of  thunder,  and  the  ship  seemed  to  quiver  in  every 
timber  fore  and  aft.  The  captain  sprang  on  deck,  for 
the  moment,  in  his  anxiety  for  the  safety  of  his  ship, 
forgetting  his  intention  with  regard  to  Molly  Freeborn. 

Poor  Molly,  there  she  lay  in  the  sick-bay,  which  had 
been  appropriated  to  her  use,  gasping  out  her  life  amid 
the  tumult  and  disturbance  of  that  terrific  storm.  She 
was  one  of  three  women  allowed,  in  those  days,  under 
certain  circumstances,  to  be  on  board  ship  for  the  pur- 
pose of  acting  as  nurses  to  the  sick,  and  of  washing 
for  the  oflicers  and  men.  Her  husband  was  captain  of 
the  maintop,  and  as  gallant  and  fine  a  seaman  as  ever 
stepped.     Everybody  liked  and  respected  him. 

But  Molly  was  even  a  greater  favourite.  There  was 
not  a  kinder-hearted,  more  gentle,  sensible  and  judicious 
person  in  existence.  She  was  amply  supplied,  indeed, 
with  all  the  best  feminine  qualities  of  heart  and  mind ; 
but  her  personal  appearance,  at  a  first  glance,  was  not 
in  her  favour.  She  was,  probably,  not  bad-looking 
when  she  was  young,  but  her  features  were  large,  and 
bore  the  marks  of  severe  buffetings  with  winds,  and 
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rains,  and  hot  suds,  for  she  hud  faithfullj  followed  her 
husband's  fortunes  for  manj  years,  and  through  many 
climes.  Her  figure  was  stout,  her  arms  were  strong, 
and  her  hands  large;  but  these  very  qualities  enabled 
her  to  administer  to  the  wants  of  the  sick  and  wounded 
with  greater  eifect,  and  no  one  could  1>e  more  gentle 
and  tender  than  she  was  when  using  those  big  hands  of 
hers.  No  one  had  a  greater  variety  of  receipts  for  all 
sorts  of  ailments,  and  no  one  could  more  artistically 
cook  dishes  better  suited  to  the  taste  of  the  sick. 

Most  of  the  officers,  who  had  from  time  to  time  l)een 
ill  and  wounded,  acknowledged  and  prized  her  talents 
and  excellencies ;  and  the  captain  declared,  that  he  con- 
sidered that  he  owed  his  life,  under  Providence,  entirely 
to  the  care  with  which  she  nursed  him  through  an 
attack  of  fever,  when  the  doctor  despaired  of  his  life. 
This  was  in  another  ship,  and  he  was  too  glad  to  get 
her  and  William  Freeborn  on  board  the  **  Terrible." 
Her  husband  adored  her — not  in  a  maudlin  way,  but 
with  good,  hearty,  honest  love,  admiration  and  respect; 
and  there  was  not  a  man  among  the  crew  who  would 
not  have  gone  through  fire  and  water  to  serve  her. 
Even  the  other  women  on  board  regarded  her  without  a 
spark  of  envy,  and  she  never  had  an  angry  word  with 
any  of  them.  She  was  as  br  ave,  too,  as  a  man.  She 
had  been  in  several  actions ;  and  though  she  had  to  go 
below  and  attend  to  the  wounded,  she  had  stood  as 
long  as  she  could  by  her  husband's  side,  amid  showers 
of  round-shot  and  bullets,  as  fearless  of  them  as  if  they 
had  been  hail-stones.  Any  one  hearing  her  speak, 
however,  without  seeing  her,  would  have  supposed  that 
she  was  a  refined,  delicate  young  woman;  there  was 
something  so  gentle  and  sweet  in  her  voice,  the  storms 
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of  wind  and  showers  of  spray  she  had  encountered  had 
not  been  able  to  make  it  harsh ;  and  then  to  hear  her 
sing,  how  blythe  and  musical  were  her  notes,  or  sooth- 
ing and  calming  when  she  sat  by  the  bed-side  of  a 
sufferer,  and  wished  to  lull  him  to  sleep. 

Although  William  and  Molly  had  been  married  for 
many  years,  they  had  had  no  children.  However,  this 
state  of  things  was  not  always  to  continue.  The  fact  is, 
that  when  the  old  "  Terrible,"  after  being  refitted,  was 
again  commissioned,  Molly  ought  to  have  remained  on 
shore,  but  she  could  not  bear  the  thoughts  of  being 
parted  from  her  husband ;  and  so  she  did  not  say  what 
she  thought  was  going  to  occur,  but  as  usual  went  to 
sea  with  him.  She  did  not  dread  the  consequences  in 
the  least.  She  knew  that  she  would  have  plenty  of 
nurses  for  the  baby  at  all  events,  and  enough  for  her- 
self, with  a  good  doctor;  indeed  she  came  to  the  con- 
clusion, that  she  should  be  better  off  afioat  than  on 
shore,  for  she  was  not  a  woman  to  do  anything  of  so 
much  importance  without  due  consideration.  She  kept 
her  council,  therefore,  and  though  her  husband  might 
have  had  his  suspicions,  he  asked  no  questions,  lest  he 
might  have  to  betray  her  secrets ;  and  he  had  been  so 
long  accustomed  to  look  up  to  her,  that  he  was  con- 
vinced that  whatever  she  did  was  right. 

Poor  Molly  had,  however,  not  calculated  that  the 
anticipated  event  would  take  place  during  a  hurricane; 
and  she  was  also  sadly  mistaken  as  to  her  own  strength 
and  power  of  endurance.  From  the  time  the  doctor 
came  to  her,  she  had  too  much  reason  to  anticipate  the 
worst;  she  would  not  have  her  husband  sent  for — she 
would  not  draw  him  from  his  duty,  or  alarm  him  sooner 
than  was  necessary.     The  faithful  creature,  who  had 
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never  given  him  a  moment's  anxiety  or  pain,  was  anxious 
now  to  put  off  the  infliction  of  it — inevitable  as  she 
feared  it  must  be — as  long  as  possible. 

''  All  hands  on  deckT*  was  the  order  given,  as  soon 
as  the  captain  saw  what  had  occurred.  The  main- 
topsail  had  been  blown  from  the  bolt-ropes,  and  the 
tattered  remnants  were  now  lashing  and  slashing  about 
in  the  gale,  twisting  into  inextricable  knots,  and  winding 
and  wriggling  round  the  main- topsail  yard,  rendering  it 
a  work  of  great  danger  to  go  out  on  it.  The  boatswain's 
whistle  sounded  shrilly  through  the  storm  a  well-known 
note.  "All  hands  shorten  sailT  was  echoed  along  the 
decks.  *•  Rouse  out  there — rouse  out — idlers  and  all 
on  deck!"  Everybody  knew  that  there  was  work  to  be 
done;  indeed  the  clap  made  by  the  parting  of  the  sail 
had  awakened  even  the  soundest  sleepers.  Among  the 
first  alofl  to  endeavour  to  clear  the  yard  of  the  frag- 
ments of  the  sail,  was  William  Freeborn,  the  captain  of 
the  main-top.  With  knives  and  hands  they  worked 
away  in  spite  of  the  lashing  they  got,  now  being  almost 
strangled,  and  now  dragged  off  the  yard. 

The  captain  resolved  to  heave  the  ship  to.  The 
wind  had  shifted,  and  if  they  ran  on  even  under  bare 
poles,  they  would  be  carried  on  too  much  out  of  their 
course.  It  was  a  delicate  and  difficult  operation.  A 
new  main-topsail  had  first  to  be  bent  It  took  the 
united  strength  of  the  crew  to  hoist  it  to  the  yard.  At 
length  the  sail  was  got  up  and  closely  reefed,  hauled 
out,  strengthened  in  every  possible  way  to  resist  the 
fury  of  the  gale.  It  was  an  operation  which  occupied 
some  time.  The  fore-topsail  had  to  be  taken  in.  The 
helm  was  put  down,  and  as  she  came  slowly  up  to  the 
wind,  the  after-sail  being  taken  off   also,  she   lay-to 
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gallantly  riding  over  the  still  rising  seas.  Though  she 
did  not  tumble  about,  perhaps,  quite  as  much  as  she 
had  been  doing,  her  movements  were  far  from  easy* 
She  did  not  roll  as  before,  as  she  was  kept  pressed 
down  on  one  side,  still  every  now  and  then  she  gave 
a  pitch  as  she  glided  down  into  the  trough  of  the  sea, 
which  made  every  timber  and  mast  creak  and  quiver ; 
and  few  on  board  would  have  been  inclined  to  sing ; — 

"  Here's  a  souVester  coming,  Billy, 
Don't  you  hear  it  roar  now? 
Oh  help  there!  How  I  pities  those 
Unhappy  folks  on  shore  now." 

At  length  William  Freeborn  was  relieved  from  his 
post  alojft,  and  came  down  on  deck.  Paul  Pringle,  his 
old  friend  and  messmate,  who  had  been  hunting  for  him 
through  the  darkness,  found  him  at  last.  Paul  grieved 
sincerely  for  the  news  he  had  to  communicate,  and  not 
liking  the  task  imposed  on  him,  scarcely  knew  how  to 
begin. 

"  Bill,"  said  he,  with  a  sigh,  "  you  and  I,  boy  and 
man,  have  sailed  together  a  good  score  of  years,  and 
never  had  a  fall-out  about  nothing  all  that  time,  and 
it  goes  to  my  heart,  Bill,  to  say  anything  that  you 
won't  like ;  but  it  must  be  done — ^that  I  sees — so  it's  no 
use  to  have  no  circumbendibus.  Your  missus  was 
took  very  bad — very  bad  indeed — just  in  the  middle  of 
the  gale,  and  there  was  no  one  to  send  for  you — and  so, 
do  you  see — " 

"  My  wife — ^Mollyl-— oh,  what  has  happened,  Paul?'* 
exclaimed  Freeborn,  not  waiting  for  an  answer;  but 
springing  below  he  rushed  to  the  sick-bay,  as  the 
hospital  is  called.     The  faint  cry  of  an  infant  reached 
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his  ears  as  he  opened  the  door.  Betty  Snell,  one  of  the 
other  nurses,  was  so  busily  employed  with  something 
on  her  knees,  that  she  did  not  see  him  enter.  The 
dim  light  of  a  lantern,  hanging  from  a  beam  over  head, 
fell  on  it.  He  saw  that  it  was  a  new-bom  infant.  He 
guessed  what  had  happened,  but  he  did  not  stop  to 
caress  it,  for  beyond  was  the  cot  occupied  by  his 
wife.  There  she  lay,  all  still  and  silent.  His  heart 
sunk  within  him ;  he  gazed  at  her  with  a  feeling  of 
terror  and  anguish  which  he  had  never  before  experi- 
enced. He  took  her  hand.  It  fell  heavily  by  her  side. 
He  gasped  for  breath.  **  Molly!"  he  exclaimed  at 
length,  **  speak  to  me,  girl — ^what  has  happened?" 

There  was  no  answer.  Then  he  knew  that  his 
honest,  true-hearted  wife  was  snatched  from  him  in 
this  world  for  ever.  The  big  drops  of  salt  spray,  which 
still  clung  to  his  hair  and  bushy  beard,  dropped  on  the 
kind  face  of  her  he  had  loved  so  well,  but  not  a  tear 
esca{)ed  his  eyes.  He  gladly  could  have  wept,  but  he 
had  not  for  so  many  a  long  year  done  such  a  thing,  and 
he  felt  too  stimned  and  bewildered  to  do  so  now.  He  had 
stood  as  a  sailor  alone  could  stand  on  so  unstable  a  foot- 
hold, gazing  on  those  now  placid  and  pale  unchanging 
features  for  a  long  time — ^how  long  he  could  not  tell- 
when  Paul  Pringle,  who  had  followed  him  to  the  door 
of  the  sick-bay,  came  up,  and  gently  taking  him  by 
the  shoulders,  said—' 

"  Come  along,  Bill.  There's  no  use  mourning — we 
all  loved  her,  and  we  all  feel  for  you  from  the  Captain 
downwards.  That's  a  fact.  But  just  do  you  come  and 
have  a  look  at  the  younker.  Betty  Snell  vows  that 
he's  the  very  image  of  you,  all  except  the  beard  and 
pig-tail." 
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The  latter  appendage  in  those  days  was  worn  by 
most  sailors,  and  Bill  Freeborn  had  reason  to  pride  him- 
self on  his.  The  mention  of  it  just  then,  however,  sent 
a  pang  through  his  heart;  for  Molly  had  the  morning 
before  the  gale  dressed  it  for  him ;  indeed,  it  had  been 
her  pride  to  dress  and  plait  it,  and  to  set  it  off  to  the 
best  advantage,  a  favour  she  did  not  often  condescend 
to  bestow  on  anybody  else. 

Freeborn  at  first  shook  his  head  and  would  not  move, 
but  at  last  his  shipmate  got  him  to  turn  round,  and 
then  Betty  Snell  held  up  the  poor  little  helpless  infant 
to  him,  and  the  father's  heart  felt  a  touch  of  tenderness 
of  a  nature  it  had  never  before  experienced;  and  he 
stooped  down  and  bestowed  a  kiss  on  the  brow  of  his 
new-born  motherless  child.  He  did  not,  however,  ven- 
•  ture  to  take  it  in  his  arms. 

"  You'll  look  after  it,  Betty,  and  be  kind  to  it,"  said 
he  in  a  husky  voice.  '*  I'm  sure  you  will,  for  her  sake 
who  lies  there." 

**  Yes,  yes.  Bill ;  no  fear ;"  answered  Betty,  who  was 
a  good-natured  creature  in  her  way,  though  it  was  a 
rough  way,  by  the  by. 

She  was  the  wife  of  one  of  .the  boatswain's  mates. 
Her  companion,  Nancy  Bolton,  who  was  the  wife  of 
the  sergeant  of  marines,  was  much  the  same  sort  of 
person ;  indeed  it  would  not  have  done  for  the  style  of 
life  they  had  to  lead,  to  have  had  too  refined  characters 
on  board. 

**  Bless  you,  Freeborn,  take  care  of  the  baby,  of 
course  we  will,"  added  Nancy,  looking  up  from  some 
occupation  about  which  she  had  been  engaged.  **  We'll 
both  be  mothers  to  him,  and  all  the  ship's  company 
will  act  the  part  of  a  father  to  him.     Never  you  fear 
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that.  As  long  as  the  old  ship  holds  together  he'll  not 
want  friends ;  nor  afVer  it,  if  there's  one  of  us  alive. 
Set  your  mind  at  rest  now." 

"  Yes,  that  we  will,  old  ship,"  exclaimed  Paul  Prin- 
gle,  taking  Freeborn's  hand  and  wringing  it  warmly. 
"  That's  to  say,  if  the  little  chap  wants  more  looking 
after  than  you  can  manage.  But  come  along  now. 
There's  no  use  staying  here.  Bet  and  Nancy  will  look 
afler  the  child  better  than  we  can,  and  you  must  turn 
in.     Your  hammock  is  the  best  place  for  you  now." 

This  was  good  advice,  and  almost  mechanically  poor 
Freeborn  turned  into  his  narrow  bed,  when,  swung  from 
side  to  side  with  a  dead  leaden  feeling  at  his  heart,  in 
spite  of  the  still  raging  storm  he  in  time  forgot  his 
grief  in  sleep. 

The  gale  at  length  ceased ;  the  ship  was  put  on  her 
proper  coairse  for  the  West  Indies,  whither  she  was 
bound;  the  sea  went  down,  the  clouds  cleared  away, 
and  the  glorious  sun  came  out  and  shone  brightly  over 
the  blue  ocean.  All  the  officers  and  men  assembled  on 
the  upper-deck,  and  then  near  one  of  the  middle  ports 
was  placed  a  coffin,  covered  with  the  Union  Jack. 
There  ought  to  have  been  a  chaplain,  but  there  was 
none;  and  so  the  Captain  came  forward  with  a  Prayer- 
Book,  and  in  an  impressive,  feeling  way,  though  not 
without  difficulty,  read  the  beautiful  burial  service  to 
be  used  at  sea  for  a  departed  sister ;  and  the  two  women 
stood  near  the  coffin,  one  holding  a  small  infant;  and 
there  stood  William  Freeborn,  supported  by  Paul  Prin- 
gle,  for  by  himself  he  could  scarcely  stand ;  and  then 
slowly  and  carefully  the  coffin  was  lowered  into  the 
waves,  and  as  they  closed  over  it,  in  the  impulse  of  the 
moment    the  bereaved   widower  would  have   thrown 
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himself  afler  it,  not  knowing  what  he  was  about,  had 
not  Paul  Pringle  held  him  back.  Down  sunk  the 
coffin  rapidly,  and  was  hid  to  sight  by  the  blue  ocean 
—the  grave  of  many  a  brave  sailor,  and  of  thousands 
of  the  young,  and  fair,  and  brave,  and  joyous,  and  of 
the  proud  and  rich  also,  but  never  of  a  more  kind- 
hearted  honest  woman  than  was  Molly  Freeborn.  So 
all  on  board  the  "  Terrible  "  declared,  and  assuredly 
they  spoke  the  truth. 
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CHAPTER  II. 
The  Hero's  early  Dajs,  and  how  he  gained  hU  Name. 

Onward  across  the  Atlantic,  as  fast  as  her  broad 
spread  of  white  canvass,  filled  by  the  wind,  could 
force  her,  glided  the  staunch  old  •*  Seventy-four,"  which 
bore  our  hero  and  his  fortunes,  though  at  that  time  they 
did  not  look  very  prosperous,  nor  was  he  himself,  it 
must  be  acknowledged,  held  in  much  consideration 
except  by  his  own  father  and  his  two  worthy  nurses. 
His  fare,  too,  was  not  of  the  most  luxurious,  nor  suited 
to  his  delicate  appetite.  Milk  there  was  none;  and  the 
purser,  not  expecting  so  juvenile  an  addition  to  the 
ship's  company,  had  not  provided  any  in  a  preserved 
state.  Indeed,  in  those  unsophisticated  days,  it  may  be 
doubted  whether  such  an  invention  had  been  thought 
of,  while  a  round-shot  had  carried  off  the  head  of  the 
cow  in  the  last  action  in  which  the  "  Terrible"  had  been 
engaged.  As  she  furnished  fresh  beef  to  the  ship's 
company,  they  would  not  have  objected  to  a  similar 
accident  happening  again. 

Poor  Molly's  child  had,  therefore,  to  be  fed  on  flour 
ai\d  water,  and  such  slops  as  the  doctor  and  the  nurses 
could  think  of.  They  could  not  have  been  unsuitable, 
for  it  throve  wonderfully,  and  was  pronounced  by  all 
the  ship's  company  as  fine  a  child  as  ever  was  seen. 

**  Have  you  been  and  had  a  look  at  Molly  Freeborn's 
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baby?"  asked  Dick  Tarbrush,  of  his  messmate,  Tom 
Bimtline.  "  Do  now,  then.  Such  a  pretty  young 
squeaker.  Bless  you,  it  '11  do  your  heart  good.  He's 
quite  a  Hangel." 

Similar  remarks  were  made,  one  to  the  other,  by  the 
men,  and  one  by  one,  or  sometimes  a  dozen  of  them 
together,  would  come  into  the  women's  cabin  to  have  a 
look  at  the  baby,  and  then  they  would  stand  in  a  circle 
round  him,  like  a  party  of  savans  gazing  at  some 
curious  object,  with  their  hands  on  their  hips  or  behind 
them,  afraid  to  touch  it,  their  pig-tails  stuck  out  as  they 
bent  down;  their  huge  beards,  and  whiskers,  and 
pendent  love-locks,  forming  a  strong  contrast  to  the 
diminutive,  delicate  features  of  the  infant,  who  might, 
notwithstanding,  one  day  be  expected  to  grow  up  similar 
in  all  respects  to  one  of  them. 

The  nurses,  to  do  them  justice,  were  never  tired  of 
exhibiting  him,  or  of  hearing  his  praises  sung,  and 
little  Billy,  long  before  he  could  sit  upright,  became  a 
great  favourite  among  all  hands.  Even  the  officers 
occasionally  went  to  have  a  look  at  him.  The  mate 
of  the  lower  deck,  a  rough  diamond  of  the  rough  school 
of  those  days,  but  with  a  heart  as  sofl  as  a  lamb's, 
would  soon  have  poisoned  him  with  lumps  of  sugar, 
rasins,  and  not  improbably  a  quid  of  tobacco,  if  Nancy 
and  Betty  had  not  fought  hard  to  save  his  life.  The 
captain  paid  him  many  a  visit,  and  seemed  anxious  to 
shew  his  gratitude  to  Mrs.  Molly,  by  kindness  to  her 
child,  for  the  careful  way  in  which  she,  in  his  dan- 
gerous illness,  had  nursed  him. 

After  the  gale,  the  "  Terrible"  encoimtered  head 
winds,  and  light  winds,  and  calms,  and  baffling  winds 
of  every  description,  so  that  her  passage  to  the  station 
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was  long  delayed.  It  gave  time,  however,  for  the  babj 
to  grow,  and  for  the  discnssion  of  several  knotty  points 
connected  with  him.  The  most  knotty  of  them  was  the 
matter  of  his  christening.  Now,  the  crew  held  very 
much  the  same  opinion  with  regard  to  their  Captain,  that 
a  certain  captain  held  of  himself,  when  one  day  he 
took  it  into  his  head  to  make  his  chaplain  a  bishop, 
that  of  his  own  sovereign  will  he  could  do  all  things. 
They  knew  that  when  there  was  no  chaplain  on  board 
he  could  bury  a  grown-up  person,  and  so  they  thought 
that  he  surely    could  christen  a  little  infant.      They 

cordingly,  after  due  deliberation,  resolved  to  send  a 
deputation  to  him,  requesting  him  to  perform  the 
ceremony. 

After  some  discussion,  it  was  agreed  that  it  would  be 
advisable  to  carry  the  baby  itself  with  them  to 
strengthen  the  force  of  their  appeal.  It  was  thought 
better  that  the  women  should  not  appear;  and  Paul 
Pringle  was  selected  imanimously  to  be  the  bearer  of 
the  child.  Now,  honest  Paul  was  a  bachelor,  and  had 
literally  never  handled  a  baby  in  his  life.  He,  therefore, 
felt  an  uncommon  awe  and  trepidation,  as  half  im- 
willingly  and  half  proudly  he  undertook  the  office. 
However,  at  last,  when  coyly  led  forward,  with  his  head 
all  on  one  side,  and  a  beaming  smUe  on  his  honest 
countenance,  he  found  that  his  big  paws,  stretched  out, 
made  a  first-rate  cradle;  though,  not  being  aware  of  the 
excessive  lightness  of  the  little  creature,  he  very  nearly 
chucked  it  over  his  shoulders,  just  as  a  person  finds  an 
empty  box  spring  up  which  he  has  supposed  full.  Betty 
and  Nancy,  after  arranging  the  child's  clothes,  bestowing 
sundry  kisses,  and  giving  several  important  cautions, 
let  the  party  of  honest  Jacks  proceed  on  their  errand. 
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"  Well  my  lads,  what  is  it  you  want  ?"  asked  the 
Captain,  in  a  good-natured  voice,  as  the  seamen,  being 
announced  by  the  sentry,  made  their  appearance  at  the 
door  of  the  cabin. 

There  was  some  little  hesitation,  till  at  last  Paul 
Pringle  felt  that  it  was  incumbent  on  him,  seeing  the 
honourable  office  he  held  of  carrying  the  baby,  to  reply 
to  the  question.  He  cleared  his  voice  before  speaking, 
and  then  he  said,  very  nearly,  by  the  by,  choking  the 
baby,  in  his  mechanical  attempt  to  pull  a  lock  of 
his  hair  as  he  spoke — 

**We  be  come  for  to  ax  your  honour  to  make  a 
Christian  of  this  here  squeaker." 

The  good  Captain  looked  up  with  his  one  eye,  and 
now  perceived  the  small  creature  that  Paul  held  in  his 
hands. 

"Ah,  you  mean  that  you  want  him  christened,  I 
suppose,"  answered  the  Captain,  smiling.  "  Well,  I 
must  see  about  that.  Let  me  have  a  look  at  the  poor 
little  fellow.  He  thrives  well.  See  he  smiles  already. 
He'll  be  a  credit  to  the  ship,  I  hope.  I'll  do  what  I 
can,  my  lads.  I  don't  think  that  there's  anything 
about  it  in  the  articles  of  war.  StUl  what  can  be  done 
I'll  do,  most  assuredly." 

While  Captain  Penrose  was  speaking,  he  was  looking 
kindly  at  the  infant,  and  playing  his  finger  round  its 
mouth.  He  had  had  children  of  his  own,  and  he  felt  as 
a  father,  though  little  indeed  had  he  seen  of  them,  and 
they  had  all  long  since  been  taken  from  him. 

"  Now  you  may  go,  my  lads,  and  I'll  let  you  know 
what  I  can  do  for  you,"  he  said,  after  some  time. 

On  this  the  deputation  withdrew,  as  the  papers  say, 
well  pleased  with  their  interview.     In  this  case,  they 
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had  sufficient  reason  to  be  so,  for  they  were  certain 
that  the  captain  meant  to  do  what  he  promised — only 
they  were  somewhat  surprised  that  he  should  have  any 
doubt  about  the  matter. 

As  soon  as  the  men  were  gone.  Captain  Penrose 
turned  to  the  articles  of  war,  and  all  the  rules  and 
regulations  of  the  service  with  which  he  had  been  fur- 
nished, and  hunted  them  through,  and  turned  them  over 
and  over  again,  but  could  find  nothing  whatever  about 
the  baptism  of  infants.  Most  assiduously  he  looked 
through  his  prayer-book ;  not  a  word  could  he  discover 
authorising  Captains  in  the  Navy  to  perform  the  rite. 
He  pulled  down  all  the  books  on  his  shelves,  and 
hunted  them  over ;  there  were  not  many  certainly,  but 
they  made  up  by  their  quality  and  toughness  for  their 
want  of  number.  Not  a  word  on  the  subject  in  ques- 
tion could  he  find.  For  many  an  hour,  and  for  many 
a  day  did  he  search,  for  he  was  not  a  man  to  be  baffled 
by  a  knotty  point  or  by  an  enemy  for  want  of  exertion 
on  his  part,  though  at  last  he  had  to  confess  that  in  this 
matter  he  was  beaten.  He,  therefore,  sent  for  Paul 
Pringle,  and  told  him  that  though  he  could  bury  all 
the  ship's  company,  and  could  hang  a  mutineer  at  the 
yard-arm,  or  could  shoot  him  on  the  quarter-deck,  he 
had  no  authority,  that  he  could  find,  for  christening  a 
baby.  Much  disappointed,  Paul  returned  to  his  ship- 
mates. In  full  conclave,  therefore  it  was  settled,  with 
poor  Will  Freeborn's  c'onsent,  that  as  soon  as  the  ship 
reached  Port  Royal  Harbour,  in  Jamaica,  the  little 
fellow  should  be  taken  on  shore  to  be  christened  all 
ship-shape  and  properly.  When  the  Captain  heard  of 
this,  he  gave  his  full  consent  to  the  arrangement,  and 
promised  to  assist  in  its  execution. 

c 
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The  flag  of  tlie  gallant  Sir  Peter  Parkes  was  flying  in 
the  Harbour  of  Port  Royal  when,  after  a  long  passage, 
the  "  Terrible''  fired  the  usual  salute  on  entering,  and 
dropped  her  anchor  there.  Two  or  three  days  elapsed 
before  the  duty  of  the  ship  would  allow  any  of  the  crew 
to  go  on  shore.  On  the  first  Sunday  morning,  however, 
it  was  notified  that  a  hundred  of  them  might  have  six 
hours'  leave,  and  that  if  the  infant  was  presented,  after 
morning  service,  before  the  minister  of  one  6f  the  Parish 
Churches,  he  would  perform  the  wished-for  ceremony. 
Great  were  the  preparations  which  had  been  made.  Betty 
Snell  and  Nancy  Bolton  were  dressed  out  with  gowns, 
and  bonnets,  and  shawls,  and  furbelows,  and  ribbons  of 
the  gayest  colours  and  patterns,  and  looked  and  thought 
themselves  very  fine.  Nothing  could  surpass  the  mag- 
nificence of  the  child's  robes.  All  the  knowledge  of 
embroidery  possessed  by  the  whole  ship's  company  had 
been  expended  on  it,  and  every  chest  and  bag  had  been 
ransacked  to  find  coloured  beads  and  bits  of  silk  and 
worsted  and  cotton  of  different  hues  to  work  on  it. 
The  devices  were  curious.  There  were  anchors  and 
cables  twisting  about  all  over  it,  and  stars  and  guns,  and 
there  was  a  full  rigged  ship  in  front,  while  a  little  straw 
hat  which  had  been  plaited  and  well  lined  was  stuck  on 
the  head  in  the  most  knowing  of  ways,  with  the  name 
of  the  "  Terrible,"  worked  in  gold  letters  on  a  ribbon, 
round  it.  Certainly,  however,  nothing  could  be  more 
inappropriate  than  the  name  to  the  little  smiling  infant 
thus  adorned.  Altogether,  reversing  the  common  ex- 
pression, he  looked  very  much  like  a  lamb  in  wolfs 
clothing.  Never  had  such  a  dress  been  worn  before  by 
any  baby  ashore  or  afloat. 

Then  his  shipmates  took  care  that  Will  Freeborn 
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himself  should  be  in  unusually  good  trim,  and  they  got 
him  to  let  Nancy  Bolton  dress  his  pigtail,  while  Sei^eant 
Bolton  stood  by,  and  got  him  into  conversation,  and  as 
for  Paul  Pringle,  he  turned  out  in  first-rate  style,  and 
so  did  two  of  Freebom*s  messmates  and  especial  chums, 
Peter  Ogle,  and  Abel  Bush,  both  first-rate  seamen. 
All  the  men  who  had  leave,  indeed,  rigged  out  in  their 
best,  and  adorned  themselves  to  the  utmost  of  their 
power.  The  boatswain,  also,  got  them  a  dozen  flags, 
which  they  hoisted  on  boat-hooks  and  other  small  spars, 
and  they  had  on  board,  besides,  a  one-legged  black 
fiddler,  and  a  sort  of  amateur  band,  all  of  whom  were 
allowed  to  accompany  them. 

On  shore  early  on  Sunday  morning  they  went,  and 
marshalled,  as  they  landed  from  the  boatswhich  conveyed 
them  on  the  quays  of  Kingston.  The  one-legged  black 
fiddler,  Sam,  being  the  only  professional,  and  the  rated 
musician  on  board,  claimed  the  honor  of  leading  the  way, 
followed  by  the  rest  of  the  band,  with  their  musical  in- 
struments. Then  came  the  father  of  the  baby.  Will  Free- 
bom,  supported  on  either  side  by  Paul  Pringle  and  Peter 
Ogle,  who  each  bore  a  fiag  on  a  staff;  and  next,  Betty 
Snell,  to  whom  had  been  awarded  the  honor  of  carrying 
the  important  personage  of  the  day;  and  on  one  side  of 
her  walked  Nancy  Bolton,  and  on  the  other  Abel  Bush, 
one  of  the  three  proposed  godfathers,  with  another  fiag. 
In  consequence  of  the  numberless  chances  of  war, 
besides  the  ordinary  ones,  to  which  seamen  are  exposed, 
it  had  been  agreed  that  the  child  should  have  three 
godfathers  and  two  godmothers ;  besides  which,  each  of 
the  godfathers  was  to  have  a  mate  who  was  to  take  his 
place  in  case  of  his  death,  and  to  assist  Freeborn  in 
looking  after  his  son,  so  that  there  was  every  probability 
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of  poor  Molly's  son  being  well  taken  care  of.  These, 
then,  came  next,  bearing  aloft  an  ensign  and  a  Union 
Jack,  while  the  rest  of  the  crew,  with  more  flags,  rolling 
along,  made  up  the  remainder  of  the  procession. 

But  the  person  who  created  the  greatest  sensatioa 
among  the  spectators,  especially  of  his  own  colour,  was 
Sam  Smatch,  the  one-legged  fiddler,  nor  did  he  deem 
himself  to  be  the  least  in  importance.  No  one  was  in 
higher  feather.  He  felt  himself  at  home  in  the  country — 
the  hot  climate  suited  him — he  saw  numbers  of  his  own 
race  and  hue,  inclined,  like  himself,  to  be  merry  and 
idle.  How  he  grinned  and  rolled  his  eyes  about  on 
every  side — how  he  scraped  away  with  his  bow — ^how 
he  kicked  up  his  wooden  leg,  and  cut  capers  which 
few  people,  even  with  two,  could  have  performed  as  well. 
As  to  the  rest  of  the  band,  he  beat  them  hollow.  In 
vain  they  tried  to  play.  If  they  played  fast,  he  played 
faster — when  they  played  loud,  he  played  louder;  for 
as  he  used  to  boast,  his  instrument  was  a  very  wonder- 
ful one,  and  there  were  not  many  which  could  come  up 
with  it.  The  crowd  of  negroes  who  collected  from 
every  side  to  stare  at  the  procession,  admired  him 
amazingly,  and  cheered,  and  shrieked,  and  laughed, 
and  clapped  their  hands  in  gleeful  approbation  of  his 
performance. 

Thus  the  procession  advanced  through  the  streets  of 
Kingston  till  they  reached  the  church  door.  It  wanted 
still  some  time  to  the  commencement  of  service,  so 
they  were  enabled  to  take  their  seats  at  one  end  of  the 
building,  without  creating  any  disturbance.  There  was 
plenty  of  room  for  them,  for,  unhappily,  in  those  days, 
at  all  events,  the  proprietors,  merchants  and  attorneys, 
the  managers  of  estates  and  other  residents,  were  very 
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irregular  attendants  at  places  of  worship,  if  they  came 
there  at  all — they  followed  the  broad  path — they  thought 
only  of  laying  up  perishable  stores  for  themselves  in 
this  world.  The  few  people  who  did  collect  for  worship, 
stared  with  surprise  at  seeing  so  unusual  a  number  of 
sailors  collected  together ;  and  more  so  when  the  service 
was  over,  to  see  Paul  Pringle,  acting  as  best  man,  lead 
his  friend  Freeborn,  and  the  two  nurses,  and  the  rest  of 
his  shipmates,  up  to  tlie  Communion  table. 

The  clergyman  had  been  warned  by  the  clerk  what 
to  expect,  or  he  would  have  been  equally  astonished. 

"  What  is  it  you  want,  my  good  people?**  he  asked 
in  a  bland  tone. 

**  Why,  bless  your  honour,  we  wants  this  here  young 
chap,  as  belongs,  I  may  say,  to  the  old  "  Terrible,"  see- 
ing as  how  he  was  born  aboard  of  her,,  made  into  a 
regular  ship -shape  Christian." 

"  Oh,  I  see,"  said  the  minister,  smiling,  "  I  will 
gladly  do  as  you  wish.  You  have  got  godfathers  and  a 
godmother,  I  suppose?" 

"  Oh  Lord  bless  your  honour,  there  are  plenty  on 
us,"  answered  Paul,  feeling  his  bashfulness  wear  off  in 
consequence  of  the  minister's  kind  manner.  "  There's 
myself,  Paul  Pringle,  quartermaster,  at  your  honour's 
service ;  and  there's  Peter  Ogle,  captain  of  the  fore -top, 
and  Abel  Bush,  he's  captain  of  the  fo'castle;  and  then, 
d'ye  see,  we've  each  of  us  our  mates  to  take  command 
if  any  of  us  loses  the  number  of  our  mess ;  and  then  as 
there's  the  two  godmothers,  Nancy  and  Betty,  right 
honest  good  women,  the  little  chap  won't  fare  badly, 
d'ye  see,  your  honour." 

"  Indeed  you  come  rather  over- well  provided  in  that 
respect,"  observed  the  minister,  having  no  little  diffi- 
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cultj  in  refraining  from  laughing.  "  However,  I  should 
think  that  jou  would  find  two  godfathers  and  one  god- 
mother, the  usual  number,  sufficient  to  watch  over  the 
religious  education  of  the  child." 

"  No,  your  honour,"  answered  Paul,  quietly;  "  1*11 
just  ax  you  what  you  thinks  the  life  of  any  one  on  us 
is  worth,  when  you  reflexes  on  the  round-shot  and 
bullets  of  the  enemy,  the  fever — *  Yellow  Jack,'  an  we 
calls  him — and  the  hurricanes  of  these  here  seas?  Who 
can  say  that  one-half  of  us  standing  here  may  be  alive 
this  time  next  year  ?  We  sailors  hold  our  lives  riding 
at  single  anchor.  We  know  at  any  moment  we  may 
have  to  slip  our  cable  and  be  off." 

The  clergyman  looked  grave  and  bowed  his  head. 

"  You  speak  too  sad  a  truth,"  he  answered;  "I 
have  learned  an  important  lesson  from  you;  and  now 
tell  me,  what  name  do  you  propose  giving  to  the 
child?" 

"  Billy,  your  honour,"  answered  Paul,  at  once. 

"  William?  oh,  I  understand,"  observed  the  clergy- 
man. 

"  No,  Billy,  your  honour,"  persisted  Paul.  "  Billy 
True  Blue,  that's  the  name  we've  concluded  to  give  him. 
It*s  the  properest,  and  rightest.  and  most  convenient, 
and  it's  the  name  he  must  have,"  he  added,  firmly. 

"  But  what  is  the  father's  name  ?  What  is  your 
name,  my  man?"  asked  the  clergyman,  turning  to 
Freeborn. 

Will  told  him. 

"  Oh  then  I  understand,  Billy  True  Blue  is  to  be  his 
Christian  name,"  said  the  clergyman. 

"  Yes,  your  honour,"  answered  Paul.  "  D'ye  see, 
he*d  always  be  called  Billy.   That  would  be  but  natural 
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like.  Then  where's  the  use  of  calling  him  William  ? 
And  True  Blue  he  is,  for  he  was  bom  at  sea  aboard  a 
man-of-war,  and  he'll  be  brought  up  at  sea  among 
men-of-war's  men;  and  hell  be  a  right  true  blue  sea- 
man himself  one  of  these  days,  if  he  lives,  so  there's 
an  end  on  the  matter." 

The  last  remark  was  intended  as  a  clencher  to  settle 
the  affair.  The  clerg3rman  had  no  further  objections  to 
offer  to  the  arguments  brought  forward,  and  accordingly 
the  child  was  then  and  there  christened  "  Billy  True 
Blue/'  to  the  infinite  satisfaction  of  all  his  firiends.  Poor 
little  fellow,  his  sponsors  were  scarcely  more  conscious 
than  he  was  of  the  full  importance  of  the  obligations 
the/  had  taken  upon  themselves. 

On  leaving  the  church,  the  party  adjourned  to  various 
houses  of  entertainment — for  one  would  not  hold  them 
all — to  drink  their  young  shipmate's  health.  In  those 
dajs  the  Sunday  was  kept  but  badly  anywhere;  but 
m  the  West  Ipdies,  especially,  its  sacred  character  was 
almost  totally  disregarded.  Much  to  their  credit,  at  the 
tine  appointed  they  reappeared  on  board,  returning  to 
the  quay  in  the  style  they  had  come,  none  of  them 
th<  worse  for  liquor.  Captain  Penrose  had  reason  to 
be. satisfied  with  his  system  of  managing  his  ship's 
company. 
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CHAPTER  IIL 

How  the  Hero  became  an  Oi*phan. 

The  "  Terrible  "  was  not  allowed  to  remain  long  ide, 
for  those  were  stirring  times,  as  there  were  Frenchnsn 
and  Spaniards,  and  the  Dutch  and  Americans  to  figit ; 
indeed  all  the  great  maritime  countries  of  the  world 
were  leagued  against  Old  England  to  deprive  her,  as 
they  hoped,  of  the  supremacy  of  the  sea.  Again  the 
**  Terrible**  was  under  weigh,  standing  for  the  Leewa*d 
Islands  to  join  the  squadron  of  Sir  George  Brides 
Rodney.  A  day  or  two  after  she  sailed»  the  surgeon 
came  to  the  Captain  with  an  unusually  long  face. 

"  What  is  the  matter.  Doctor  Macbride?"  asktd 
Captain  Penrose. 

"  I'm  sorry  to  say,  sir,  that  we  have  two  cases  )f 
yellow  fever  on  board,"  was  the  answer. 

"  What,  Yellow  Jack — my  old  enemy  I"  exclaimec 
the  Captain,  trying  to  look  less  concerned  than  he  felt 
"  Turn  him  out  then — ^kick  him  away — ^get  rid  of  him 
as  fast  as  possible,  that's  all  I  can  say." 

**  More  easily  said  than  done,  I  fear,  sir,"  answered  the 
surgeon,  who  was  well  aware  that  his  captain  was  more 
anxious  than  he  would  allow;  for,  from  sad  experience, 
he  well  knew,  that  when  once  that  scourge  of  the  West 
Indies  attacks  the  crew  of  a  ship,  it  is  impossible  to  say 
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how  many  may  be  the  victims,  and  when  it  may  dis- 
appear. 

"  You  are  right,  doctor.  "We  must  do  our  best 
though,  and  put  our  trust  in  Providence,"  answered  the 
Captain,  gravely.  '*  Let  the  men  be  on  deck  as  much 
as  possible.  We  will  have  their  provisions  carefully 
looked  to,  and  we  must  have  their  minds  amused.  Let 
Sam  Smatch  keep  his  fiddle  going.  Fear  of  the  foe 
kills  many  I  believe.  Now  if  we  could  meet  an  enemy, 
and  have  a  good  warm  engagement,  we  should  soon  put 
Yellow  Jack  and  him  to  flight  together.  And  I  say, 
doctor,  don*t  let  the  men  see  that  you  are  conc^ned 
any  more  than  I  am." 

Afler  a  little  further  conversation,  the  doctor  took  his 
departure ;  and  then  the  fine  old  sailor,  afler  resting  his 
head  on  his  arm  before  the  table  for  some  time,  turned 
round,  and,  kneeling  down,  sought  in  sincere  earnest 
prayer  for  that  strength  and  guidance  from  above,  which 
he  with  humble  heart  felt  he  so  much  needed.  He  had  not 
knocked  about  the  ocean  all  his  life,  braving  the  battle 
and  the  breeze,  without  discovering  the  insufficiency  of 
man  to  do  anything  of  himself,  his  utter  helplessness  and 
insignificance.  The  mighty  boundless  ocean  teaches  a 
lesson  to  many  a  seaman,  when  perched  high  alofl  on 
a  topgallant-yard,  which  those  on  shore  are  slow  and 
unwilling  to  learn. 

The  ship  continued  her  course  across  the  Carribean 
Sea  with  light  winds  and  under  the  hottest  of  suns;  and 
the  fever,  instead  of  disappearing,  stealthily  crept  on, 
attacking  one  man  after  another,  till  fifty  or  sixty  of 
the  crew  were  down  with  it.  Death  came  too,  and 
carried  off  one  fine  fellow,  and  then  another  and  another, 
sometimes  five  or  six  in  one  day.     At  last  there  was  a 
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cessation,  and  the  spirits  of  the  sick  as  well  as  of  the 
healthy  revived;  and  Sam  Smatch  set  to  work  and 
fiddled  away  most  lustily,  and  the  crew  danced  and 
sang»  and  tried  to  forget  that  there  was  such  a  thing 
as  Yellow  Jack  on  board.  Several  of  the  sick  got 
better,  and  even  thje  Doctor's  and  the  Captain's  spirits 
revived.  Once  more  it  fell  calm,  and  as  the  Captain 
was  walking  the  quarter-deck  Dr.  Macbride  came  up 
to  him  with  a  grave  face. 

**  What  is  the  matter  now,  doctor  ?"  he  asked,  in  as 
cheerful  voice  as  he  would  command,  for  whatever  he 
felt  in  private,  he  could  not  allow  himself  to  appear  out 
of  spirits  before  his  officers  or  crew.  "  What  not  driven 
the  yellow  demon  overboard  yet  I  Kick  him — ^trounce 
him — get  rid  of  him  some  how." 

'^  I  am  sorry  to  say,  sir,  that  he  has  attacked  the 
women,"  answered  the  doctor.  "  Betty  Snell  is  very  ill, 
and  Mrs.  Bolton  is  evidently  sickening.  What  the 
motherless  baby  will  do  I  cannot  say.  Probably  that 
will  die  too,  and  so  be  provided  for." 

"  Heaven  forbid,*'  said  the  Captain,  "  for  the  honest 
father's  sake.  The  child  will  have  plenty  of  nuises. 
We  must  not  forget  poor  Molly — how  nobly  she  braved 
Yellow  Jack  himself  when  the  sick  wanted  her  aid. 
We  all  are  boimd  to  look  after  the  baby.  The  sooner 
it  is  taken  away  from  the  poor  woman  the  better.  Let 
me  see.  Tell  Paul  Pringle  to  go  and  get  the  baby  and 
bring  it  up  to  my  cabin.  That  is  the  most  airy  and 
healthy  place  foi  the  little  chap.  We  must  rig  out  a 
cot  for  it  there.  -  Freeborn  himself  would  feel  bashful 
at  taking  his  child  there.  Either  he  or  Pringle  must 
act  as  nurse  though.  I  have  no  fancy  to  having  one  of 
the  ship's  boys  making  the  attempt.     They  would  be 
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feeding  him  with  salt  beef  and  duff,  or  smothering  him, 
and  as  for  waking  when  he  cries  at  night,  there  would 
be  little  chance  of  their  hearing  him.  But  I  will  go 
below  with  you,  doctor,  and  visit  the  poor  people. 
Gome  along." 

Saying  this,  the  good  Captain  descended  to  the  lower 
deck  with  the  surgeon.  The  weather  side  of  the  ship 
foreward  had  been  screened  off  and  appropriated  to  the 
sick.  As  he  appeared,  those  who  were  conscious  lifled 
up  their  heads  and  welcomed  him  with  a  look  of 
pleasure;  but  many  were  raying  and  shrieking  in  the 
delirium  of  fever,  and  others,  worn  out  by  its  attacks, 
were  sunk  in  stupor  from  which  they  were  not  to  awake. 
Then  the  Captain  visited  the  berth  of  the  two  women. 
Mrs.  Bolton  was  still  struggling  in  a  vain  attempt  to 
ward  off  the  disease,  and  endeavouring  to  nurse  poor 
little  Billy,  but  she  could  scarcely  lift  her  hand  to  feed 
him,  and  evidently  a  sickness  and  faintness  was  stealing 
over  her. 

The  Captain  said  nothing,  but  going  out,  sent  a  boy 
to  call  Paul  Pringle.  He  soon  returned  with  Paul,  who, 
stooping  down,  said  quietly,  "  Here  Mrs.  Bolton,  you 
feels  sick  and  tired  I  know  you  does.  You've  had  hard 
times  looking  after  Betty  Snell,  and  I'll  just  dandle  the 
youngster  for  you  a  bit.  You  know  you  can  have  him 
again  when  you  feels  better  and  rested  like." 

Thus  appealed  to,  poor  Nancy  gave  up  the  baby  into 
Paul's  keeping.  Paul  dandled  him  about  before  her. 
She  cast  an  affectionate  glance  at  it  as  he  disappeared 
along  the  deck  with  his  charge.  It  was  the  last  look 
she  ever  took  of  the  infant  she  had  nursed  with  almost 
a  mother's  care.  Her  husband  was  sent  for.  In  a 
short  time  she  was  raving,  and  before  that  hour  the 
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next  day  both  she  and  Betty  Snell  were  no  longer 
among  the  living.  Their  loss  was  severely  felt,  not 
only  by  their  husbands,  who  were  sensible  men,  fully 
appreciating  their  good  qualities,  but  by  all  the  crew. 
They  and  forty  of  the  men  were  committed  to  the  deep 
before  the  termination  of  the  passage.  At  last  the 
"  Terrible"  reached  Gros  Islet  Bay,  in  the  Island  of 
St.  Lucia,  that  island  having  been  captured  by  the 
English  from  the  French.  In  a  short  time,  a  consider- 
able fleet  collected  there,  under  Admiral  Sir  George 
Rodney  and  Rear-Admiral  Hyde  Parker.  Still  the 
fever  continued  on  board  the  *'  Terrible,"  and  several 
other  ships. 

•*  Nothing  but  the  fire  of  the  enemy  will  cure  us,  Sir 
George,  I  fear,'*  observed  Captain  Penrose,  when  paying 
a  visit  one  day  on  board  the  Flag- ship. 

"  Then,  my  dear  Penrose,  I  hope  that  we  shall  not 
have  long  to  wait,  for  they  are  collecting  in  force,  1 
hear,  round  the  Island  of  Martinique,  and  the  moment 
the  fleet  is  ready  for  sea,  we'll  go  out  and  have  a  brush 
with  them,"  was  the  Admiral's  answer. 

This  news  was  received  with  joy  by  every  man  in  the 
fleet,  and  all  exerted  themselves  more  than  ever  to 
hasten  its  equipment.  The  Captain  had  some  idea  of 
leaving  little  Billy  on  shore,  but  both  Freeborn  and 
Pringle  begged  so  hard  that  he  might  be  allowed  to 
remain  that  the  Captain  gave  up  the  point. 

**  I  don't  know  how  long  I  may  be  with  the  little 
chap,"  observed  poor  Will.  "  It  would  break  my  heart 
to  be  separated  from  him,  and  if  we  go  into  action,  we'll 
stow  him  away  safe  in  the  hold,  and  he'll  be  better  off* 
there  than  among  foreign  strangers  on  shore  who  don't 
care  a  bit  for  him." 
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There  was  much  truth  in  this  remark,  and  so  little 
True  Blue  still  continued  under  charge  of  his  rough- 
looking  protectors.  It  is  extraordinary  how  well  and 
tenderly  they  managed  to  nurse  him,  and  feed  him ;  and 
how  carefully  they  washed  him,  and  put  on  his  tiny 
garments.  Paul  Pringle  was  even  a  greater  adept  than 
his  own  father;  and  more  than  once  tlie  Captain  could 
scarcely  refrain  from  laughing,  as  he  saw  the  big,  huge 
whiskered  quarter-master,  in  a  side  cabin,  seated  on  one 
bucket,  with  another  full  of  salt-water  before  him ;  an 
apron,  made  out  of  a  piece  of  canvass,  round  his  waist, 
and  a  largo  sponge*  with  a  piece  of  soap  in  his  hand^ 
washing  away  at  the  little  fellow.  The  baby  seemed  to 
enjoy  the  cold  water  amazingly,  and  kicked  and 
splashed  about,  and  spluttered  and  cooed  with  the 
greatest  glee,  greatly  to  PauFs  delight. 

"Ah,  1  knowed  it.  He'll  be  a  regular  salt  from 
truck  to  kelson,'*  he  exclaimed,  looking  at  the  little 
fellow  aiTectionutely,  and  holding  him  up  so  as  to  let  his 
head  just  float  above  water.  '*  He'll  astonish  them  some 
of  these  days.  Depend  on  it,  Will,"  he  added,  turning  to 
Freeborn,  who  had  come  in  to  have  a  look  at  his  cliild. 

The  Captain  had  directed  the  hammocks  of  the  two 
men  to  be  slung  in  this  cabin,  and  little  True  Blue  had 
a  cot  slung  along  close  to  the  deck,  so  that  if  by  chance 
he  had  tumbled  out,  he  would  not  be  much  the  worse 
for  it.  As  the  father  and  his  friend  were  in  different 
watches,  they  were  able,  under  ordinary  circumstances, 
to  relieve  each  other  in  nursing  the  baby ;  but  when 
any  heavy  work  was  to  be  done,  and  the  services  of 
both  of  them  were  required  on  deck,  Sam  Sinatch,  who 
was  not  tit  even  for  ordinary  idlers'  work,  was  called  in 
to  act  nurse. 
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This  was  an  emplojment  in  which  Sam  especially 
delighted,  and  he  would  have  bargained  for  a  gale  of 
wind  any  day  in  the  week  for  the  sake  of  having  to 
take  care  of  little  True  Blue.  Billy,  from  the  first, 
never  objected  to  his  black  face,  but  coo^,  and  smiled, 
and  was  greatly  delighted  whenever  he  appeared.  Sam 
altogether  took  wonderfully  to  the  baby,  and  used  to 
declare  that  he  loved  it  as  much  as  he  did  his  own 
fiddle,  if  not  more.  He  would  not  say  positively — both 
were  his  delight — both  squeaked ;  but  his  fiddle  was  his 
older  friend.  Billy,  indeed,  never  wanted  nurses,  and 
there  was  not  a  man  on  board  who  was  not  happy  to 
get  him  to  look  after.  The  greatest  risk  he  ran  was 
from  over  kindness,  or  from  having  a  tumble,  between 
the  numerous  candidates  for  the  pleasiu^  of  dandling 
him  when  once  they  got  him  among  them  on  the  main- 
deck,  and  no  set  of  school  girls  could  make  a  more 
eager  rush  to  snatch  up  the  little  child  lefl  among  them 
than  did  the  big  bearded,  whiskered,  and  pig-tailed  tars 
to  catch  hold  of  Billy  True  Blue. 

Among  the  other  candidates  for  the  pleasure  of 
nursing  little  Billy  was  a  young  midshipman,  known 
generally  as  Natty  Garland.  He  had  been  seized  with 
the  fever,  and  been  carried,  for  better  nursing,  into  the 
Captain's  cabin.  This  was  his  first  voyage  away  from 
home,  where  he  had  left  many  brothers  and  sisters.  It 
was  nearly  proving  his  last.  Although  he  looked  so 
slight  and  delicate,  however,  he  did  recover;  but  it  was 
some  time  before  he  was  fit  for  duty.  Altogether,  his 
early  training,  in  a  quiet,  happy,  religiously-ruled 
home,  did  not  appear  to  have  fitted  him  for  a  rough  life 
on  the  ocean,  among  wild,  irreligious,  and  immoral 
companions,  but  it  had  done  so  far  more  than  could 
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have  been  expected.  He  had  been  taught  to  look  with 
true  abhorrence  on  vice  and  profligacy,  and  to  seek,  by 
prayer,  for  strength  whence  alone  it  can  be  afforded; 
and  thus  the  young  boy  lived  among  his  associates 
uncontaminated  by  their  vices,  and  shielded  by  an 
invisible  armour  from  all  other  evil  influences. 

Devoted  to  his  profession,  Natty  Garland,  in  spite  of 
his  delicate  appearance,  became  a  first-rate,  bold,  and 
intelligent  seaman,  liked  by  his  captain,  respected  by 
his  superior  officers  and  his  messmates,  and  an  especial 
favourite  with  the  men.  "  Ah,  that  youngster  is  of  the 
true  sort.  He  never  swears  at  us,  and  never  orders  us 
to  do  what  he  wont  try  and  do  himself,"  was  tlie  general 
remark  among  the  men. 

After  his  illness,  when  he  got  better,  it  used  to  be  his 
delight  to  steal  into  the  cabin  where  little  True  Blue 
was,  and  get  him  out  of  Sam's  hands  to  toss  and  talk  to. 
The  child  soon  used  to  know  him,  and  used  to  crow  and 
smile  with  evident  satisfaction  whenever  he  appeared. 
The  sight  of  that  child  was  a  great  pleasure  to  the  boy. 
It  reminded  him  of  his  own  dear  home,  and  all  he  loved 
there  so  well,  and  contributed  much  to  restore  him  to 
health  and  spirits. 

Just  before  Sir  George  Rodney  had  entered  Gros 
Islet  Bay,  the  French  fleet,  consisting  of  twenty-five 
sail  of  line-of- battle  ships,  and  eight  frigates,  under 
Admiral  Count  de  Guichen,  had  been  haughtily  parading 
before  the  island,  trying  to  draw  out  the  then  small  and 
unprepared  squadron  of  Rear-Admiral  Hyde  Parker. 
The  British  oflicers  and  men  fumed  and  growled  at  the 
insult,  longing  for  an  opportunity  of  paying  off  the 
vapouring  Frenchmen.  Never,  therefore,  were  anchors 
weighed  with  greater  alacrity  than  when  the  signal  was 
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seen  irom  Admiral  Rodney's  ship  for  the  fleet  to  make 
sail  and  stand  out  to  sea.  A  course  was  steered  for 
Fort  Rojal  Bay,  in  the  Island  of  Martinique,  where  the 
French  fleet  were  then  supposed  to  be.  The  English 
fleet,  consisted  in  all  only  of  twenty  line-of-battle  ships 
and  two  frigates,  but  their  inferiority  in  point  of  num- 
bers in  no  way  made  the  British  seamen  less  eager  to 
encounter  the  enemy. 

Now  the  former  order  of  things  was  reversed;  the 
smaller  fleet  was  blockading  the  larger,  which  was 
equally  prepared  for  battle.  It  was  a  beautiful  sight 
to  see  the  stout  ships,  with  their  white  canvas  set  alow 
and  aloft,  as  they  glided  over  the  blue  sea  in  front  of 
the  harbour  containing  their  vaunting  enemy.  In  vain 
they  tacked  and  wore,  and  stood  backwards  and  for- 
wards, never  losing  sight  of  the  harbour's  mouth.  Every 
opportunity  of  fighting  was  offered,  but  the  Frenchmen 
dared  not  come  out. 

The  dissatisfaction  on  board  the  "  Terrible"  at  this  state 
of  things  was  very  great,  as  it  was  on  board  other  ships. 

"  They  were  always  the  same  ever  since  I  have 
known  them,"  exclaimed  Captain  Penrose  one  day  to 
his  officers  who  were  dining  with  him.  "  Brave  enough 
when  put  to  it,  but  braver  far  in  imagination,  and 
braver  still  if  their  own  word  is  taken  for  what  they 
will  do.  Well,  gentlemen,  here's  to  their  speedy  better 
acquaintance,  and  may  we  soon  have  the  pleasure  of 
enteitaining  them  as  prisoners." 

The  toast  was  drunk  with  cheers,  which  woke  up 
little  Billy  True  Blue ;  and  Paul  Pringle  declared  that 
he  joined  in  the  cheers  as  lustily  as  any  body.  Paul's 
imagination,  it  may  be  suspected,  may  rather  have 
misled  him* 
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At  length  Admiral  Rodney,  disgusted  with  the  pusil- 
lanimitj  of  the  enemy,  retained  to  his  anchorage  in 
Gros  Islet  Bay,  with  most  of  the  line-of-battle  ships, 
leaving  only  a  squadron  of  the  faster  sailing  copper- 
bottomed  ships  and  frigates  to  watch  the  enemy's 
motions,  and  to  give  him  notice  should  they  attempt  to 
escape.  The  seamen  little  doubted  that  they  would 
soon  have  a  brush  with  the  enemy.  Among  all,  none 
seemed  to  anticipate  a  battle  with  greater  satisfaction 
than  Will  Freeborn.  His  spirits  rose  higher  by  far  than 
they  had  done  since  the  death  of  his  wife;  and  that 
evening  when  Sam  Smatch  struck  up  a  hornpipe,  on 
the  forecastle,  no  one  footed  it  more  merrily  than  did  he. 

"  All  right,"  observed  Paul,  "  Tm  glad  Will's  him- 
self again.  Poor  Molly,  she'd  be  pleased  to  see  him 
happy,  that  I  know  she  would,  good  soul." 

Whether  Will's  heart  was  as  light  as  his  feet,  might  be 
doubted.  Several  days  passed,  and  the  Frenchmen  kept 
snug  at  their  anchors.  "  They'll  move  some  day  or  other, 
and  then  we'll  be  at  them,"  was  the  general  remark. 
Still  there  they  lay.  None  of  the  English  crews  were 
allowed  to  go  on  shore ;  but  the  ships  were  kept  ready 
to  weigh  at  a  moment's  notice.  Daylight  had  just 
broken  on  the  16th  of  April,  1780,  when  a  frigate  under 
a  press  of  sail  was  seen  approaching  the  bay.  A 
signal  was  flying  from  hei  mast-head.  It  was  one 
which  made  the  British  tars  shout  with  satisfiu^tion. 
It  was  '^  The  French  have  put  to  seal" 

Round  went  the  capstans — ^up  went  the  anchors — the 
broad  folds  of  white  canvas  were  let  &11  from  the  yards 
and  sheeted  home,  and  in  the  course  of  a  few  minutes 
the  whole  fleet  was  under  weigh,  and  standing  out  to 
sea. '   No  one  fiddled  more  lustily  than  did  Sam  Smatch, 
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and  a  right  merry  tune  he  played,  while  the  crew  of 
the  '*  Terrible  "  with  sturdy  tramp  pressed  round  the 
bars  of  the  capstan;  and  never  was  a  top-sail  more 
speedily  set  than  that  under  charge  of  Will  Freeborn. 

No  sooner  was  the  fleet  clear  of  the  harbour,  than  the 
enemy  was  discovered  in  the  North-west.  Instantly  the 
signal  was  made  from  the  flag-ship,  the  "  Sandwich," 
for  a  general  chase  after  them.  How  shrilly  the  boat- 
swains sounded  their  pipes — how  rapidly  the  men  flew 
aloft  or  tramped  along  the  decks,  while  sail  aft«r  sail 
was  set,  till  every  ship  was  carrying  as  much  canvas 
as  could  by  any  art  or  contrivance  be  spread  on  her 
yards.  Beautiful  and  inspiriting  was  the  sight.  The 
enemy  saw  them  coming,  but  did  not  heave-to  in  order 
to  meet  them,  endeavouring  rather  to  escape. 

All  day  long  the  chase  continued,  and  it  was  not 
until  towards  the  evening  that,  from  the  British  ships,  it 
could  be  discovered  that  the  Frenchmen's  force  con- 
sisted of  no  less  than  twenty-three  sail-of-the-line,  a 
fifty-gun  ship,  three  frigates,  a  lugger  and  a  cutter. 
Darkness  came  on,  however,  before  the  British  could 
get  up  with  them  ;  but  sharp  eyes  all  night  long  were 
eagerly  watching  their  movements,  and  few  on  board 
any  of  the  ships  could  bring  themselves  to  turn  into 
their  hammocks. 

During  the  night  the  wind  came  round  to  the  south- . 
ward  and  east,  greatly  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  on  board 
the  English  fleet,  and  when  morning  broke  the  French- 
men were  seen  close  hauled  under  their  lee. 

"  What  can'  them  chaps  be  about  now  ?*'  asked 
Will  Freeborn  of  Paul  Pringle,  as  they  stood  near  each 
other  before  going  to  their  respective  stations.  "  They 
are  not  going  to  sneak  away  after  all,  I  hope." 
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"  rm  not  quite  so  sure  but  that  they  are  going  to 
try  it  on  though,"  answered  Paul,  eyeing  the  distant 
fleet  of  the  French  with  no  friendly  eye.  "  But  I'll 
tell  you  what,  Admiral  Eodney  is  not  the  chap  to  lei 
'em  off  so  easily.  Ah,  look  I  they  are  tacking  again; 
they  see  it  won't  do.  Hurra,  lads,  we'll  be  at  them 
now  before  long." 

The  cheer  was  taken  up  by  others,  and  ran  along  the 
decks,  and  was  echoed  from  ship  to  ship  along  the 
British  line.  Every  preparation  was  now  made  for 
immediate  action.  The  magazines  were  opened,  the 
powder  and  shot  was  got  up,  the  bulk-heads  had  long 
been  down,  the  small-arms  were  served  out,  the  men 
bound  their  heads  with  their  handkerchiefs,  threw  off 
their  jackets  and  shirts,  buckled  on  their  cutlasses,  and 
stuck  pistols  in  their  belts.  Meantime,  as  it  had  been 
arranged,  Sam  Smatch  was  sent  to  look  after  Billy  True 
Blue,  and  to  carry  him  down  into  the  hold,  as  soon  as 
the  ship  was  getting  within  range  of  the  enemy's  fire. 

"  Let  me  just  have  a  look  at  my  boy,"  exclaimed 
Will,  as  Sam  brought  him  out  on  deck,  as  he  said,  to 
shew  him  the  enemy  whom  he  would  one  day  learn  to 
thrash. 

Will  took  the  child  in  his  arms,  and  he  gave  a  glance 
of  affection ;  and  there  was  a  gush  to  his  heart  which  a 
father  can  alone  feel,  when  he  knows  that  there  is  a 
probability  that  he  and  the  little  creature  he  loves,  and 
who  so  depends  on  him,  may  ere  long  be  separated  by 
death.  It  was  but  a  momentary  sensation.  The  un- 
daunted courage  of  the  British  sailor,  the  eagerness  to 
engage  in  fight  with  the  enemies  of  his  country,  returned 
to  him  in  an  instant;  and  giving  little  Billy  back  to 
Sam,  he  urged  him  not  to  delay  too  long  in  taking  him 
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below,  and  then  sprang  alofl  to  his  post  in  the  top.  to 
be  ready  to  make  any  alterations  which  might  be  required 
in  the  sails  while  the  ship  was  going  into  action. 

Some  hours  from  sun-rise  passed  away,  during  which 
time  the  fleet  was  slowly  approaching  the  reluctant 
enemy.  It  wanted  but  ten  minutes  to  noon,  when  the 
signal  flew  out  from  the  mast-head  of  the  Admiral 
for  the  fleet  to  bear  down  on  the  French,  each  ship  to 
steer  for  and  closely  engage  the  one  nearest  to  her  in 
the  enemy's  line.  The  order  was  received  with  a 
hearty  huzza.  It  was  promptly  and  exactly  obeyed. 
Still,  from  the  lightness  of  the  wind,  it  was  nearly  one 
before  the  engagement  became  general.  And  now  along 
the  whole  line  arose  dense  volumes  of  smoke — bright 
flashes  were  seen,  and  the  roar  of  the  guns,  and  the 
shouts  and  shrieks  of  the  combatants  were  heard. 
Thickly  flew  the  round-shot — the  gallant  Admiral  in 
the  "  Sandwich  "  was  engaged  with  two  big  Frenchmen, 
who  seemed  to  have  singled  her  out  for  destruction,  but 
right  nobly  and  boldly  did  she  bear  the  brunt  of  the 
action.  Shot  after  shot  struck  her,  many  between 
wind  and  water,  and  some  in  her  masts  and  spars, 
which  in  consequence  threatened  to  go  overboard.  The 
"  Terrible,"  too,  was  hotly  engaged  with  an  opponent 
worthy  of  her.  What  her  name  was  could  not  be 
discovered. 

"Never  mind,"  was  the  cry;  '*  we'll  soon  learn 
when  we  make  her  haul  down  her  flag.*' 

Hotter  and  hotter  grew  the  action.  Many  were 
falling  on  both  sides.  Nearly  all  the  English  ships  had 
lost  both  officers  and  men,  killed  and  wounded;  while, 
especially,  they  were  dreadfully  cut  up  in  their  rigging. 
Freeborn  had  come  below  to  serve  a  gun. 
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"  I  see,  mate,  how  it  is,**  cried  Pringle  to  him. 
**  Those  Frenchmen  are  fighting  to  run  away.  It's 
strange  not  one  of  oar  fellows  on  deck  have  been  hit 
yet.     They've  aimed  all  their  shot  at  our  spars." 

"  Hurra !  lads,  then,"  answered  Will  in  a  liigh  state 
of  excitement,  which  Pringle  could  not  help  remarking. 
"  Fire  away,  lads.  We'll  stop  them  if  we  can  from 
running  away,  at  all  events." 

As  he  spoke,  he  applied  his  match  to  his  gun.  At 
the  moment  it  sent  forth  its  missile  of  death,  he  tottered 
back,  and  before  Paul  Pringle  could  catch  him,  had 
fallen  on  the  deck.  Paul  stooped  down  and  raised  up 
his  head. 

**  It*s  all  over  with  me,  Paul,"  he  said  in  a  low  voice; 
**  feel  here." 

There  was  a  dreadful  wound  in  his  side,  which  made 
it  appear  too  probable  that  his  prognostications  would 
prove  true.  The  rest  of  the  men  near  turned  round 
with  glances  of  sorrow,  for  he  was  a  general  favourite; 
but  they  had  to  attend  to  the  working  of  their  gun. 

**  Paul,"  he  continued,  "  you  and  the  ship's  company 
will,  I  know,  look  after  my  motherless  child.  I  leave 
Billy  to  the  care  of  you  all.  Bring  him  up  as  a  sailor— 
a  true  British  tar — mind.  There  isn't  a  nobler  life  a 
man  can  lead.  I  would  not  not  have  hira  anything 
else.  Tiie  Captain's  very  kind,  and  will,  I  know, 
do  his  best  for  him;  but  I  don't  want  him  to  be  an 
officer,  that's  very  well  for  them  that's  bom  to  it ;  but 
all  I'd  have  liked  to  have  seen  him,  if  I  had  lived,  was 
an  open-hearted,  open-handed,  honest  seaman."  Poor 
Will  was  speaking  with  great  diflSculty.  His  words 
came  forth  low  and  slowly. 

"  Yes,  yes,  Will,"  answered  Paul,  pressing  his  friend's 
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hand.  **  We'll  look  after  him.  There's  not  a  man  of 
the  *  Terrible  *  who  would  not  look  at  little  True  Blue 
as  his  own  son;  and  as  to  making  him  a  seaman,  we 
none  on  us  would  dream  of  anything  else.  It  would  be 
utterly  impossible  and  unnatural  like.  Set  your  mind 
at  rest,  mate,  about  that.  But  I  say.  Will,  wouldn't  it 
do  your  heart  good  to  have  a  look  at  the  younker?" 

"  Not  up  here,  a  shot  might  hit  him,  remember,"- 
answered  the  poor  father.     "  And  if  they  was  to  move 
me,  I  don't  think  that  I  should  ever  be  got  below  alive. 
No,  no,  Paul,  1*11  stay  here.     It's  the  best  place  for  a 
sailor  to  die." 

Just  then  there  was  a  cry  that  the  enemy's  ships 
were  retreating.  First  the  Count  de  Guichen*s  own 
ship,  the  huge  "  Couronne"  was  seen  standing  out  of 
the  action,  followed  by  the  **  Trioraphant"  and  "Fen- 
dan  t,"  leaving  the  "  Sandwich "  in  so  battered  a  con- 
dition that  she  could  not  follow.  The  other  ships 
imitated  their  leader's  example.  They  were  practically 
illustrating  the  adage  of  "He  who  fights  and  runs 
away  may  live  to  fight  another  day." 

One  after  another,  the  British  ships  found  themselves 
without  opponents.  They  endeavoured  to  make  sail  and 
follow;  but  their  running  rigging  was  so  cut  up,  that 
few  could  set  their  sails,  while  the  masts  of  many  went 
over  their  sides.  All  they  could  do,  therefore,  was  to 
send  their  shot  rapidly  after  the  flying  enemy,  and  give 
vent  to  their  feelings  in  loud  hurras  and  shouts  of 
contempt.  The  Frenchmen  little  thought  how  well 
this  same  running  away  was  teaching  the  English  to  beat 
them,  as  they  did  in  many  a  subsequent  combat;  and 
it  is  to  be  hoped  may  continue  to  do  till  the  end  of 
time,  or  till  they  are  thrashed  into  brotherly  love  and 
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peaceable  dispositions.    The  sound  of  the  shouts  seemed 
to  revive  poor  Will  Freeborn. 

"  Now,  mate,  you'll  see  Billy,  wont  you  ?"  said  Paul. 
It'll  do  your  heart  good." 

Will  smiled  his  assent.  He  was  feeling  no  pain  then. 
A  boy  was  sent  to  summon  Sam  and  the  baby.  Mean- 
time  the  doctor  came  on  deck. 

"  Let  him  lie  here,**  said  he  after  a  short  examina- 
tion;  "  his  moments  are  numbered." 

Sam  soon  appeared;  Paul  took  Billy  from  him,  and 
kneeling  down,  held  the  baby  to  the  lips  of  the  dying 
father.  The  men,  no  longer  required  to  work  the  guns, 
clustered  round  the  group.  Will  kissed  his  child,  and 
held  him  for  a  moment  in  his  grasp. 

**  Shipmates,"  said  he,  raising  his  voice,  "  You'll  all 
of  you  be  kind  to  little  True  Blue ;  I  know  you  will — 
there's  no  use  asking  you.  And  God  will  look  afler 
him — I  know  He  will,  and  forgive  me  my  sins.  Here, 
Paul,  take  the  child — ^^Pm  slipping  my  cable,  ship- 
mates!" 

He  turned  his  eyes  on  the  infant,  and,  pointing 
towards  him,  fell  back  into  the  arms  of  Abel  Bush  and 
Peter  Ogle,  who  had  come  to  have  a  last  look  at  their 
old  friend. 

He  was  dead,  and  little  True  Blue  was  left  an 
orphan. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 
The  Hero  is  provided  with  Guardians. 

Poor  Billy  True  Blue  little  knew  the  loss  he  had 
experienced,  when,  as  usual,  he  kicked  and  frisked 
about,  and  spluttered  and  cooed,  as  that  evening  Pbnl 
Pringle,  with  a  sad  heart,  was  dipping  him  in  a  tub, 
preparatory  to  putting  him  into  his  cot.  After  all,  in 
spite  of  the  kindness  of  friends,  a  child  can  have  no 
guardians  so  good  as  an  honest  father  and  mother. 
Paul  had  soon  to  send  for  Sam  Smatch  to  take  his 
place,  as  he  had  plenty  of  work  on  deck  in  repairing 
damages.  Besides  being  much  cut  up  in  ^hull  and 
rigging,  the  fleet  had  suffered  much,  and  had  had  six 
oflScers  and  one  hundred  and  fourteen  men  killed,  and 
nine  officers  and  one  hundred  and  forty-five  men 
wounded.  The  Admiral's  ship,  the  "  Sandwich,"  had 
suffered  the  most  severely;  and  it  was  only  by  the 
united  exertions  of  her  own  and  other  ships'  companies 
that  she  was  kept  afloat  during  the  night  and  all  the 
next  day,  till  she  could  be  got  back  again  into  Gros 
Islet  Bay.  There  every  possible  exertion  was  made  to 
repair  damages,  so  as  to  be  in  a  state  to  go  in  search  of 
the  enemy.  It  was  not,  however,  till  the  6th  of  May 
that  Sir  George  Rodney  received  intelligence  that  the 
French  fleet  had  left  the  island  of  Guadaloupe,  where 
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they  had  been  repairing  their  damages,  and  were 
approaching  to  windward  of  Martinique. 

Once  more  the  English  fleet  was  ordered  by  signal  to 
put  to  sea;  and  with  no  less  zest  than  before  the 
anchors  were  run  up,  and  under  a  crowd  of  sail  they 
stood  out  of  the  bay.  The  wind,  however,  was  con- 
trary, and  for  several  days  the  ships  had  to  continue 
beating  against  it  through  the  passage  between  Mar- 
tinique and  St.  Lucia  till  the  10th,  when,  as  the  morn- 
ing broke,  the  Frenchmen  were  seen  mustering  the  same 
number  as  before,  about  three  leagues  to  windward. 

'*  Hurra  I  we'll  have  the  Crapeaus  now;  they'll  not 
demean  themselves  by  running  away,**  was  the  general 
shout  on  board  the  British  ships. 

Nearer  the  English  approached.  The  French  formed 
in  line  of  battle  and  bore  down  upon  them.  The  hearts 
of  the  British  tars  beat  high.  They  thought  the  time 
they  were  looking  for  had  assuredly  come ;  but  when 
scarcely  within  so  much  as  random  shot,  the  French- 
men were  seen  to  haul  their  wind,  and  being  much 
faster  sailers  than  the  English »  quickly  got  again  beyond 
speaking-distance.  The  English  seamen  stamped  with 
rage  and  disappointment,  as  well  they  might,  and  hurled 
no  very  complimentary  epithets  on  the  enemy. 

**  The  time  will  come  when  we  get  up  to  you, 
Mounsieur,  and  then  we'll  give  it  you,  won't  we,"  they 
exclaimed,  shaking  their  fists  at  their  pusillanimous 
enemy. 

Several  times  the  French  came  down  in  the  same 
style,  as  Paul  Pringle  remarked,  "  Like  so  many 
dancing  masters  skipping  along,  and  then  whisking 
round  and  scampering  off  again.'' 

Words   will   not  describe   the  utter   contempt   and 
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hatred  the  British  tars  felt  in  consequence  of  this  for 
their  enemies.  Had  they  mustered  twice  their  numbers, 
and  they  could  have  got  fairly  along  side  of  them, 
yard-arm  and  yard-arm,  they  supposed  they  could  have 
thrashed  them ;  and,  probably,  would  have  done  so. 

At  last  Admiral  Rodney  himself,  in  the  hope  of 
deceiving  the  enemy,  made  the  signal  for  the  fleet  to 
bear  away  under  all  sail.  The  manoeuvre  had  the 
desired  effect,  making  the  French  fancy  that  the 
English  had  taken  to  flight,  and  now  growing  bold,  like 
yelping  hounds,  they  came  after  them  in  full  cry.  The 
English  captains  guessed  what  was  expected  of  them, 
and  did  their  best  to  impede  the  progress  of  the  ships, 
so  as  to  let  the  enemy  gain  as  much  as  possible  on  them. 
On  the  Frenchmen  boldly  came,  till  their  van,  or 
leading  ships,  were  nearly  abreast  of  the  centre  of 
the  English,  who  had  luffed  up  till  they  had  almost 
brought  the  fleet  again  on  a  bowline. 

Now,  to  their  great  satisfaction,  there  was  a  shift  of 
wind,  which  gave  them  the  weather  gauge.  That  was 
all  Admiral  Rodney  wanted — all  any  British  Admiral 
ever  wants,  unless  his  numbers  are  altogether  dispro- 
portionately inferior  to  the  enemy.  Now  once  more  the 
hearts  of  the  British  seamen  beat  proudly  with  the 
anticipation  of  battle  and  victory. 

The  signal  was  made  to  engage.  The  British  ships 
bore  down  on  the  enemy.  It  seemed  no  longer  possible 
that  he  would  decline  to  fight.  On  board  the  '*  Terrible," 
all  stood  ready  at  their  guns,  eyeing  the  foe.  Sam 
Smatch  had  been  dispatched  with  his  little  charge  into 
the  hold,  and  ordered,  unless  he  would  incur  the  most 
dreadful  pains  and  penalties,  not  to  return  on  deck. 

Sam  grinned  on  receiving  the  order.    He  had  not  the 
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slightest  intention  of  infringing  it.  He  was  not  a  coward ; 
but  he  was  a  philosopher.  He  had  had  fighting  enough 
in  his  day.  He  had  lost  a  leg  fighting,  and  been  other- 
wise sorely  knocked  aboi^t;  and  he  had  vowed,  from  that 
time  forward,  never  to  fight  if  he  could  help  it.  He  had 
no  king  or  country,  so  to  speak,  to  fight  for ;  for  though 
he  had  become  a  British  subject,  he  had  not  appreciated 
the  privileges  he  had  thereby  gained ;  and,  at  all  events, 
they  had  failed  to  arouse  any  especial  patriotic  feelings 
within  his  bosom.  Nothing,  therefore,  could  please  him 
better  than  his  present  occupation;  and  tucking  his  fiddle 
under  one  arm,  and  making  a  seat  for  the  baby  with  the 
other,  he  descended  with  the  most  unfeigned  satisfaction 
into  the  dusky  depths  of  the  bottom  of  the  ship. 

How  intense  was  the  indignation  of  the  British  sea- 
men when,  just  as  they  were  within  long  range  of  the 
French,  to  see  ship  after  ship  wear,  and,  under  a  crowd 
of  sail,  take  to  an  ignominous  flight.  What  showers  of 
abuse  were  hurled  after  them,  as  were  numerous  random 
shots,  though  neither  were  much  calculated  to  do  them 
any  harm.  However,  by  seven  in  the  evening.  Captain 
Bowyer,  in  the  "  Albion,"  who  led  the  van,  was  seen  to 
reach  the  centre  of  the  enemy's  line.  In  the  most  gallant 
style  he  opened  the  fire,  supported  by  the  "  Conqueror," 
and  the  other  ships  of  the  van.  In  vain  the  ships  of 
the  British  centre  endeavoured  to  get  into  action. 
Every  manoeuvre  that  could  be  thought  of,  was  tried— 
every  sail  was  set.  The  brave  old  Captain  Penrose 
walked  his  deck  with  hasty  strides,  and  unusual  excite- 
ment. 

"  Oh,  how  I  envy  that  fellow  Bowyer !"  he  exclaimed. 
"  How  rapidly  his  men  work  the  guns.  We  would  be 
doing  the  same,  if  we  were  there.     However,  the  time 
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will  come  that  I  shall  have  another  stand-up  fight  with 
them  before  I  die.  It  may  be  soon,  or  it  may  be  some  time 
hence ;  but  the  time  will  come,  that  I  feel  assured  of." 

*'  I  hope,  sir,  when  it  does  arrive,  you,  and  all  with 
you,  will  come  off  victorious,"  observed  the  second  lieu- 
tenant, who  was  in  no  way  inclined  to  enter  into  what 
he  called  the  Captain's  fancies. 

"  No  doubt  about  it,'*  answered  the  Captain.  "  I 
trust  that  I  may  never  live  to  see  the  day  when  a  British 
fleet  is  worsted  by  our  natural  enemies,  the  French ;  or 
by  any  others  who  have  ships  afloat." 

In  spite  of  the  partial  engagement  taking  place,  the 
remainder  of  the  French  fleet  continued  their  flight, 
under  a  press  of  sail.  Eight  gallantly  the  *'  Albion'* 
and  *'  Conqueror"  continued  the  cannonade;  but,  again, 
the  quicker  heels  of  the  French  enabled  them  to  keep 
out  of  the  reach  of  the  remainder  of  the  British  fleet,  and 
finally  carried  them  free  of  their  pursuers. 

Still,  although  night  had  closed  in.  Admiral  Rodney 
persevered  in  following  them  up,  but  the  wind  had 
shifted,  and  given  the  French  the  weather-gauge — an 
advantage  which  they  employed  in  keeping  out  of  action. 
Day  after  day  passed,  and  then  they  were  to  be  seen 
spreading  over  the  blue  sea  in  the  far  distance,  but  not 
daring  to  come  nearer.  Either  they  were  waiting  for 
reinforcements,  or  for  some  accident  which  might  give 
them  such  a  vast  superiority,  that  they  would  no  longer 
have  any  fear  of  the  result  of  a  general  engagement. 

Great,  therefore,  was  the  delight  of  the  British,  when, 
on  the  morning  of  the  19th,  the  wind  shifted  suddenly, 
and  enabled  them  to  bear  down  under  a  press  of  sail  on 
the  enemy.  The  Count  de  Guichen  could  no  longer,  it 
was  hoped,  avoid  an  action;  but,  ere  the  English  could 
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get  their  guns  to  bear,  the  fickle  wind  again  shifted  and 
left  the  enemy  the  choice  of  engaging  or  not.  Ahhough 
the  van  of  the  French  was  to  windward,  their  rear  was 
still  to  leeward  of  the  British  van,  now  led  by  the 
gallant  Commodore  Hotham.  Immediately  he  bore 
down  upon  them,  and  opened  his  fire. 

The  ^'  Terrible"  was  in  this  division,  and  took  a  lead- 
ing part  in  the  fray.  Several  ships,  on  both  sides,  were 
now  hotly  engaged.  The  French  Admiral,  seeing  this, 
seemed  to  have  made  up  his  mind  to  risk  a  general 
action;  and,  as  soon  as  his  van  had  weathered  the 
British,  which  the  shift  of  wind  enabled  him  to  do,  he 
bore  away  along  their  line  to  windward  and  commenced 
a  heavy  cannonade,  but  at  so  cautious  a  distance,  that 
bis  shot  did  little  damage.  The  **  Terrible*s**  opponent 
soon  sheered  o^T,  and,  having  more  speed  than  pluck, 
quickly  got  out  of  the  range  of  her  guns,  greatly  to  the 
disgust  of  all  the  crew. 

*'  Look  here,  mates  ;  is  this  what  those  frog-eating 
Johnny  Crapeaus  caJl  fighting,"  exclaimed  Paul  Pringle, 
pointing  to  De  Guichen*s  distant  line,  firing  away  at  the 
main  body  of  the  British  fleet.  "  Unless  fellows  are 
inclined  to  lay  alongside  each  other,  yard-arm  to  yard- 
arm,  and  have  it  out  like  brave  men,  to  my  mind  they 
had  better  stay  ashore  and  leave  fighting  alone." 

The  sentiment  was  echoed  heartily  by  all  his  hearers, 
and  more  particularly  so  when,  in  a  short  time,  the 
whole  French  fleet  was  seen  fairly  to  take  to  flight,  and» 
under  a  press  of  sail,  to  stand  to  the  northward.  The 
British  fleet  continued,  all  the  next  day,  in  chase ;  but, 
on  the  morning  of  the  21st,  not  a  Fienchman  was  to  be 
seen,  and,  as  many  of  the  ships  had  suffered  severely  in 
these  partial  actions,  and  were  much  knocked  about  by 
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long  service,  Admiral  Rodney  stood  for  Barbadoes, 
where  they  might  undergo  the  required  repairs.  They 
arrived,  on  the  22nd,  in  Carlisle  Bay. 

It  was  not  for  some  time  that  the  crew  of  the  **  Terrible" 
had  a  moment  to  think  of  anything  but  the  stern  calls  of 
duty.  At  last,  however,  the  old  ship  was  once  more  ready 
for  sea,  and  then  one  spoke  to  the  other  about  little  Billy 
True  Blue,  and  their  promise  to  Will  Freeborn,  and  it  was 
agreed  that  an  assemblage  of  the  whole  ship's  company 
should  be  held,  to  decide  the  course  to  be  pursued  for 
his  rearing  and  education.  The  forecastle,  or,  as  seamen 
call  it,  the  fo^cas'l,  was  the  place  selected  for  the" 
meeting.  Tom  Snell,  the  boatswain's  mate.  Sergeant 
Bolton,  Peter  Ogle,  Abel  Bush,  Paul  Pringle,  of  course, 
the  three  godfathers'  mates,  and  most  of  the  petty 
officers,  besides  many  brave  fellows,  whose  names  have 
not  been  handed  down  by  fame,  although,  undoubtedly, 
they  are  to  be  found  in  the  ships'  books  at  the 
Admiralty,  or  in  the  vaults  of  Somerset  House,  spoke  on 
this  important  occasion.  Sam  Smatch  would  have  been 
there,  but  he  had  to  look  after  the  baby  in  the  cabin. 
He  had,  however,  explained  his  opinion,  and  claimed 
the  right  of  voting  by  proxy,  which  claim  was  fully 
allowed,  seeing  that  he  was  absent  on  the  public  service. 
The  warrant  officers  were  not  present,  not  that  they  did 
not  take  a  warm  interest  in  the  matter,  but  they  did 
not  wish  to  interfere  with  the  free  discussion  in  which 
the  men  might  wish  to  indulge.  Sergeant  Bolton, 
however,  came,  and  it  was  understood  that  he  knew 
their  feelings  in  all  the  important  points  likely  to  be 
broached.  His  rank  might  have  kept  him  away,  but 
he  was  present,  because  as  he  said,  "  I  ham,  de  ye  see, 
the  hinconsolable  widower  of  Nancy  Bolton,  the  hint- 
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fant's  nurse,  and  how  do  ye  think  hanj  one  can  have 
more  hinterest  in  the  hangel  than  I." 

The  Captain  and  officers  well  knew  the  temper  of  the 
men;  and  when,  therefore,  they  saw  them  assembliog 
in  miusual  numbers  on  the  forecastle,  they  had  no 
fear  that  a  mutiny  was  going  to  break  out,  or  that 
anything  dreadful  was  going  to  happen.  Tom  SnelJ 
was  looked  upon  as  a  great  orator ;  not  the  less  so  that 
he  oilen  enforced  his  arguments  with  a  rope's  end. 

"  Mates,"  said  he,  rising,  when  all  the  men  were 

assembled,  perched  about  in  every  available  spot  and 

in  every  possible  attitude,  and  he  brought  one  clenched 

fist  down  on  the  other  open  palm,  with  a  sound  which 

echoed  along  the  decks ;  "  this  is  how  the  case  stands, 

d'ye  see.     There's  a  baby  born  aboard  this  here  ship, 

and  that  baby  had  a  mother,  a  good  real  ship-shape 

woman,  who  was  as  kind  a  nurse  to  all  on  us  as  was 

sick  as  could  be.     Well,  t  won't  talk  on  her ;  she  dies, 

and  two  other  women  acts  as  nurses  to  the  baby ;  they 

were  good  women,  too,  but  I  won't  talk  on  them."     Tom 

passed  the  hairy  back  of  his  rough  hand  across  his  eyes, 

and  continued:  "Now  the  baby  fell  to  the  natural  care 

like  of  his  daddy — a  true-hearted,  honest  sailor  as  ever 

stepped.    He'd  have  done  honestly  by  him,  and  brought 

him  up  as  aright  real  seaman,  there's  no  doubt;  but 

d'ye  see,  as  ye  know,  mates  all,  a  sneaking  Frenchman's 

round-shot  comes  aboard  us  and  strikes  him  between 

wind  and  water,  so  to  speak,  and  pretty  nigh  cuts  him 

in  two.     Before  he  slipped  his  cable,  many  on  you  who 

stood  near  knows  what  he  said  to  us.      He  told  us  that 

he  gave  the  baby  to  the  ship's  company — to  look  after 

— to  be  brought  up  as  a  seaman  should  be  brought  up. 

One  and  all  on  us  would  do  the  same  and  much  more, 
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80  I  know,  for  little  True  Blue,  seeing  as  how  he 
naturally  like  belongs  to  us ;  aye,  mates,  and  we  would 
be  ready  to  fight  for  him  to  the  last;  and  if  there  was 
one  thing  would  make  us  keep  our  colours  flying  to 
the  last,  it  would  be  to  prevent  him  falling  into  the 
enemy's  hand,  to  be  brought  up  as  a  capering,  frog- 
eating  Frenchman.  But,  mates,  d'ye  see,  this  would 
be  very  well  if  we  could  all  stick  together  aboard  the 
same  ship,  and  for  his  sake  I  knows  we'd  try  to  do  it; 
but  as  you  knows,  there  are  the  chances  of  war — ^we 
may  be  separated — one  may  go  to  one  ship,  one  may 
go  to  another,  and  who  is  he  to  go  vrith  I  should  like 
to  know.  Now  I  don't  want  that  any  on  us  should 
lose  the  pleasure  and  honour  of  looking  afler  him,  that 
I  don't,  I'd  scorn  to  be  so  unjust  to  any  one,  but  we 
wants  to  settle,  when  the  evil  time  arrives,  when  we, 
who  has  served  together  so  long,  and  fought  together, 
and  stuck  together  like  brothers  and  true  seamen  should, 
comes  to  be  scattered,  who  the  little  chap,  Billy  True 
Blue,  is  to  go  with — that's  the  point,  mates,  d'ye  see? 
He  can't  go  with  us  all.  He  must  be  with  some  one 
on  us,  the  primest  seaman,  too,  who'll  teach  him  to 
knot  and  splice,  to  hand-reef  and  steer,  and  all  the 
ways  of  a  seaman.  That's  what  we  has  to  do.  We 
can't  teach  him  much  yet  you'll  all  allow,  and  the 
Captain  says  as  how  he'll  give  nine  dozen  to  any  man 
as  puts  a  quid  of  baccay  in  the  younker's  mouth ;  so  we 
can't  even  learn  him  to  chaw  yet,  which  to  my  mind 
he'd  do  better  nor  anything  else,  as  he's  most  practice 
with  his  jaws  just  yet;  but  the  time  will  come  when  he 
can  use  his  fists,  too,  and  the  sooner  he  gets  'em  into  the 
the  tar-bucket  the  better,  say  I,"  This  opinion  was 
loudly  applauded  by  all  present. 
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Tom  made  some  further  remarks  to  the  same  effect, 
"  And  now,"  he  concluded,  "  any  one  on  you  who  has 
got  anything  for  to  say  for  or  again'  what  IVe  been  a 
saying,  let  him  stand  up  on  his  legs,  and  say  it  out  like 
a  man." 

Bill  Tompion,  one  of  the  gunner*s  crew,  thereon 
arose  with  a  sudden  spring,  and  having  squirted  a 
stream  of  tobacco-juice  through  a  port,  exclaimed  :  — 

"  What  Tom  says  is  all  very  true.  No  one  here  nor 
there  will  want  to  deny  it ;  but  what  I  axes  is,  who's  to 
have  charge  of  the  younker?  That*s  what  I  see  we 
wants  to  settle.  When  I  fires  my  gun,  I  doesn't  blaze 
away  at  the  air,  but  looks  along  it  and  sees  what  Tm 
going  to  fire  at,  and  takes  my  aim ;  and,  d'ye  see,  if  it*s 
an  enemy's  ship  not  far  off,  I  generally  hits,  too.  Now 
that's  just  as  I  was  saying,  mates,  what  we  have  to  do. 
We  wants  to  fix  on  fit  and  proper  persons  to  look  afler 
our  little  chap  aboard  here — the  ship's  own  child,  I 
may  say,  to  see  that  he  gets  into  no  mischief,  and 
to  bring  him  up  as  a  seaman  should  be  brought  up. 
Now  I'd  like  to  be  one  on  those  to  look  afler  him,  and 
Tom  would  like  to  be  one,  and  many  on  us  would  like 
to  have  the  work ;  and  most  of  us,  aye  and  all  of  us — 
[there  was  a  general  cheer] — ^but,  mates,  it  isn't  the 
men  who'd  like  it  most,  but  the  men  who  is  most  fit, 
d'ye  see,  we  are  bound  to  choose.  Now  I  speak  for 
myself.  I'm  a  thoughtless,  careless  sailor— I've  run 
my  head  into  more  scrapes  than  I'd  like  to  own.  I'm 
very  well  afloat,  but  ashore  I  would'nt  like  to  have  it 
on  my  conscience  to  have  charge  of  that  young  chap, 
d'ye  see;  and  as  for  Tom  Snell,  he'll  speak  for  himself. 
Betty  Snoll  kept  him  straight,  there's  no  doubt  of  it — 
but  now  she's  gone  poor  Tom's  all  adrifl  again,  and 
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it 's  just  a  chance  if  he  goes  for  to  splice  once  more  what 
sort  of  a  wife  he  '11  pick  up.  Therefore,  says  I,  neither 
Tom  nor  I'm  the  best  man  to  look  after  Billy  True 
Blue.  But,  mate8,-^[Here  Tompion  stopped  and  struck 
his  hands  together] — I  does  say  that  I  thinks  I  knows 
who  is  a  good  man,  a  fit  man,  and  a  Mend  and 
messmate  of  Will  Freeborn,  and  that  man  is  Paul 
Pringle.  He 's  what  the  parsons  calls  a  god&ther,  and 
so  I  take  it  he's  a  sort  of  a  guardian  like  already,  and 
he 's  had  charge  of  the  little  chap  ever  since  poor  Betty 
and  Nancy  lost  the  number  of  their  mess ;  and  if  Paul 
will  take  charge,  and  I'm  sure  he  will,  I  says  let  him 
be  one  of  the  guardians." 

Paul  rose.  "  Mates  all,"  said  he,  giving  a  hitch  to 
his  waist-band ;  "  I  thanks  ye,  and  axes  ye  if  ye  think 
a  hen  would  look  after  the  chickens  which  are  given 
her  whether  they  are  from  her  own  eggs  or  not?  You 
know  she  will — all  she  thinks  of  is,  that  they  are  poor 
little  helpless  things  and  wants  her  care.  Well,  then, 
don't  you  think  as  long  as  body  and  soul  keep  together 
I'd  look  after  little  Billy  True  Blue,  who  was  bom 
aboard  this  ship— whose  father  and  mother  was  my 
friends  and  who,  I  may  say,  is  just  like  a  son  to  me.  I 
know  you  all  sees  this;  but,  mates,  I  may  any  day  slip  my 
cable,  as  you  and  all  of  us  may  do,  but  still  one  man's  life 
is  not  so  good  as  three,  and,  therefore,  I  says,  let  me  have 
his  father's  ftdends  and  messmates,  Peter  Ogle  and  Abel 
Bush,  two  good  men  and  thorough  seamen,  to  help  me; 
and  I  can  say  that  I  believe  one  and  all  of  us  will  do  our 
duty  by  the  boy — we'll  not  fail  to  do  our  best  to  make 
him  an  honest  man  and  a  true  sailor ;  but  we  can't  do 
more  than  our  best.  There's  One  aloft,  mates,  who 
does  what  He  knows  what  is  right.     It's  He  makes  the 


THE  GUARDIANS  ELECTED.  51 

heart  what  it  should  be.  If  we  do  our  part,  he*ll  do 
His,  we  may  depend  on  that,  and  then  everything  will 
be  well  at  last." 

There  were  no  dissentient  voices  to  Paul's  proposal. 
Never  was  a  meeting  for  any  subject  held  with  so  much 
unanimity;  and  why?  Because  everybody  came  to  it 
with  an  anxious  wish  really  to  arrange  what  was  best, 
without  being  biassed  by  any  pre- conceived  notions  or 
opinions  of  their  own.  The  three  godfathers'  mates 
were  chosen  as  their  assistant-guardians,  and  thus,  as 
far  as  numbers  could  insure  care,  little  True  Blue  had 
every  chance  of  being  well  looked  after* 
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CHAPTER  V. 

The  Hurricane  and  its  Besults. 

Captain  Penrose  was  very  well  pleased  when  he  heard 
of  the  arrangemen);s  the  seamen  had  made  vrith  regard  to 
little  Billy.  More  than  once,  however,  he  spoke  to 
Dr.  Macbride  and  some  of  his  officers,  in  whom  he  had 
most  confidence  about  him. 

"  As  you  know,"  he  remarked,  "  I  am  now  childless, 
and  have  no  kith  or  kin  depending  on  me,  and  if  the 
boy  turns  out  well,  when  old  enough,  I  think  of  getting 
him  placed  on  the  quarter-deck.  The  son  of  many  a 
seaman  before  the  mast  has  risen  to  the  top  of  his  pro- 
fession. My  wife's  grandfather  was  a  boatswain ;  my 
father-in-law,  his  son,  was  an  Admiral,  and  a  K.C.B. 
He  wont  have  interest;  but  if  he's  a  good  seaman,  and 
is  always  on  the  watch  to  do  his  duty — to  run  ailer  it, 
not  to  let  duty  come  to  him,  he  '11  get  on  well  enough, 
depend  on  that." 

Such  were  the  kind  intentions  of  the  good  Captain 
towards  little  Billy.  There  is  a  true  saying  though, 
•*  Man  proposes,  but  God  disposes." 

The  fleet  of  Sir  George  Rodney,  was  now  divided. 
While  he  despatched  a  portion,  \mder  Sir  Josias  Rowley, 
to  reinforce  Sir  Peter  Parkes,  at  Jamaica,  threatened  by 
a  powerful  French  squadron,  he  sailed  with  the  greater 
part  of  the  remainder  for  New  York.  It  must  be 
remembered  that  the  American  War  of  Independence 
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was  then  going  on,  and  that  the  French  had  promised  to 
aid  the  insurgent  colonists,  for  so  at  that  time  they  were 
called — though  they  soon  aflerwards  established  a  name 
and  a  fame  for  themselves,  and  took  their  place  among 
the  independent  nations  of  the  world. 

The  old  "  Terrible,"  was  still  on  the  Jamaica  station ; 
but  it  was  understood  that  she  would  soon  be  sent  to 
join  the  squadron  off  New  York,  She  and  the  gallant 
old  "  Thunderer,  74,"  which  had  so  long  braved  the 
battle  and  the  breeze,  were  together,  the  crews  of  both 
eagerly  looking  out  for  an  enemy. 

There  was  an  enemy  approaching  they  little  dreamed 
of.  Cape  Tiburon.  at  the  west  end  of  the  island  of 
Ilispaniola,  or  St.  Domingo,  the  name  by  which  it  is 
now  better  known,  had  been  sighted  the  day  before, 
so  that  all  knew  well  whereabouts  they  were.  There 
was  a  perfect  calm  and  the  water  was  as  smooth  as  the 
most  polished  glass — not  a  ripple  was  to  be  seen  on  it; 
but  yet  it  was  not  a  plain,  for  huge  undulations  came 
swelliug  up  from  the  southern  part  of  the  Carribean  Sea, 
which  made  the  big  ships  roll  till  their  lower  yards  almost 
dipped  into  the  water. 

The  Hon.  Captain  Walshingham,  and  several  of  the 
officers  of  the  "  Thunderer,"  taking  advantage  of  the 
calm,  had  come  on  board  the  "Terrible,"  to  visit 
Captain  Penrose  and  his  officers.  They  were  a  merry 
party ;  they  had  done  their  duty  nobly,  and  they  were 
anticipating  opportunities  of  doing  it  again,  not  to  speak 
of  gaining  prize-money  and  promotion. 

"  Walshingham,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  Captain  Pen- 
rose, to  his  younger  brother-captain,  as  they  were  taking 
a  turn  on  the  quarter-deck  after  dinner,  "  I  do  not 
altogether  like  the  look  of  the  weather,     I  have,  as  you 
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know,  been  in  these  seas  a  good  deal.  These  perfect 
cahns  are  oflen  succeeded  by  sudden  and  violent  storms, 
often  by  hurricanes,  and  though  we  may  have  sea 
room  and  stout  crafl,  in  such  a  commotion  as  I  have 
more  than  once  witnessed,  it  will  require  all  our  seaman- 
ship to  keep  afloat." 

"  No  fear,"  answered  the  younger  Captain,  smiling, 
"  the  '  Thunierer*  is  not  likely  to  fear  the  fiercest  hurri- 
cane that  ever  blew,"  and  he  looked,  with  all  a  true 
seaman^s  pride,  on  the  noble  ship,  which  floated  so 
gallantly  at  the  distance  of  a  few  hundred  fathoms. 

"  At  all  events,  take  an  old  man's  counsel,"  said 
Captain  Penrose,  stopping  in  his  walk.  **  I  would  not 
be  so  rude  unnecessarily  to  urge  you  to  leave  my  ship ; 
but  my  dear  fellow  get  on  board  as  fast  as  you  can,  and 
make  her  ready  to  encounter  whatever  may  occur.  If 
the  threatenings  pass'  off,  no  harm  is  done.  I  must  pre- 
pare the  *  Terrible,'  for  a  gale." 

Thus  urged,  the  younger  Captain  could  no  longer 
decline  to  take  the  proffered  advice,  but  calling  his 
oflicers,  their  boats  were  manned,  and  they  returned  on 
board  the  "  Thunderer."  In  the  meantime  everything 
that  could  be  done  was  done  to  prepare  the  "  Terrible" 
for  a  fierce  contest  with  the  elements.  Eoyal  and  top- 
gallant-yards were  sent  down — topmasts  were  struck, 
rolling  tackles  were  made  fast  to  all  the  lower  yards, 
and  all  the  guns,  and  everything  below  that  could  move, 
were  secured.  A  thin  mist  pervaded  the  atmosphere; 
the  heat  grew  excessive  ;  both  sky  and  sea  became 
the  colour  of  lead ;  and  an  oppressive  gloom  hung  over 
the  waste  of  waters.  Still  the  wind  did  not  stir,  and 
even  the  swell  appeared  to  be  going  down.  Hour  after 
hour  passed  away. 
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*'  Our  skipper  is  a  good  officer,  there  *s  no  doubt 
about  it,**  observed  some  of  the  jounger  men,  as  thej 
walked  the  forecastle.  *^  But  he  *s  sometimes  over  much 
on  the  safe  side,  and  if  a  moderate  breeze  vras  to  spring 
up,  and  an  enemy  appear  in  sight,  she  'd  slip  away  long 
before  we  could  be  in  a  fit  state  to  go  after  her." 

"  You  are  very  vdse,  mate,  I  dare  say,**  said  Abel 
Bush,  who  heard  the  remark.  "  But  just  suppose  the 
Captain  is  right  and  you  wrong,  how  should  we  look  if 
the  squall  caught  us  with  all  our  light  sticks  alofl,  and 
our  canvass  spread.  Old  Harry  Cane,  when  you  meet 
with  him  in  these  parts,  is  not  a  chap  to  be  trifled  with, 
let  me  tell  you." 

The  yoimger  seamen  might  have  replied,  but  the 
force  of  Abel's  argument  was  considerably  strengthened 
by  a  loud  roaring  sound  which  reached  their  ears.  Far, 
too,  as  the  eye  could  reach,  the  ocean  appeared  torn  up 
into  a  vast  mass  of  foam,  which  rolled  on  with  fearful 
rapidity,  preceded  by  still  higher  undulations  than 
before  which  made  the  ship  roll,  and  pitch,  and  tumble 
about  in  a  way  most  unusual  and  alarming.  The 
officers,  speaking-trumpet  in  hand,  were  issuing  the 
necessary  orders  to  try  and  get  the  ship*s  head  away 
from  the  coming  blast;  but  the  little  wind  there  yet  was 
refused  to  fill  the  head  sails,  and  only  made  them  beat 
and  fiap  against  the  masts. 

"  I  told  you  so,  mates,"  said  Abel  Bush,  as  he  passed 
Ned  Marline,  the  young  seaman  who  had  been  ciiticising 
the  Captain's  arrangements,  **  never  do  you  fancy  that 
you  know  better  than  your  elders,  till  you've  had  as 
much  experience  as  they." 

Paul  Pringle  had  been  watching  the  '*  Thunderer." 
He  had  served  on  board  her;  he  had  many  old  ship- 
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mates  now  belonging  to  her;  and  he  naturally  took  a 
deep  interest  in  all  concerning  iier. 

'*  She^s  a  fine  old  ship,  that  she  is/*  he  exclaimed,  as 
he  cast  a  last  glance  at  the  gallant  seventy-four,  before 
turning  to  attend  to  his  duty. 

She  was  then  not  a  quarter  of  a  mile  to  leeward.  Now 
down  came  the  fury  of  the  hurricane ;  with  a  roar,  like 
that  of  a  wild  beast,  when  it  spriogs  on  its  prey,  the 
tempest  struck  the  "  Terrible."  The  head-sails,  which 
alone  were  set,  in  an  instant  were  blown  from  the 
bolt-ropes,  and  flew  like  a  fleecy  cloud  far  away 
down  to  leeward.  The  helm  was  put  up,  but  the 
ship  refused  to  answer  it.  The  tempest  struck  her 
on  the  side.  The  stout  masts  bent  and  quivered 
in  spite  of  all  the  shrouds  and  stays  which  sup- 
ported them,  and  then  over  she  heeled,  till  the 
yards-arms  touched  the  seething  ocean.  Fore  and  aft 
she  was  covered  with  a  mass  of  foam,  while  the  waters 
rushed  exultingly  into  her  ports,  threatening  to  carry 
her  instantly  to  the  bottom.  The  crew  hurried  to  secure 
the  ports.  Many  poor  fellows  were  carried  off  while 
making  the  attempt.  In  vain  Captain  Penrose  and  his 
officers  exerted  themselves  to  wear  the  ship.  Like  a 
helpless  log  she  lay  on  the  foaming  ocean.  While  still 
hoping  to  avoid  the  last  extreme  resource  of  cutting 
away  the  masts,  the  carpenter  appeared  on  the  quarter- 
deck with  an  expression  of  consternation  on  his 
countenance. 

"  What  has  happened  below,  Chips  ?"  asked  Captain 
Penrose. 

"  Twelve  feet  water  in  the  hold,  and  rapidly  gaining 
on  us,"  was  the  answer. 

"  It  is  probably  the  water  which  has  got  in  through 
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the  ports;  but  man  the  pumps;  we  must  get  it  out 
again  as  fast  as  we  can,"  answered  the  Captain. 

*'  They'll  not  work  while  the  ship  is  in  this  position, 
sir,"  said  the  carpenter. 

"  Oh  well,  then,  we  must  get  her  out  of  it,**  cried 
Captain  Penrose  in  a  cheerful  voice,  though  his  heart 
was  heavy.  "  All  hands  stand  by  to  cut  away  the 
masts." 

The  order  was  repeated  from  mouth  to  mouth,  for  no 
voice  could  have  been  heard  along  the  deck.  The 
carpenter  once  more  went  below  to  sound  the  well. 
He  shortly  returned  with  even  a  worse  report  than  the 
first.  The  order  was  therefore  given  to  cut  away  the 
masts.  He  sprang  to  his  post  at  the  mizen-mast,  which 
was  to  go  first;  but,  just  as  he  was  about  to  cut,  the  ship 
righted  with  a  sudden  jerk,  which  well  nigh  sent  every- 
body off  their  legs.  All  believed  that  the  dreaded  re- 
source would  not  be  required,  but  still  the  helm  was 
useless,  and,  therefore,  the  ship  could  not  be  got  before 
the  wind.  Not  a  minute  had  passed  before  she  was 
once  more  struck  on  the  opposite  side  with  a  still  more 
furious  blast  of  the  hurricane.  Over  the  big  ship  heeled 
to  it,  till,  first,  the  fore-mast  went  by  the  head,  carrying 
all  the  top- mast  rigging  over  the  bows;  the  main-mast 
followed,  going  by  the  board,  and  the  mizen-mast  was 
quickly  dragged  afler  it,  the  falling  masts  wounding 
and  killing  many  of  the  crew,  and  carrying  several 
overboard.  Not  a  moment,  however,  was  lost,  before, 
led  by  the  officers,  all  were  engaged  with  axes  and 
knives  in  clearing  the  wreck.  But  now  the  sea  leaped 
up  furiously  round  the  labouring  ship,  tossing  her  huge 
hull  wildly  here  and  there,  as  if  she  had  been  merely 
some  small  boat  left  helplessly  to  become  their  sport. 
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Now,  for  the  first  time,  Paul  Pringle  and  others 
bethought  them  of  looking  for  the  "  Thunderer."  So 
full  of  salt  spray  was  the  air  that  they  could  scarcely 
make  her  out,  near  as  she  was  to  them ;  then  on  a  sudden 
they  saw  her  dark  hull  surrounded  by  the  seething  foam, 
but  her  stout  masts  were  not  visible.  She,  as  they  had 
been,  was  on  her  beam -ends.  Suddenly  she,  too,  righted ; 
up  rose  the  masts,  in  all  their  height  and  symmetry  it 
seemed, 

*'  She  has  come  off  scatheless,"  cried  one  or  two* 

"  No,  no,  mates,"  cried  Paul  Pringle  in  a  tone  of 
anguish.  **  Seel  seel  Heaven  have  mercy  on  their 
souls!" 

Down,  down,  sunk  the  big  hull ;  gradually  tier  after 
tier  disappeared;  the  foaming  waters  leaped  over  the 
decks — the  tall  masts  followed — down  —  down — down 
—  and  in  another  instant  the  spot  where  the  brave 
old  "Thunderer"  had  floated  was  vacant,  and  seven 
hundred  human  beings  were  hurried  at  once  into 
eternity.  In  vain  could  the  crew  of  the  "  Terrible" 
hope  to  render  them  assistance — the  same  fate  at  any 
moment  might  be  theirs.  No  one  had  even  time  to 
mourn  the  loss  of  their  countrymen  and  friends.  Every 
nerve  must  be  strained  to  keep  their  own  ship  afloat. 
Still  the  water  rushed  in. 

The  opinion  became  general  that  a  butt  had  been  started 
(that  is  the  end  of  a  plank),  and  that  the  ship  must  go 
down.  Even  Captain  Penrose  could  no  longer  conceal 
from  himself  that  such  was  too  probably  the  case. 
He,  however,  and  his  officers,  exerted  themselves  to  the 
utmost  to  maintain  discipline — ^a  no  easy  task  under 
such  circumstances  in  those  days — ^when  men  who  have 
braved  death  over  and  over  again  in  battle  with  the 
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greatest  coolness  and  intrepidity,  have  been  known  to 
break  open  the  spirit  stores  with  the  object  of  stupify- 
ing  their  minds  with  liquor,  to  avoid  facing  the  king  of 
terrors. 

Fiercer  and  fiercer  raged  the  hurricane,  and  now  all 
hopes  of  saving  the  ship,  or  of  preserving  their  own 
lives,  was  almost  abandoned.  Paul  Pringle,  with  Abel 
Bush  and  Peter  Ogle,  were  seen  to  be  very  busy. 
They  were  collecting  such  shattered  ^spars  and  small 
ropes »  and  casks  and  other  articles,  as  they  could  most 
easily  lay  hands  on.  These  they  quickly  converted  into 
a  small  but  very  strong  T&ft,  with  a  sort  of  bulwark  all 
round  it.  In  one  of  the  casks  they  stowed  a  keg  of 
water,  and  some  biscuits  and  beef;  and  in  another  they 
stuffed  in  the  bedding  of  a  hammock  and  some  blankets ; 
and  they  slipped  a  mast  in  the  little  rail,  and  secured  a 
flag  to  it.  The  raft  might,  probably,  have  borne  four 
or  five  men,  but  there  was  only  sitting-room  for  one 
just  alongside  the  cask  which  had  the  bedding  in  it. 
When  all  was  ready,  Paul  Pringle  disappeared  into  the 
Captain's  cabin,  and  returned,  carrying  in  his  arms 
Billy  True  Blue,  followed  by  Sam  Smatch,  who  had  his 
fiddle  and  bow  tucked  under  his  arm. 

"  Now,  Sam,"  said  Paul,  pointing  to  the  raft,  "  you 
see  that.  You  didn't  enter  to  do  a  seaman^s  duty,  so 
you,  if  any  one  ought,  may  quit  the  ship.  Now,  you 
see,  none  on  us  knows  what  moment  she  may  be  going 
down ;  and  so,  Sam,  you  just  jump  into  this  here  raft, 
and  make  yourself  fast,  so  that  no  sea  can  wash  you 
off,  and  take  Billy  True  Blue  with  you.  Though  he's 
borne  on  the  ship's  books,  he  isn't  entered  to  do  duty, 
so  he  may  quit  her  without  any  shame  or  disgrace,  d'ye 
see.     Bear  a  hand  now,  Sam." 
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The  black  did  as  he  was  bid ;  and  having  secured 
his  beloved  fiddle  in  one  of  the  casks,  held  out  his  arms 
to  receive  little  True  Blue.  Paul  for  some  instants 
could  not  bring  himself  to  part  with  the  child.  He 
pressed  his  lips  to  its  little  mouth  as  a  fond  mother 
might  do;  and  then  Peter  and  Abel  followed  his 
example  with  no  less  signs  of  affection,  but  a  cry  which 
ascended  from  below,  that  the  ship  was  settling  down 
fast,  hurried  their  proceedings. 

"  There,  Sam,  take  him,"  said  Paul,  with  a  tone  of 
deep  feeling,  giving  up  the  child  to  the  black.  "  Watch 
over  him,  Sam,  for  he's  a  jewel,  mind  that.  You  may 
be  driven  ashore  on  that  island  out  there,  and  as  you 
know  the  lingo  of  the  people  you  may  do  bravely 
among  them.  Your  fiddle  will  stand  you  in  good  stead 
wherever  you  go.  and  you  may  play  them  into  good 
humour.  But  mind  you,  Sam,  as  soon  as  you  can  you 
are  to  get  to  a  British  port,  and  to  go  aboard  a  man-of- 
war,  and  say  who  the  boy  is,  and  what  he  is,  and  how 
he's  to  be  brought  up;  and  try  and  find  out  any  old 
shipmates  of  mine,  or  Peter's,  or  Abel's,  or  the  Cap- 
tain's— for  I  know  he'll  join  us— and  say  that  it  was 
our  last  dying  message,  just  before  the  waters  closed 
over  us,  that  they  would  stand  in  our  shoes,  and  look 
after  the  boy.  We  trust  you,  Sam.  You  loves  the  boy. 
I  knows  you  do.     You'll  be  faithful,  lad?" 

"  Yes,  Paul,  so  help  me,  I  will,"  answered  Sam  with 
much  feeling,  pressing  his  shipmate's  hand  held  out  to 
him. 

"  Stay,"  said  Paul,  suddenly,  "  you  shall  not  go 
alone,  Sam.  There's  another  who  loves  little  True 
Blue,  and  as  he's  one  of  the  youngest  in  the  ship,  no 
one  will  complain  that  he  has  a  chance  of  his  life  given 
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him.     It's  Natty  Garland.     Has  any  one  seen  Natty 
Garland?" 

The  young  midshipman  was  nowheie  to  be  found. 
The  Captain  highly  approved  of  PauFs  proposals,  and 
men  hurried  off  in  every  direction  to  look  for  the  lad. 

The  Captain  retired  to  his  cabin  to  write  a  hasty 
despatch,  describing  the  condition  of  his  ship.  He 
expected  that  it  would  be  the  last  he  should  ever  indite. 
*'  I  will  entrust  this  with  the  young  boy,"  he  said  to 
himself.  ''  I  am  sure  the  explanations  it  will  give 
will  exonerate  me  for  the  loss  of  the  ship." 

When  he  returned  on  deck,  the  midshipman  had  not 
been  found.  The  Captain  was  about  to  give  his  des- 
patch to  Sam,  when  two  men  returned,  bringing  young 
Garland  with  them.  They  found  him  between  two  of 
the  guns  on  the  middle  deck,  almost  stunned  from  a 
fall.  Had  .they  not  arrived  when  they  did,  he  very 
likely  would  have  been  washed  through  a  port  and 
drowned.  He  soon  recovered  in  the  air,  and  was  told 
what  was  proposed. 

"  To  leave  the  ship  while  others  stay?"  he  exclaimed. 
"  No,  no.  I  am  an  officer,  and  it  is  my  duty  to  stick  by 
the  ship  to  the  last." 

**  Right,  Garland,*'  said  the  Captain,  taking  his  hand 
warmly.  ^'  But  I  do  not  propose  that  you  should  leave 
the  ship  till  she  will  no  longer  float;  and  then  I  have  to 
entrust  you  with  a  despatch,  which  you  must  deliver 
to  the  Admiral,  and  explain  how  the  ship  was  lost." 

"  I  will  obey  your  orders,  sir,"  cried  the  boy,  bursting 
into  tears;  "  but  I  would  rather  stick  to  the  ship  like 
the  rest  and  go  down  in  her,  if  go  she  must." 

"  May  be  the  ship  won't  go  down,  though,"  said 
Sam. 
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As  Sam  spoke,  the  fury  of  the  hurricane  seemed 
slightly  to  decrease.  The  Captain  and  officers  again 
felt  some  hopes  of  saving  the  ship,  by  heaving  over- 
board the  upper-deck  guns  which  could  be  most  easily 
got  at.  It  was  a  desperate  resource,  as  the  ship  would 
thus  be  left  utterly  helpless  and  a  prey  to  the  meanest 
enemy,  still  it  was  better  than  allowing  her  to  go  to  the 
bottom.  As  she  rolled,  now  one  gun  now  another, 
was  cast  loose,  run  out,  and  let  slip  through  the  ports. 
It  was  difficult  work,  for  one  gun  slipping  on  board 
and  getting  loose  might  create  the  most  desperate 
havoc  and  confusion.  Several  guns  had  been  sent 
plunging  into  the  ocean,  when  the  Captain  gave  the 
order  to  hold  fast.  Suddenly  as  the  hurricane  began  it 
ceased.  The  ship  rolled  and  tumbled  about  as  violently 
as  ever,  having  no  masts  to  steady  her;  but  some 
minutes  passed  and  she  had  not  sunk  lower  in  the  water; 
her  pumps  were  got  to  work  steadily;  all  hands  which 
could  be  spared  were  sent  with  buckets  to  the  lower 
deck  to  bale  away;  and  though  at  first  the  impression 
they  made  did  not  appear  on  so  large  a  bulk  of  water, 
it  was  soon  evident  they  assisted  the  pumps  in  gaining 
on  the  leaks. 

No  one,  but  with  one  exception,  was  idle.  Every- 
body was  straining  every  nerve  to  keep  the  ship  afloat, 
and  to  clear  her  of  the  wreck  of  her  masts.  The  only 
exception  was  Sam  Smatch.  Not  aware  that  the  state 
of  affairs  had  much  improved,  he  sat  as  ordered  on  the 
raft  holding  little  True  Blue,  and  expecting  every 
moment  to  feel  the  ship  sinking  from  under  him. 

Bravely  and  energetically  the  men  laboured  on. 
Once  more  the  ship  floated  nearly  at  her  usual  level; 
but  the  continued  clank  of  the  pumps  shewed  that  it 
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was  only  while  they  were  kept  going  constantly  that 
she  would  do  so.  The  hurricane,  with  loud  mutterings 
in  the  distance,  died  away,  and  the  jurymasts  being  got 
up,  a  light  wind  from  the  eastward,  enabled  a  course  to 
be  steered  for  Jamaica.  Paul  had  come  and  released 
Sam,  and  sent  him  with  the  child  into  the  cabin. 

''  Gentlemen/*  said  the  Captain,  to  his  officers  assem- 
bled round  him,  •*  a  merciful  Providence  has  preserved 
our  lives.  Every  man  has  done  his  duty ;  but  let  us 
not  boast  that  it  is  owing  to  our  own  strength  or  exer- 
tions that  our  ship  is  still  afloat.  Our  iate  might  have 
been  that  which  I  fear  has  overtaken  the  *  Thunderer.' 
Alas,  we  shall  have  a  sad  account  to  give  of  her.** 
Captain  Penrose  surmised  too  truly  what  had  happened. 
Neither  the  '*  Thunderer/'  nor  a  single  man  of  her 
crew  was  ever  heard  of  ag^. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

The  Hero  meets  with  further  Adventures,  and  Sam  Smatch  finds 
that  the  Hold  may  not  he  the  safest  Place  in  the  Ship. — 
Farewell  to  the  "  Terrible." 

The  "  Terrible"  was  with  difficulty  kept  afloat  while 
jurymasts  were  being  got  up,  and  sails  were  made  to 
carry  her  to  Jamaica.  Never  had  her  brave  creir  felt 
so  unwilling  to  meet  a  foe ;  but  as  Tom  Snell,  the 
boatswain's  mate,  observed — 

"  What  is  sauce  to  the  goose  is  sauce  to  the  gander, 
d'  ye  see,  mates;  and  the  chances  are  that  all  ships 
afloat  are  likely  to  be  pretty  evenly  tarred  with  the 
same  brush." 

So  it  proved.  The  French  suffered  as  severely  as 
the  English.  Many  vessels  of  each  nation,  both  men- 
of-war  and  merchant-men  were  cast  away;  in  some 
cases,  the  whole  of  the  crew  perishing ;  in  others  a  few 
only  escaping.  The  "Laurel,"  ** Andromeda,"  and 
**  Blanche"  frigates,  were  wrecked  on  the  French  island 
of  Martinique,  all  their  crews  miserably  perishing,  vrith 
the  exception  of  thirty- one  men  of  the  first-named  ship. 
She  went  over  to  windward  of  the  island,  and  they  were 
drifted  on  shore.  As  soon  as  the  governor  of  the  island, 
the  Marquis  de  Bouillie,  heard  that  these  poor  fellows 
were  saved,  he  had  them  clothed  and  fed,  and  in  a  way 
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which  reflects  the  highest  honor  on  his  name,  sent  them, 
with  a  flag  of  truce,  to  Commodore  Hotham,  at  St. 
Lucia,  saying  that  as  both  parties  had  partaken  of  the 
danger,  he  could  not  consider  them  in  the  light  of 
enemies  thrown  into  his  hands  by  the  chances  of  war. 

Besides  the  "  Thunderer,"  of  whom  none  escaped, 
the  "  Stirling  Castle,  64,"  and  the  "  Phoenix,  44"  were 
lost,  with  most  of  their  people,  while  the  **  Berwick,*' 
"  Hector,"  and  "  Grafton,"  seventy-fours,  lost  their 
masts  and  some  of  their  guns ;  as  did  the  '^  Trident,*' 
"  Ruby,"  **  Bristol,"  and  "  Ulysses,"  and,  besides  these, 
numerous  other  smaller  ships  of  war  were  totally  lost, 
or  severely  damaged. 

Little  True  Blue  had,  therefore,  at  a  very  early  age, 
to  encounter  "  the  battle  and  the  breeze." 

"  He  was  just  beginning  to  get  the  use  of  his  sea-legs," 
as  Paul  observed;  and  it  was  the  great  amusement  of 
him  and  the  boy's  other  guardians,  as  well  as  of  Sam 
Smatch,  and  occasionally  of  the  other  men,  to  teach  him 
to  employ  them.  They  would  sit  on  the  deck  in  a  circle, 
and  stretching  out  their  arms,  let  him  run  about 
between  them.  First  he  began  by  merely  crawling, 
and  that  he  did  at  a  very  rapid  rate ;  then  he  got  up  by 
degrees  and  worked  his  way  along  their  legs,  and  in  a 
week  or  two  afterwards  he  could  move  about  between 
them ;  but  great  was  the  delight  of  the  honest  Jacks 
when  he  discarded  even  this  support,  and  toddled  boldly 
from  one  to  the  other,  with  a  true  nautical  roll.  What 
shouts  of  laughter — what  applause  was  elicited  at  his 
performances ;  and  Billy  was  almost  smothered  by  their 
beards  as  they  kissed  him  as  a  reward  for  his  success. 
Even  at  this  early  age,  Billy  shewed,  as  most  children 
do,  a  strong  inclination    to  have  his  own  way;    but 
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loving  him  heartily,  as  they  did,  they  had  been  too  well 
disciplined  themselves  to  allow  him  to  have  it,  and  no 
one  kept  him  more  strictly  in  order  than  did  Paul 
Pringle  himself, 

Sam  Smatch  would  have  done  his  best  to  spoil  him ; 
but  he. got  for  his  pains  several  severe  pulls  by  the  ears, 
boxes  on  the  cheek,  and  kicks  on  the  shins,  so  at  last 
he  fortunately  was  compelled  to  exert  his  authority,  and 
to  report  him  to  his  head  guardians.  Billy  was  a  nol^e 
little  fellow;  but  he  no  more  nearly  approached  perfec- 
tion than  does  any  child  of  Adam.  Billy  was  destined 
to  experience,  before  long,  more  of  the  ups  and  downs  of 
a  naval  career. 

It  was  on  the  25th  of  August.  1781,  that  the  '*  Terri- 
ble," forming  one  of  Eear- Admiral  Sir  Samuel  Hood's 
squadron,  arrived  off  the  Chesapeak,  and  then  pro- 
ceeded to  Sandy  Hook,  where  they  joined  Hear- Admiral 
Graves,  who,  being  senior  officer,  became  commander- 
in-chief,  and  sailed  in  quest  of  the  enemy.  Paul 
Pringle,  and  the  rest  of  the  crew  of  "  Terrible,"  were 
eager  once  more  to  meet  the  foe. 

"  Here  weVe  been  a  cruizing  up  and  down  these  two 
years,  and  never  once  been  able  to  get  alongside  them 
Frenchmen,  to  have  a  regular  built  stand-up  fight," 
exclaimed  Paul,  as  he,  with  Abel  Bush  and  one  or  two 
others,  were  stretching  their  legs  on  the  forecastle. 

"  I  should  just  like  to  shew  a  Monsieur  to  Billy,  and 
tell  him  all  about  them,"  observed  Abel.  "  We  caa't 
begin  too  soon  to  teach  him  how  he  ought  to  feel  for 
them.  I  knows  well  enough  that  we  must'nt  make  him 
hate  them,  because,  d'ye  see,  they  are  our  enemies ;  but 
we  may  shew  him  how  he  must  try  and  give  them  a 
sound  drubbing  whenever  he  can  catch  them,  because 
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that 's  hif  dutj  to  his  countrj,  and  its  good  for  them  to 
pull  down  their  pride,  d*ye  see." 

Abel's  opinion  was  londlj  echoed  by  all  his  hearers. 
There  soon  appeared  every  probability  of  the  wishes  of 
the  old  "  Terrible**  being  accomplished.  Early  on  the 
morning  of  the  5th  of  September,  the  French  fleet  was 
discovered  at  anchor  across  the  Chesapeak  extending 
in  a  long  line  from  Cape  Henry  to  the  Middle  Ground. 

The  British  ships  were  cleared  for  action,  and  stood 
towards  the  enemy.  When  the  French  perceived  them, 
they  also  got  under  weigh  and  stood  to  sea.  their  line 
being  formed  as  the  ships  drew  from  under  the  land. 
It  was  a  fine  sight  to  see  the  two  fleets  thus  approaching 
each  other  in  battle  array.  The  hearts  of  the  British 
tars  warmed  at  it— their  courage  rose. 

**  We  must  have  Billy  up  and  shew  it  him,**  exclaimed 
Paul  Pringlo  to  Peter  Ogle.  "  Here,  boy,  you  just  run 
below  and  tell  Sam  Smatch  to  come  up  with  the  child. 
The  Monsieurs  wont  begin  to  open  fire  yet,  and  it  will 
do  his  heart  good  to  see  the  sight,  that  it  will.** 

Sam,  in  a  short  time,  appeared  with  Billy  in  his  arms 
on  the  forecastle. 

"  You  don't  want  to  keep  a  baby  up  here  while  de 
enemy  is  firing  at  us,  Paul  ?"  said  Sam,  with  his  teeth 
giving  signs  of  an  inclination  to  chatter. 

**  No  fear,  Sam,"  answered  Paul,  with  a  quizzical  look 
at  the  black.  *'  We'll  take  care  that  no  harm  comes  to 
you  and  the  baby." 

He  called  him  the  baby;  but  little  True  Blue  was 
now  able  to  understand  much  that  was  said  to  him, 
while  he  could  talk  in  a  fashion  of  his  own.  Though 
liis  sentences  were  not  very  long,  his  fticnds  understood 
well  enough  what  he  meant  to  say;  and,  judging  by 


68  TRU^   BLUB. 

their  shouts  of  laughter,  it  might  be  supposed  that  his 
remarks  were  witty  in  the  extreme. 

Paul  now  lifted  liim  up  in  his  arms,  and  pointed  to 
the  French  fleet. 

"  See  here,  Billy,"  said  he,  "  look  out  there  at  the 
Mounseers.  You  must  learn  to  drub  them  some  day, 
mind  you,  if  we  don't  do  it  just  now.  You  knows  what 
I  mean." 

**  Aye,  aye,"  answered  Billy,  doubling  his  little  fists, 
"  Billy  fight  en'y— fight  Fen." 

The  sentiment  was  received  with  the  loudest  applause 
by  the  crew.  On  the  Captain  inquiring  what  had 
occurred;  "  It's  little  Billy  True  Blue,  sir,  standing  up 
ahd  a  swearin*  as  how  he'll  drub  the  Frenchmen,"  was 
the  answer. 

Even  Captain  Penrose,  at  such  a  moment,  which 
must  be  awful  to  all  thinking  men  when  about  to 
engage  in  deadly  combat  with  an  enemy,  could  not  help 
smiling  at  the  account,  however  much  he  might  be 
inclined  to  doubt  the  correctness  of  the  assertion. 

"  Let  him  get  a  little  bigger  before  we  try  his  metal," 
he  replied.  **  Take  him  below  at  once.  We  are  near- 
ing  the  enemy's  line,  and  shall  soon  have  their  shot 
come  rattling  aboard  us." 

Billy,  however,  seemed  in  no  way  disposed  to  quit  his 
friends  on  deck,  with  the  fresh  air,  and  the  fine  ships 
sailing  before  him,  and  the  blue  sea,  and  the  stir  pre- 
paratory to  a  battle,  for  the  dark,  close  hold,  and  the 
companionship  of  Sam  Smatch. 

The  day  had  drawn  on  before  the  two  hostile  fleets 
could  approach  each  other,  but  the  rear  ships,  from 
want  of  wind,  were  far  astern,  when  the  "  Princessa," 
•'  Shrewsbury,"  "  Intrepid,"  and  "  Montague,"  leading, 
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followed  closely  by  the  "Terrible"  and  "Ajax,*'  got 
into  action,  and  bore  the  whole  fire  of  the  van  and 
centre  of  the  French  fleet.  Right  gallantly  did  the 
English  tars  stand  to  their  guns ;  and  seldom  have  they 
had  more  need  of  their  boasted  courage.  Bound-shot 
and  chain -shot,  and  langridge  came  showering  thickly 
down  upon  them.  The  English  line  was  to  windward, 
and  might  easily  have  got  out  of  the  fight,  but  this  the 
Captains  disdained  to  do,  though  anxiously  looking  for 
the  assistance  of  their  friends.  The  wind  more  than 
once  shifled,  and  each  time  that  it  did  so,  it  enabled 
the  French  to  bring  more  of  their  ships  down  on  the 
English  centre,  especially  oh  the  "  Terrible."  She 
looked  like  some  noble  monster  brought  to  biay. 
Although  with  one  opponent  abeam,  and  two  others 
on  her  bows,  and  another  on  her  quarter,  pouring  their 
shot  in  upon  her,  not  a  man  flinched  from  his  gun.  Num- 
bers fell,  killed  or  wounded,  but  their  places  were 
instantly  supplied  by  their  shipmates.  Several  guns 
were  dismounted,  but  others  were  got  over  from  the 
opposite  side,  and  fought  with  the  most  determined 
spirit.  The  brave  old  Captain  walked  the  quarter- 
deck as  coolly  as  if  no  enemy  was  in  sight,  casting 
an  eye  aloft  every  now  and  then,  to  assure  himself  that 
the  flag,  which  he  had  resolved  should  fly  to  the  last, 
was  still  untouched. 

Paul  Pringle  was  one  of  the  quarter-masters  at  the 
helm.  Several  shipmates  and  friends  had  fallen  around 
him.  He  saw  the  enemy's  shot  striking  the  ship's  sides 
between  wind  and  water;  and  he  could  not  help  feeling 
the  very  perilous  position  in  which  the  old  ship  was 
placed.  In  spite,  however,  of  the  tumult,  the  death  and. 
havock  which  raged  around  him,  his  thoughts  turned 
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anxiously  towards  his  little  charge  doym  in  the  distant 
hold.  "  Well,  if  the  Captain  goes,  and  I  go,  and  we  all 
go  who  have  charge  of  him,  there  is  One  above  who 
will  look  after  him  and  tend  him  better  than  we  can," 
he  said  more  than  once  to  himself.  ''  Still  I  wish  he 
were  safe  out  of  this.  For  myself,  I  'd  as  lief  go  down 
with  my  colours  flying  as  strike  them,  but  that  would 
be  hard  for  him — and  yet  the  old  ship  seems  very 
uneasy.     Heaven  watch  over  him  and  protect  him.'* 

As  Paul  said  this  to  himself,  a  shot  came  flying  from 
the  ship  on  the  "  Terrible's"  quarter.  Suddenly  Paul 
was  torn  from  his  hold  of  the  wheel,  and,  with  two 
other  men,  was  seen  struggling  on  the  other  side  of  the 
deck.  Captain  Penrose  had  at  that  moment  faced  aft 
and  seen  what  had  occurred. 

**  Paul  Pringle  gone  1"  he  said  sadly  to  himself.  "  A 
better  seaman  never  died  fighting  for  his  country." 

Scarcely  had  the  well-merited  eulogium  passed  his 
lips,  than  from  among  the  mangled  forms  of  his  ship- 
mates, and  covered  from  head  to  foot  with  their  still 
warm  blood,  up  sprang  Paul  himself,  and  with  a  bound 
returned  to  the  wheel,  the  spokes  of  which  grasping 
firmly,  he  sung  out  with  stentorian  voice  and  a  prolonged 
cadence,  "  Steady  !**  as  he  passed  them  rapidly  round. 

The  man  who  had  been  ordered  to  take  his  place 
stopped  when  he  saw  him,  with  a  look  of  amazement, 
uncertain  whether  it  was  his  ghost  or  not. 

"  It*8  myself,  Jack,"  said  he,  "  but  it  was  a  near 
touch  and  go;  and  for  some  moments  never  did  I 
expect  to  be  on  my  legs  again,  let  me  tell  you,  lad." 

Still  hotter  and  hotter  grew  the  fight,  but  the  firing 
sent  down  the  little  air  that  there  had  been,  and  it  fell 
so  that  no  more  of  the  British  ships  could  get  up  to 
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the  support  of  those  engaged.  Still  the  van  and  centre 
bravely  supported  the  unequal  fight.  The  carpenter 
came  and  reported  to  the  Captain  that  he  had  sounded 
the  well,  and  that  the  water  was  gaining  rapidly  on  the 
ship. 

*'  Man   the   pumps,  then,  Mr.  Chips,  and   try  and 
clear  her."  was  the  answer. 

Some  men  were  at  once  told  off  for  that  purpose,  ill 
as  they  could  be  spared  fVom  the  guns,  and  sent  below. 
Scarcely  had  they  set  to  work,  than  a  shot  came  in, 
carrying  off  the  heads  of  several  of  them;  another 
shortly  followed  and  destroyed  the  pumps.  Mr.  Chips 
and  the  survivors,  with  some  of  his  crew  whom  he 
collected,  strenuously  exerted  themselves  to  repair  the 
damage;  but  it  was  a  long  time  before  they  could  get 
the  pumps  to  work. 

All  this  time  little  Billy  remained  with  Sam  in  the 
hold.  Billy,  it  must  be  confessed,  began  to  cry  at  the 
din  and  uproat,  for  he  could  not  make  out  what  it  all 
meant;  and  the  teeth  of  the  poor  black,  who  knew  too 
well,  begun  to  chatter  in  right  earnest,  and  his  heart  to 
quake.  It  was,  in  truth,  a  very  trying  time  for  Sam. 
lie  had  a  lantern  with  him,  but  it  gave  a  very  dim, 
uncertain  light;  and  from  the  crashing  just  above  his 
head,  and  the  rushing  sound  close  to  his  ear,  he  knew 
that  the  shots  were  finding  their  way  in  between  wind 
and  water,  and  that  the  latter  element  was  gaining 
a  rapid  entrance  into  the  ship.  Every  now  and  then 
the  splinters,  and  occasionally  also  a  shot,  which  fell 
through  the  hatchways,  shewed  him  that  death  was 
being  dealt  rapidly  around  just  above  him;  and  he 
dared  not,  therefore,  move,  as  he  wished  to  do,  to  the 
orlop-deck,  into  which  the  shot  of  an  enemy  does  not 
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often  find  its  way.  Then,  again,  the  sound  of  the 
water  washing  about  below  his  feet  alarmed  him.  He 
began  to  anticipate  the  most  dreadful  of  fates. 

"  De  poor  little  Billy  and  I  will  be  drowned  down 
here  in  dis  dark  hole,  and  no  one  come  to  look  for  us. 
What  me  do?     Oh  dear!  oh  dearl'   Poor  little  Billyl*' 

Then  he  wrung  his  hands  bitterly,  while  Billy  stood 
between  his  knees,  looking  up  inquiringly  into  his  face, 
and  wondering  what  made  him  so  unhappy.  Then 
Billy  cried  himself,  not  exactly  knowing  why.  Then  he 
stopped,  and  endeavoured,  as  far  as  his  knowledge  of 
language  would  carry  him,  to  ask  Sam  what  was  the 
matter. 

"  No  ask,  Billy — no  ask,"  answered  Sam,'shaking  his 
head  mournfully.  "  De  old  ship  very  ill — hear  how  she 
groan  and  cry." 

Indeed,  the  sounds  which  reached  their  ears  were 
very  appalling.  The  ship  herself  groaned  and  moaned 
as  the  water  rushed  through  her,  and  the  pent-up  air 
made  its  escape,  and  the  bulkheads  creaked  loudly,  and 
then  from  above  came  the  saddest  shrieks  and  cries. 
They  were  from  the  cockpit,  where  the  poor  mangled 
fellows,  who  had  been  brought  below,  were  placed 
under  the  hands  of  the  surgeons.  Besides  all  this,  there 
was  the  unceasing  roar  and  reverberation  of  the  guns 
shaking  the  ship's  sides  as  if  they  were  about  to  fall  to 
pieces ;  while  there  was  the  rattle  of  shot,  and  the  crash 
and  tearing  of  planks,  and  the  rending  asunder  of  stout 
timber. 

In  time  Billy  got  accustomed  to  the  sounds,  and  did 
not  seem  to  connect  them  with  any  especial  danger  to 
himself  and  his  friends.  Not  so  poor  Sam,  who  grew 
more  and  more  alarmed,  and  not  without  reason,  for 
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although  he  was  unable  to  ascertain  how  the  battle 
itself  might  terminate,  he  saw  too  evidently  that  unless 
it  was  shortly  brought  to  an  end,  and  the  crew  were 
able  to  exert  themselves  in  keeping  her  afloat,  the  ship 
would  go  down  with  all  on  board  still  fighting  on  her 
decks.  Anxiously  he  waited.  There  seemed  to  be  no 
cessation  of  firing.  Then  taking  Billy  in  his  arms,  he 
exclaimed — **  Better.be  shot  than  stay  and  drown  here,'* 
and  rushed  frantically  up  the  hatchway  ladders. 

"  Down,  Sam — down.  Is  the  boy  mad  ?"  exclaimed 
several,  who  saw  him.  **  You'll  be  having  little  Billy 
hit  if  you  don't  take  care,  Sam." 

^' No,  Sam  not  mad;  but  de  ship  is  sinking,"  he 
cried  out.     "  De  ship  is  sinking,  I  say." 

These  sounds  very  soon  reached  the  ears  of  the 
Captain. 

"  Then  we  '11  sink  with  her,  my  boys,"  he  exclaimed. 
"  For  strike  that  glorious  flag  of  ours  while  I'am  alive 
I  will  not.  Fight  to  the  last,  my  lads,  say  I;  and  let  us 
shew  the  boasting  Frenchmen  what  they  are  to  expect 
from  every  ship  they  attack  before  they  can  hope  to 
take  her." 

The  officers  and  men  who  stood  near,  echoed  the 
sentiment,  and  from  gun  to  gun  along  the  decks  it  flew, 
till  the  whole  ship's  company  broke  forth  into  one  loud 
enthusiastic  cheer. 

Probably  the  Frenchmen  heard  it;  but  they  continued 
firing  with  effect,  till  suddenly  their  helms  were  put  up, 
and  their  rigging  being  in  far  better  condition  than 
that  of  the  English,  away  they  stood  before  the  wind, 
towards  the  mouth  of  the  Chesapeak ;  and  as  the  shades 
of  night  were  rapidly  closing  down  on  the  world  of 
waters,  they  were  soon  hid  from  sight.     The   English 
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seamen,  as  tbey  receded  iuto  obscurity,  looked  at  the 
enemy  with  hatred  and  contempt.  Forbidden  by  the 
Admiral  to  follow,  and  in  truth  unable  to  follow,  they 
felt  like  chained  mastiffs  bearded  in  their  kennels  by  a 
pack  of  yelping  hounds,  who  have  carried  off  their 
bones,  and  pretty  severely  handled  them  at  the  same 
time.  It  must  be  confessed,  indeed,  that  although  the 
French  could  not  claim  a  victory,  they  decidedly  had 
the  best  of  it  in  the  fight,  their  ships  having  suffered 
much  less  than  those  of  the  English. 

The  Count  de  Grasse,  in  the  "  Ville  de  Paris,"  com- 
manded, and  he  gained  his  object  of  landing  a  body  of 
troops  to  assist  the  Americans,  and  which  contributed 
so  much  to  their  success  over  Lord  Comwallis. 

Once  more  the  British  ships  were  left  alone,  the 
enemy  having,  to  all  appearance,  vanished  into  thin  air* 
The  reports  brought,  from  time  to  time,  to  Captain 
Penrose  were  truly  disheartening.  With  many  men 
killed,  and  still  greater  numbers  wounded,  and  the  rest 
pretty  well  knocked  up  with  their  exertions,  it  was 
difficult  work  to  keep  the  pumps  going,  by  which  alone 
the  ship  could  be  saved  from  going  down.  There  was 
to  be  no  slumber  or  rest  for  any  one  during  all  that 
night;  and  the  Captain  and  officers  could  only  feel  too 
thankful  that  a  gale  did  not  Spring  up,  or  that  the 
enemy  did  not  come  out  and  have  a  brush  with  them. 

When  morning  broke,  the  signal  for  the  fleet  to  get 
more  to  windward,  and  to  repair  damages  was  flying  at 
the  mast-head  of  the  flag-ship.  The  order  was  obeyed 
as  well  as  it  could,  and  all  the  day  was  spent  in  plugging 
shot  holes,  and  in  bending  new  sails,  or  mending  rent 
ones,  and  in  reefing  fresh  running  rigging.  Captain 
Penrose,  with    an    excusable  feeling,  could  not  bring 
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liimselfto  reveal  the  condition  of  the  old  "  Terrible*'' to 
the  Admiral 

"  If  we  must  go  down,  let  us  first  get  alongside  the 
enemy,  and  then  yard-arm  to  yard-arm  let  us  both  go 
down  together,  or  carry  her  by  boarding,  and  win  a 
new  ship  for  ourselves/'  he  exclaimed,  while  talking  the 
matter  over  with  his  officers. 

The  idea  was  approved  of  by  all  of  them,  and  they 
all  expressed  a  hope  that  the  opportunity  might  be 
allowed  them  of  carrying  it  into  execution.  As  it  was 
intended,  it  was  repeated  to  the  men,  and  soon  passed 
along  the  decks,  all  joining  heartily  in  the  wish  that 
thoy  might  thus  have  the  chance  of  punishing  the 
enemy. 

"  But  what  is  to  be  done  with  little  Billy  True  Blue?" 
enquired  Sam  Smatch.  *'  He  can't  board  with  the  rest, 
1  guess." 

*•  No,  Sam;  but  we  will  have  a  body-guard  for  him," 
observed  Peter  Ogle.  '*  When  Paul  l*ringle  comes 
for'urd,  we'll  ax  him  what  he  says  to  it.  When  we 
board  and  drive  the  Frenchmen  before  us,  the  body- 
guard, with  Billy  in  the  middle,  must  follow  closely 
afler,  and  then  d'  ye  see,  we  shall  win  a  prize,  take 
care  of  Billy,  and  lick  the  Frenchmen  all  under  one." 

When  Paul  Pringle  heard  of  the  plan  he  highly 
approved  of  it,  at  the  same  time  that  he  put  the  question, 
"  Who 's  to  take  care  of  Billy,  mates,  and  form  this 
same  body-guard  you  speak  of  ?" 

Now,  of  course,  everybody  would  wish  to  do  the 
fighting  part,  and  to  be  among  the  first  on  board  the 
enemy's  ship.  Who  would  form  the  body  guard  ? 
That  was  a  poser.  Of  course  Sam  Smatch  would  be 
one ;  but  then  by  himself  he  would  not  be  of  much  use. 
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as  his  wooden  leg  might  chance  to  stick  in  a  hole  and 
stop  his  progress.  At  last  they  agreed  to  refer  the 
matter  to  the  Captain,  and  to  get  him  to  tell  off  a  body 
of  men  for  that  purpose.  All  ships'  companies  are  not 
so  fortunate  in  having  thus  easy  access  to  their  Captain; 
but  Captain  Penrose  encouraged  his  men  to  place  con- 
fidence in  him,  and  while  other  crews  were  dissatisfied,  . 
disorderly,  and  often  mutinous,  his  men  were  always 
contented,  happy,  and  obedient. 

Paul  Pringle  was  selected  to  be  the  bearer  of  the 
message.     Hat  in  hand,  he  stood  before  his  captain. 

"  What  is  it,  Pringle  ?"  asked  the  old  man. 

"  Why,  sir,  please  you,  I  be  come  about  the  busi- 
ness of  the  ship's  child,  sir,  Billy  True  Blue,"  began 
Paul.  *'  We  hear  as  how  we  are  to  get  alongside  an 
enemy  and  to  take  her,  and  we  Ve  been  thinking  how 
we  are  to  get  little  Billy  safe  aboard  if  the  *  Terrible,' 
bless  her  old  ribs  !  was  for  to  take  it  into  her  head  to 
go  down,  and  we  thinks  as  how  if  he  was  to  have  a 
body  guard,  whose  business  was  to  keep  round  him  and 
look  after  him,  seeing  as  how  Sam  Smatch  can't  do  that 
same  by  himself,  that  it  would  be  the  best  thing  for  the 
youngster  we  can  arrange." 

Much  more  to  the  same  effect,  Paul  explained ;  and 
the  Captain  finally  promised  that  if  there  was  a  chance 
of  getting  alongside  an  enemy,  he  would  appoint  some 
men  to  the  duty. 

"  And  what  is  more,  I  will  place  the  party  under 
command  of  Mr.  Garland,'*  said  the  Captain.  "  Billy 
is  such  a  pet  with  him  that  1  am  sure  he  will  do  his 
best  to  defend  him." 

"  That  I  know  he  will,  sir,"  exclaimed  Paul.  "  That 
will  just  do,  sir.     None  on  'em  will  fight  the  worse  for 
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knowing  how  kind  you've  been  to  us ;  that  they  won't/* 
And  honest  Paul  scraped  his  way  out  of  the  cabin. 

Many  captains  might  have  said  that  they  could  not 
spare  men  for  such  a  purpose;  but  Captain  Penrose 
well  knew  that  the  very  circumstance  would  most  cer- 
tainly incite  his  men  to  greater  acts  of  courage  and 
heroism. 

The  enemy,  however,  shewed  no  inclination  to  give 
them  the  chance  they  wished  for.  Although  Admiral 
Graves  kept  his  fleet  sailing  up  and  down  in  front  of 
them,  they  continued  to  leeward,  without  any  attempt 
to  approach.  The  Count  de  Grasse  was  more  intent 
on  carrying  out  his  immediate  object  of  effecting  the 
safe  debarkation  of  the  troops  than  in  sustaining  the 
honor  of  his  nation.  He  was  a  wise  man,  for  by 
risking  an  action  he  might  have  been  defeated,  and  lost 
the  attainment  of  both  objects. 

In  spite  of  the  battered  condition  of  the  "  Terrible," 
she  maintained  her  position  in  the  line;  but  she  was 
only  kept  afloat  by  the  most  strenuous  and  unremitting 
exertions  of  her  brave  crew.  Another  night  and  day 
passed,  and  each  hour  the  difficulty  of  keeping  her  afloat 
became  more  apparent.  Her  masts  and  spars,  too,  were 
much  wounded,  and  it  became  a  question  how  she  would 
be  able  to  weather  even  a  moderate  gale.  Still  the 
ship's  company  worked  on  cheerfully,  in  hopes  that  they 
might  have  the  chance  of  gaining  a  ship  for  themselves* 
At  length  the  wind  fell  very  light,  and  the  Admiral, 
ordering  the  fleet  to  lay  to,  sent  an  officer  on  board  each 
ship  which  had  been  engaged,  to  enquire  into  her  con- 
dition, and  the  state  of  the  wounded.  It  was  a  trying 
time  when  the  Captain  of  the  Flag-ship  himself  came  on 
board  the  **  Terrible."     Half  the  men  were  lying  about 
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between  the  guns,  overcome  with  fatigue,  while  the 
remainder  were  working  away  at  the  pumps,  in  a  way 
which  shewed  that  they  knew  their  lives  depended  on 
their  exertions.  He  examined  the  ship  below,  and 
when  he  went  on  deck,  he  cast  his  eye  on  the  masts  and 
spars.  He  then  took  Captain  Penrose  aside,  and  after 
talking  with  him,  went  back  to  the  Flag-ship.  He 
soon  returned,  and  a  few  more  words  passed  between 
him  and  the  Captain. 

Captain  Penrose  then  appeared  on  the  quarter-deck 
with  a  sorrowful  countenance. 

"  Gentlemen."  said  he  with  a  voice  almost  choked 
with  emotion,  turning  to  his  officers,  "  and  you,  my 
gallant  fellows,  who  have  served  with  me  so  long  and 
so  faithfully,  I  have  sad  news  to  tell  you.  It  is  the 
opinion  of  those  competent  to  judge,  that  we  cannot 
hope  to  keep  the  old  ship  afloat  much  longer.  If  we 
could  put  her  on  shore  we  might  save  her  to  carry  us 
yet  longer  through  the  *  battle  and  the  breeze* ;  but  we 
have  only  a  hostile  shore  under  our  lee,  with  an  enemy's 
fleet  in  sight,  far  superior  to  ours,  and  which  has  lately 
been  reinforced  by  five  ships-of-the-line ;  and,  therefore, 
my  friends,  it  has  been  decided  that  we  must  abandon 
and  destroy  her." 

The  old  man  could  scarcely  speak  for  some  minutes, 
while  a  general  groan  ran  through  the  ship's  company. 
Paul  Pringle  turned  his  eyes  towards  the  distant  fleet  of 
the  enemy,  and  thought,  '*  But  why  can't  we  get  alongside 
some  of  them  Mounseers  and  take  a  ship  for  ourselves? 
We'd  do  it — we  knows  we  could  if  the  Captain  would 
give  the  word." 

The  men  were  mistaken ;  but  the  expressions  to  which 
they  gave  vent  shewed  the  spirit  which  animated  them. 
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"  Now,  mj  lads,"  continued  the  Captain,  "the  boats  of 
the  squadron  will  soon  be  alongside.  Each  man  will  have 
ready  his  bag  and  hammock;  the  officers  their  clothes, 
nantical  instruments,  and  desks.  One  thing  I  promise 
jon,  and  that's  a  satisfaction  to  all,  I  know,  boys,  as  it 
is  to  me,  that,  come  what  may,  onr  stout  old  ship,  which 
has  carried  us  so  long  through  the  tempest  and  the 
fight,  will  nerer  fall  into  the  hands  of  our  enemies." 

The  last  remark  was  received  with  a  loud  shout, 
which  seemed,  as  it  was  intended  to  do,  to  relieve  the 
spirits  of  the  men. 

''  Well,  lads,  the  Captain  went  on,  "I  >^dsh  that  I 
had  nothing  more  painful  to  say;  but  another  bad  part 
of  the  business  is,  that  I  must  be  separated  from  the 
larger  number  of  you  who  have  served  with  me  so 
bravely  and  faithfully.  I  am  appointed  to  the  "  Fame," 
whose  captain  has  been  badly  wounded  and  will  go 
home;  and  I  may  take  with  me  one  hundred  and  ten 
men — ^the  rest  will  be  distributed  among  the  ships  of  the 
fleet,  short  of  their  complement ;  the  first  lieutenant  will 
call  over  the  names  of  those  selected  to  go  with  me; 
but,  lads,  my  dear  lads,  who  are  to  be  parted  from 
me,  don't  suppose  that  I  would  not  gladly  have  you 
also,  aye,  every  one  of  you;  and  wherever  you  go 
you  will,  I  am  sure,  prove  a  credit  to  the  ship  you 
have  served  in,  and  the  captain  you  have  served 
under — '* 

The  Captain  could  not  go  on ;  and  many  a  rough 
seaman  passed  the  collar  of  his  jacket  across  his  eyes; 
and  then,  led  by  Tom  Snell,  they  gave  three  thunder- 
ing cheers  for  the  Captain  and  officers  of  the  dear  old 
ship  they  were  going  to  leave  for  ever. 

In  a  short  time,  the   boats   of  the  squadron  came 
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alongside.  The  intermediate  period  had  been  spent  in 
getting  their  bags  and  bedding  ready,  and  now  all 
stood  prepared  for  the  word  to  step  into  the  boats.  Of 
course  the  Captain  had  chosen  Paul  Pringle;  so  he  had 
Abel  Bush,  and  Peter  Ogle,  and  Tom  Snell,  and  the 
other  assistant-guardians  of  little  Billy,  while  Sergeant 
Bolton  with  some  of  his  marines  were  drafted  into  his 
new  ship,  and  Sam  Smatch  was  thrown  in  to  the 
bargain. 

Captain  Penrose  had  chosen  Natty  Garland  to  be 
among  the  officers  to  accompany  him.  He  had  called 
him  up  before  the  ship  was  abandoned. 

"  Most  of  your  messmates  and  friends  are  appointed 
to  other  ships.  Garland,"  he  said ;  "  I  can,  probably,  get 
you  a  berth  on  board  nearly  any  you  may  like  to  name; 
or  if  you  like  to  follow  your  old  Captain's  fortunes  I 
will  take  you  with  me." 

*'  Oh,  sir,  I  will  go  with  you  without  a  moment's 
doubt,"  answered  the  young  midshipman  warmly.  "  I 
am  sure  wherever  you  are  I  shall  find  the  right  sort  of 
work  to  be  done." 

**  I  trust  you  may,  my  lad,"  answered  the  old  man, 
smiling  and  putting  out  his  hand.  From  that  time  he 
became  a  greater  friend  than  ever  of  the  brave  boy. 

The  "Fame"  now  bore  down  to  receive  her  new 
Captain  and  the  addition  to  her  ship's  company.  Three 
of  the  **Terrible's"  officers  accompanied  their  Captain; 
the  rest  were  distributed  among  the  vacancies  in  the 
fleet.  There  floated  the  old  "  Terrible,"  with  her  well- 
riddled  and  torn  sails  furled;  but  her  pendant,  and 
ensign,  and  Union  Jack  still  flying  at  her  peak  and 
mast-heads.  She  was  deserted — all  alone  by  herself. 
The    lieutenants,   with    the    master-at-arms    and   the 
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quarter-masters,  had  gone  round  her  decks  to  assure  them- 
selves that  no  human  being  remained  in  her.  The  shot, 
too,  had  been  withdrawn  from  all  the  guns ;  and  such 
things  belonging  to  her  as  could  be  more  easily  removed, 
had  been  carried  away.  Now  the  four  lieutenants  in 
as  many  boats  returned.  Accompanied  by  picked  men, 
they  went  to  different  parts  of  the  ship.  As  they  walked 
along  her  silent  decks,  the  groans  and  sighs  which  rose 
from  below  made  their  hearts  feel  sad.  They  descended 
to  different  parts  of  the  hold,  and  each  collecting  such 
combustible  materials  as  they  could  find,  set  fire  to  them, 
and  hastily  retreated.  Once  more  they  returned  to  the 
boats  and  pulled  away  for  the  **  Fame."  Night  was 
coming  rapidly  on.  Scarcely  had  they  reached  the 
deck  of  the  **  Fame  *'  before  flames  burst  forth  from 
every  part  of  the  "Terrible."  Brighter  and  fiercer 
they  grew.  Now  they  found  their  way  through  the 
hatchways,  and  climbed  up  the  masts  and  rigging; 
they  twisted  and  turned  along  the  bowsprit  and  out  to 
the  taffruil.  Still,  by  their  glare  could  be  seen  the 
victorious  flag  of  England  waving  proudly  in  the  breeze. 
Paul  Pringle,  as  he  stood  on  the  deck  of  the  "  Fame," 
held  little  True  Blue  up  in  his  arms.  The  child,  in- 
stead of  clapping  his  hands  with  delight,  exclaimed:^-* 
**  Der  goes  boy's  own  ship — poor  ship!  poor  ship!" 

Oflen  afterwards  were  those  words  repeated  by  his 
friends  and  shipmates.  Now,  fore  and  aft,  the  old 
"  Terrible"  was  one  mass  of  flame — a  huge  pyramid  of 
fire — which  shed  a  lurid  glare  on  the  clouds  above,  on 
the  surrounding  water,  and  on  the  white  sails  and  dark 
hulls  of  the  ships.  Suddenly  there  was  a  concussion 
which  shook  the  very  atmosphere,  and  made  the  ships 
roll  and  shiver  as  if  stnick  with  an  ague.     Now  up  in 
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one  mass  of  fire  rose  the  upper-deck,  and  masts,  and 
spars  (the  whole  ship,  in  truth,  it  seemed),  high  into  the 
air,  where  for  an  instant  it  hung  suspended,  and  then 
bursting  into  millions  of  burning  fragments,  down  they 
came,  scattered  far  and  wide,  hissing  into  the  ocean. 
Here  and  there,  for  a  few  minutes,  some  shining  flames 
could  be  seen  scattered  about,  but  they  quickly  disap- 
peared ;  the  hull  itself  sunk,  and  now  but  a  very  few 
charred  fragments  remained  of  the  fine  old  "  Terrible." 
A  groan  burst  from  the  bosoms  of  the  gallant  tars  who 
had  lately  manned  her,  joined  in  equally  by  her  Captain ; 
and  Billy  True  Blue  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears,  and  was 
carried  still  inconsolable  to  his  hammock. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

A  sad  EpisodCi  though  a  short  ono. — Littlo  Trae  Blue  loses  one 
of  his  best  Friends  and  Chances  of  Promotion. 

Sir  George  Rodney  remained,  from  ill  health,  for  some 
time  in  England,  and  the  British  squadron  on  the  West 
India  and  American  stations,  were  engaged  chiefly 
during  that  time  in  guarding  the  Island  of  Jamaica 
from  the  contemplated  attacks  of  the  French.  Captain 
Penrose  soon  taught  his  new  ship's  company  to  love  and 
trust  him  as  much  as  the  old  one  had  done.  The 
"  Fame"  was  constantly  and  actively  engaged,  and  he  took 
good  care,  as  usual,  that  the  weeds  should  not  grow 
under  her  bottom. 

Billy  True  Blue  was  all  this  time  rapidly  growing  in 
size  and  strength,  and  in  knowledge  of  affairs  in  general. 
Slightly  as  many  of  the  moral  virtues  were  appreciated 
by  his  shipmates,  an  innate  sense  of  right  prevented 
them  from  allowing  him  to  see  or  hear  what  was 
objectionable.  Fond  as  they  were  of  grog,  they  would 
not  give  it  to  him,  for  they  had  a  suspicion  that  it 
would  not  be  good  for  little  boys ;  which  was  strengthened 
by  Dr.  Macbride,  who  warned  them,  if  they  wished  to 
stunt  his  growth  and  kill  him,  they  should  not  fail  to 
give  it  him,  and  as  for  spoiling  the  little  fellow,  there 
was  no  fear  of  real  kindness  doing  it;  and  "  Billy  must 
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do  as  he 's  bid/*  was  a  saying  uttered  and  practised  by 
all. 

The  kind  old  Captain  became  more  and  more  fond  of 
the  child,  who  was  as  often  in  the  cabin  as  forward. 
Its  infantine  prattle  amused  him,  and  consoled  him,  and 
reminded  him  of  his  own, children,  who  had  been  taken 
from  him.  The  idea  that  the  Captain  would  adopt 
him,  and  place  him  on  the  quarter-deck,  and  see  after 
his  interests  became  more  and  more  prevalent,  and 
perhaps  contributed,  in  a  slight  degree,  to  obtain  for 
him  more  attention  from  his  new  shipmates  than  would 
otherwise  have  been  the  case ;  but  not  from  his  old  ones. 
To  them  Billy  True  Blue,  the  son  of  Molly  and  Will 
Freeborn,  was  of  more  value  and  interest  than  the  child 
of  the  greatest  noble  in  the  land. 

Time  passed  on.  Sir  George  Rodney  returned  from 
England,  and  took  command  of  the  West  India 
squadron.  The  French  still  intended  to  take  Jamaica, 
but  had  not,  and  he  resolved  if  some  thousand  brave 
British  sailors  in  stout  ships  could  prevent  them,  that 
they  should  not.  With  this  object  in  view,  he  assem- 
bled all  his  ships  at  the  Island  of  St.  Lucia,  where, 
having  provisioned  and  watered  them,  he  lay  ready  to 
attack  the  Count  de  Grasse,  as  soon  as  he,  with  his 
fleet,  should  venture  forth  from  Fort  Royal  Bay,  where 
they  had  been  refitting. 

Paul  Pringle  and  his  shipmates  were  as  eager  as  ever 
for  the  battle. 

'*  I  do  wish  little  True  Blue  was  big  enough  to  join 
in  the  fight,  that  I  do,  even  if  it  were  only  as  a  powder- 
monkey.  He'd  take  to  it  so  kindly,  that  he  would,  I 
know,"  said  Peter  Ogle  to  Paul. 

"  Tve  no  doubt  about  that,  Peter,"  answered  his  ship- 
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mate.  "  But  we'll  wait  a  bit.  He'll  be  big  enough  by 
and  by,  and  we  must'nt  let  him  run  any  risk  yet  We'll 
send  him  down  below,  as  we  used  to  do  in  the  old 
'  Terrible,'  with  Sam  Smatch.  Sam  will  have  more 
difficulty  in  keeping  him  quiet  than  he  had  then." 

'*  But  I  wonder  when  we  shall  get  at  these  French- 
men," said  Abel  Bush.  <<They  seem  to  me  just  as 
slippery  as  eels.  When  you  think  you've  got  them, 
there  they  are  gliding  past  your  nose,  and  safe  and  sound 
at  anchor  under  their  batteries,  or  in  some  snug  harbour 
where  you  can't  get  at  them.  Well,  Paul,  night  and 
morning,  I  do  thank  heaven  that  I  wasn't  born  a 
Frenchman,  that  I  do." 

"Eight,  Abel— so  do  I,"  said  Paul.  "Ah,  here 
comes  little  True  Blue.  Now  I'll  warrant,  about  the 
whole  French  fleet  they  have'nt  got  such  a  youngster  as 
he  is — no,  nor  nothing  like  him." 

"  Like  him  !  I  should  think  not,"  cried  Peter  Ogle, 
in  a  tone  of  voice  which  shewed  that  the  very  supposi- 
tion made  him  indignant.  "  No  more  like  him  than  a 
frog  is  like  an  albatross.  No,  no— search  the  world 
round — I  don't  care  in  what  country — ashore  or  afloat 
— black,  or  brown,  or  white,  you  won't  find  such 
another  little  chap  for  his  age  as  Billy  True  Blue." 

The  child,  as  he  walked  along  the  deck,  with  a  slight 
roll,  which  he  had  learned  as  soon  as  he  put  his  feet  to 
the  planks,  seemed  well  deserving  of  the  eulogium  passed 
on  him.  He  was  a  noble  child,  with  a  broad  chest  and 
shoulders,  a  fair  complexion,  though  somewhat  bronzed 
already,  and  a  large,  laughing  blue  eye,  with  a  good, 
honest,  wide  mouth,  and  teeth,  which  shewed  that  he 
could  give  a  good  account  of  the  beef  and  biscuit,  which 
he  put  into  it. 
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"  Sam  says  I  no  big  enough  to  fight  de  French,"  said 
Billy,  pouting  his  lips,  as  he  came  up  to  his  old  friends, 
followed  closely  by  the  black.  "  I  put  match  to  gun — 
fire— bang.     Why  no  I  fight  ?" 

" Huzza,  Billy,"  cried  Peter  Ogle.  "That's  the 
spirit.  You'd  stand  to  your  gun,  as  well  as  the  best . 
of  us,  I  know  you  would.  But  we  can't  let  yoii  just 
yet,  boy.  Make  haste  and  grow  big,  and  then  if  there 
are  any  Frenchmen  left  to  fight,  with  any  ships  to  fight 
in,  you  shall  fight  them,  boy." 

This  promise  did  not  seem  at  all  to  satisfy  Billy.  He 
evidently  understood  that  the  ship  was  likely  to  go  into 
action,  and  though  it  was  a  long  time  since  he  had  been 
sent  into  the  hold  with  Sam,  he  had  a  dim  recollection 
of  the  horrors  of  the  place,  and  fancied  that  he  would 
much  rather  be  with  his  friends  on  deck.  Of  course 
Sam  was  ordered  to  take  charge  of  the  little  boy  as 
before. 

The  British  had  not  long  to  wait  for  the  expected 
meeting  with  the  enemy.  At  daylight  on  the  8th  of 
April,  1782,  the  **  Andromache/*  frigate,  commanded 
by  Captain  Byron,  appeared  off  Gros  Islet  Bay,  with 
the  signal  flying  that  the  enemy's  fleet,  with  a  large 
convoy,  were  coming  out  of  Fort  Eoyal  Bay,  and 
standing  to  the  north-west.  Instantly,  Sir  Greorge 
Rodney  made  the  signal  to  weigh,  and  by  noon  the 
whole  fleet  was  clear  of  the  bay.  The  Admiral  stretched 
over  to  Fort  Royal,  but  finding  none  of  the  French  ships 
there,  or  at  St.  Pierre's,  he  made  the  signal  for  a  general 
chase.  Night  came  on ;  but  still  a  sharp  look-out  was 
kept  a-head. 

Paul  Pringle  and  Abel  Bush  walked  the .  forecastle, 
where  the  second  lieutenant  of  the  ship  was  stationed 
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with  his  night-glass.  The  "  Fame"  was  one  of  the 
leading  ships.  It  was  the  middle  watch.  Paul  put  his 
hand  on  AbePs  shoulder.  "  Look  out  there,  mate; 
what  do  you  see  now  ?" 

**  Ten,  fifleen,  twenty  lights  at  least.  Huzza !  That's 
the  enemy*s  fleet.  We  shall  be  up  to  them  in  the 
morning." 

The  lieutenant  was  of  the  same  opinion,  and  went  to 
make  his  report  to  the  Captain.  The  men  now  clustered 
thickly  on  the  forecastle  to  watch  the  Jack  o'Lantem- 
looking  lights,  which  they  hoped  proceeded  from  the 
ships  with  which  they  expected  in  the  morning  to 
contend.  As  the  mists  of  night  cleared  away  on  the 
moming  of  the  9th,  the  French  fleet  were  seen  in  the 
passage  between  Dominique  and  Guadaloupe.  A  signal 
was  seen  flying,  too,  at  the  mast-head  of  Sir  George 
Kodney^s  ship — that  signal  always  welcome  to  British 
seamen  to  prepare  for  battle,  and  to  form  the  line.  The 
French  convoy  was  made  out  under  Dominique,  but  the 
ships  of  war  appeared  forming  their  line  to  windward, 
and  standing  over  to  Guadaloupe. 

Unfortunately,  however,  the  British  fleet  got  be- 
calmed for  some  time  under  the  high  lands  of  Do- 
minique, and  unable  to  get  into  their  stations.  The 
instant,  however  that  the  welcome  breeze  at  length 
reached  the  van  division  under  Sir  Samuel  Hood,  he 
stood-in  in  gallant  style,  and  closed  with  the  enemy^s 
centre.  By  noon  the  action  had  commenced  in  earnest, 
and  was  maintained  by  this  division  alone  for  upwards 
of  an  hour,  without  any  support  from  the  rest  of  the 
squadron,  the  gallant  "  Barfleur"  being  for  most  of  the 
time  hotly  engaged  with  three  ships,  firing  their  Inroad - 
sides  at  her.     At  length  the  leading  ships  of  the  centre 
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got  the  breeze,  and  were  able  to  come  to  the  support  of 
the  van.  Many  of  the  French  ships  even  fought  well 
and  gallantly,  but,  in  spite  of  their  superiority  in  num- 
bers, were  very  roughly  handled.  In  consequence  of 
this,  when  the  Count  de  Grasse  saw  the  rear  of  the 
British  fleet  coming  fast  up.  having  the  weather-gauge 
he  hauled  his  wind  and  withdrew  out  of  shot.  Two  of 
the  French  ships  were,  however,  so  much  cut  up  in 
hull  and  rigging,  that  they  were  compelled  to  leave  the 
fleet  and  put  into  Guadaloupe. 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  disappointment  and  ragt 
of  the  British  seamen  at  this  proceeding.  They  had 
made  sure  of  victory,  and  now  to  have  the  enemy  run 
away  and  leave  them  in  the  lurch,  was  provoking  bejond 
all  bearing. 

Several  British  ships  had  suffered,  the  "Royal  "^nd 
"Montague,"  and  the  "Alfred,"  especially;  Captain 
Bayne,  who  commanded  her,  being  killed.  Still  t^e 
crews  intreated  that  they  might  not  be  sent  into  port, 
and,  with  the  true  spirit  of  British  seamen,  undertook 
to  repair  damages  at  sea,  in  which  request  they  weie 
seconded  by  their  officers.  For  two  days  they  were  at 
work  without  cessation ;  making  sail,  however,  whenever 
they  could,  and  beating  to  windward  in  the  direction 
the  French  fleet  had  gone. 

The  enemy  were  carrying  all  the  sail  they  could  press 
on  their  ships;  and  by  the  evening  of  the  11th  they  had 
weathered  the  Saintes,  a  group  of  rocks  and  islets 
between  Dominique  and  Guadaloupe,  and  were  nearly 
hull  down. 

'*  They'll  slip  away  from  us  again,  those  Mounseers, 
that  they  will,"  cried  Abel  Bush,  as  holding  little  True 
Blue  by  the  hand,  he  walked  the  forecastle.     "You'll 
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live  to  grow  up  to  drub  them  some  day,  I  hope  you  will ; 
on  but  it*s  my  belief  that  I  and  most  of  the  grown  men 
board  will  be  laid  up  ashore  before  we  have  a  chance." 

"  Aye,  aye,  Abel,  Billy  beat  French  —  blow  up 
French — sink  French,"  answered  the  child,  doubling 
his  little  fists  and  striking  out  towards  the  enemy *8 
fleet,  though  he  did  not  comprehend  the  latter  part  of 
his  friend^s  remarks. 

With  the  same  feelings,  the  tars  on  board  all  the 
ships  watched  the  fast-receding  Frenchmen.  Towards 
noon,  however,  the  officers  were  seen  to  have  their 
glasses  more  frequently  and  intently  fixed  on  them,  and, 
by  degrees,  while  the  main  body  grew  less  and  less 
distinct  in  the  blue  haze  of  the  tropics,  two  ships,  with 
their  top-masts  down,  were  perceived  standing  out  in 
bold  relief,  and,  therefore,  known  to  be  considerably  to 
leeward  of  the  rest,  and  much  nearer  the  British.  The 
breeze,  since  the  morning,  had  been  increasing  to  a 
fresh  and  steady  gale. 

With  unbounded  satisfaction,  the  seamen  saw  the 
signal  thrown  out  from  the  flag-ship  for  a  general 
chase.  The  gallant  "  Agamemnon,"  now  beginning  to 
earn  her  well-merited  renown,  with  the  noble  "  Fame," 
and  other  ships  forming  Admiral  Drake's  division,  were 
ahead  of  the  rest  of  the  fleet.  Crowding  all  sail  with 
eager  haste,  they  dashed  on  to  secure  their  hoped-for 
prey.  They  saw  the  disabled  Frenchmen  making 
signals,  calling  their  countrymen  to  their  relief. 

It  was  a  period  of  intense  anxiety,  for  the  doubt  was 
whether  the  Count  de  Grasse  would  abandon  his  ships 
to  their  fate,  or  bear  down  to  their  relief,  and  thus 
lessen  the  distance  between  the  enemy  and  himself. 
Eagerly  they  were  watched.     There  remained  no  doubt 
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that  the  English  would  cut  off  the  two  disabled  French- 
men, when  gradually  the  bows  of  the  distant  ships  of 
the  enemy  were  seen  to  come  round ;  and  the  Count  de 
Grasse,  adopting  the  nobler  course,  came  bearing  down 
under  a  press  of  sail  to  attempt  the  rescue  of  his 
friends. 

"  Now,  gentlemen,  we  shall  have  them,"  exclaimed 
Captain  Penrose  in  a  cheerful  voice,  as  he  walked  the 
quarter-deck  with  some  of  his  officers^  "  Before  this 
time  to-morrow  we  shall  have  fought  an  action  which 
will,  I  trust,  be  for  ever  celebrated  in  the  annals  of 
English  history.** 

The  officers  hoped  their  Captain  would  not  be  mis- 
taken; but  they  had  been  so  often  disappointed  under 
similar  circumstances,  that  they  were  not  very  san- 
guine. 

Down  came  the  Frenchmen  in  gallant  style,  faster 
than  was  expected ;  and  the  more  experienced  saw,  from 
the  scattered  positions  of  the  British  ships,  that  the 
result  of  an  action  at  that  moment  Would  have  been 
very  doubtful.  Intense,  however,  was  the  disappoint- 
ment of  the  greater  number,  when  towards  evening, 
the  leading  ships  of  the  two  fleets  being  not  a  mile 
apart,  to  see  the  signal  of  recall  made. 

Captain  Penrose  smiled  at  the  impatience  of  his 
officers  and  men. 

"  I  know  Rodney  pretty  well  by  this  time,"  he 
remarked.  "He  is  as  eager  for  the  fight  as  any  of  us, 
but  he  is  no  less  anxious  for  the  victory,  and  knows 
that  will  best  be  obtained  by  forming  a  compact  line. 
See !  what  do  those  signals  he  is  now  making  mean?** 

"  To  form  the  line  of  battle,"  answered  the  signal- 
officer. 
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'^  A]l  right,  master.  Place  us  as  soon  as  possible  in 
our  proper  position,"  said  the  Captain.  "  What's  that 
signal  now?" 

"  Ships  to  work  to  windward  under  all  sail,"  was 
the  answer. 

It  soon  became  too  dark  to  make  out  any  further 
signals,  so  the  fleet  continued  as  last  directed  to  beat 
up  in  the  direction  of  the  enemy  all  night.  When 
dawn  broke  on  the  12th,  a  French  ship-of-the-line  was 
discovered  in  a  disabled  condition,  towed  by  a  frigate, 
a  considerable  distance  to  leeward  of  the  main  body  of 
the  French  fleet. 

Directly  a  signal  could  be  seen,  Admiral  Rodney 
made  one  for  the  four  leading  ships  of  the  fleet  to  chase, 
in  order  to  capture,  the  two  Frenchmen.  It  was  the 
same  drama  enacted  as  on  the  previous  day.  It  would 
have  been  a  stain  on  the  white  lilies  of  France  had  the 
Count  de  Grasse  allowed  his  two  ships  to  be  captured ; 
and,  therefore,  once  more,  to  the  great  delight  of  the 
British,  he  bore  up  with  his  whole  fleet  for  their 
protection. 

There  seemed  no  longer  a  possibility  of  a  general 
action  being  avoided.  The  signal  was  made  ordering 
the  British  ships  to  their  stations,  and  a  close  line 
ahead  was  formed  on  the  starboard  tack,  the  enemy 
being  on  the  larboard.  Rear- Admiral  Drake,  in  the 
"  Princessa ,"  70  guns,  commanded  the  Blue  Division; 
the  van,  which  was  led  by  the  noble  "  Marlborough," 
followed  closely  by  the  "  Arrogant,"  "  Conqueror," 
**  Fame,"  "Russell,"  "Norwich,"  and  other  ships,  which, 
with  their  brave  Captains,  were  destined  to  become 
famous  in  story,  if  not  already  so. 

The  Red  Division,  under  the  command  of  Sir  Samuel 
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Hood,  in  the  "Barfleur,"  96  guns,  was  led  by  the 
"Royal  Oak,"  74,  on  the  starboard  tack;  and  the 
White  Division,  commanded  by  Sir  George  Rodney 
himself,  in  the  "  Formidable,"  98,  was  led  by  the 
"  Bedford,"  Commodore  Affleck, 

At  half-past  seven  in  the  morning,  Rear-Admiral 
Drake's  division,  which  led,  got  within  range  of  the 
long-sought-for  enemy, 

**  Loud  roar'd  Britannia's  thunder  'gainst  Gallia's  hostile  fleet. 
Their  barks  were  torn  in  sunder,  their  timbers  cracked  with 
heat." 

And  soon  from  van  to  rear  the  British  ships  were 
sending  forth  their  terrific  broadsides.  The  French 
replied  boldly;  and  now  the  two  hostile  fleets  were 
wrapped  in  flames  and  smoke,  while  round-shot  and 
missiles  of  all  descriptions  were  passing  between 
one  and  the  other.  Both  appeared  to  be  suffering 
alike,  and  many  a  brave  seaman  was  laid  low.  The 
**  Fame"  had  got  early  into  action,  and  gallantly  taken 
up  her  position  opposite  an  opponent  worthy  of  her. 
Her  brave  old  Captain  walked  the  quarter-deck  calm 
as  usual,  watching  with  eagle-eye  the  progress  of  the 
engagement,  and  waiting  for  any  opportunity  to  alter  to 
advantage  the  position  of  his  ship. 

It  was  just  such  a  fight  as  Paul  Pringle,  and  the 
crew  generally,  had  long  wished  for;  and  fierce  and 
bloody  enough  it  was,  too.  Of  course  little  Billy  was 
down  below,  as  secure  from  harm  as  his  friends  could 
make  him.  Few  of  those  present  had  ever  been  in  a 
hotter  or  better  contested  fight.  The  ofiScers,  at  all 
events,  knew  how  much  depended  on  the  result — the 
safety,  probably,  of  all  the  British  possessions  in  the 
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West  Indies.  All  the  seamen  thought  of  was,  how  they 
best  could  thrash  the  Frenchmen ;  and  they  knew  that 
all  they  had  to  do  was  to  stick  to  their  guns,  and  blaze 
away  till  they  were  ordered  to  stop.  Towards  noon 
the  wind  shifted,  and  enabled  the  British  fleet  to  fetch 
to  windward  of  the  enemy. 

'*  See  what  that  gallant  fellow  Gardner  is  about  with 
the  *  Duke,' "  observed  Captain  Penrose  to  the  master, 
who  was  near  him. 

Putting  the ''Duke's''  helm  up,  he  was  standing  down 
under  all  sail  in  a  bold  attempt  to  break  the  enemy's 
line.  There  was  a  groan  of  disappointment  given  by 
all  who  saw  him,  when  his  maintop-mast  fell  over  his 
side,  and,  unable  to  keep  his  position,  he  dropped  to 
keward. 

Sir  George  Rodney,  in  the  "  Formidable,*'  however, 
supported  by  the  "  Namur"  and  **  Canada,"  was  more 
successful.  Keeping  up  a  terrific  fire,  he  dashed  through 
the  French  line  about  three  ships  off  from  the  ''  Ville 
de  Paris,"  followed  by  all  those  in  his  rear;  then, 
immediately  wearing,  he  doubled  on  the  enemy  again, 
pouring  in  on  them  his  crashing  broadsides.  By  this 
bold  mancBUvre,  the  French  line  was  broken  and  thrown 
into  the  utmost  confusion ;  their  van  bore  away,  and 
endeavoured  to  re-form  to  leeward;  but,  too  hotly  pressed 
by  the  British  ships,  there  seemed  little  probability  of 
their  accomplishing  this. 

Still  the  Frenchmen,  though  evidently  losing  the  day, 
fought  with  the  most  desperate  courage  and  resolution. 
For  a  short  time,  while  still  the  battle  was  raging 
between  many  ships,  the  crew  of  the  "Fame"  ceased 
firing;  for  one  opponent  had  sheered  off  whom  they 
were  unable  to  follow,  and  another  was  approaching. 
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Whether  the  cessation  of  the  roar  of  the  guns  made 
Sam  Smatch  careless,  is  uncertain;  but  just  as  a  90- 
gun  ship  was  bearing  down  on  the  gallant  "Fame," 
who  should  appear  on  the  quarter-deck  but  little  Billj 
True  Blue.  At  that  moment,  the  Frenchman  let  fij  a 
crashing  broadside,  speedily  returned  by  the  crew  of 
the  Fame.  Round-shot  and  bullets  were  flying  about 
like  hail,  blocks  and  yards  and  splinters  were  rat- 
tling down  from  alofl,  and  blood  and  brains  and 
mangled  limbs,  were  being  scattered  here  and  there. 
Unharmed  and  undaunted  the  little  fellow  stood  amid 
the  wild  uproar,  and  the  havoc  and  destruction,  and  the 
scenes  of  horror  taking  place  on  every  side. 

The  Captain  at  length  turned  round  and  saw  the 
child  standing  near  him. 

"  Oh  go  below,  boy ! — go  below !  You  may  be  hurt, 
my  child !"  he  exclaimed  in  a  voice  of  the  deepest  con- 
cern. He  turned  to  young  Garland,  who  was  near  him, 
repeating,  "  Take  him  below  instantly,  out  of  harm*t 
way." 

Billy  had  never  disobeyed  the  Captain's  commandB 
before ;  but  he  struggled  violently  in  the  midshipnian's 
arms,  and  cried  out,  "  No,  no,  Billy  stay  on  deck  and 
fight  French.'' 

The  fine  old  Captain  was  raising  his  hand  as  a  sign 
that  he  must  be  obeyed,  when  he  was  seen  to  stagger. 
Nat  Garland  let  go  the  child,  and  ran  to  catch  him, 
but  before  he  could  get  up  he  had  sunk  on  the  deck, 
just  raising  himself  on  one  arm ;  but  that  slowly  gave 
way,  and  he  lay  still  on  the  deck. 

Billy  True  Blue  flew  up  to  him  with  a  cry  of  grief. 

"  Oh,  Captain,  Captain,  what  is  the  matter  ?"  he 
exclaimed. 
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"  Young  Garland,  and  those  who  stood  near,  with 
deep  grief,  thought  that  their  gallant  chief  was  dead. 

'*  Captain,  Captain,  do  speak — tell  Billy  what  is  the 
matter  ?**  said  the  child. 

At  length  the  old  man  opened  his  eyes,  and  smiled  as 
he  saw  that  innocent  infantine  face  looking  down  upon 
him. 

"  Alfred — Edgar,"  he  whispered  slowly.  "  Yes,  dears, 
I  know  you — but  I  am  going — going  to  another  world 
pf  peace  and  quiet  where  we  shall  all  -meet.  I  have  had 
a  rough  life  away  from  you;  but  duty,  dears,  duty 
kept  me  from  home — always  follow  duty  wherever 
it  leads." 

Billy  could  not  make  out  what  the  Captain  was  talk- 
ing about;  and  others  thought  that  he  was  speaking  to 
him.  In  a  little  time  he  came  more  to  himself;  and 
they  were  about  to  take  him  below,  but  he  insisted  on 
being  left  on  deck.. 

**  I  am  shot  through  and  through,"  he  said;  "  I  will 
breathe  the  open  air,  and  see  how  the  fight  goes  as 
long  as  I  live.  But  take  that  little  boy  below  out  of 
danger." 

Soon  afler  he  had  spoken,  he  again  became  partly 
delirious,  and  Billy  shrieked  and  struggled  so  violently, 
that  the  midshipman,  who  had  a  fellow-feeling  for  him, 
again  set  him  down,  and  he  ran  back  to  his  dying 
friend. 

Captain  Penrose  now  cried  out  for  something  to 
drink ;  but  when  it  was  brought,  he  would  take  it  from 
no  hands  but  those  of  Billy.  Unconscious,  or  regard- 
less of  the  danger  which  surrounded  him,  the  child  sat 
himself  down  composedly  on  the  deck,  and  continued  to 
moisten  the  lips  of  the  old  man.     Now  a  loud  true 
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British  hurra  ran  along  the  decks  of  the  **  Fame." 
Another  English  ship  was  coming  up,  and  the  crew  of 
their  opponent,  unwilling  to  encounter  the  fire  of  a 
fresh  antagonist,  were  hauling  down  her  colours.  The 
Captain  raised  himself  up  on  one  arm,  and  his  eye 
fell  on  the  white  flag  of  France  coming  down  from  the 
mast-head  of  the  enemy. 

**  Huiral  hurra  I  hurra  T'  he  feebly  exclaimed. 

"  Hurra!  hurra!  hurra!"  shouted  Billy  in  a  shrill 
tone,  waving  his  little  hat.  Then  the  fine  old  seaman 
fell  back,  and  when  they  got  up  to  him  he  had  ceased 
to  breathe. 

Hitherto  Sir  Samuel  Hood's  division  had  been  be- 
calmed, but  now,  getting  the  breeze,  it  came  up  in 
gallant  style  to  take  part  in  the  action.  Still  many  of 
the  French  crews  fought  on  with  the  most  heroic 
bravery.  The  "Glorieux,"  especially,  commanded  by 
the  Viscomte  D*Escar,  made  a  most  noble  defence. 
Her  masts  and  bowsprit  were  shot  away  by  the  board, 
but  her  colours  were  not  struck  till  all  her  consorts 
were  taken  or  put  to  flight.  Her  brave  commander 
fell  in  the  action.  M.  de  Marigny,  in  the  **  Caesar,'* 
displayed  equal  bravery.  Having  sustained  the  fire  of 
several  ships,  he  was,  when  almost  a  wreck,  closely  and 
vigorously  attacked  by  the  "Centaur."  His  colours, 
it  appeared,  were  nailed  to  the  mast;  and  though  his 
men  were  falling  thickly  around  him,  and  he  himself 
mortally  wounded,  he  would  not  yield. 

At  length,  several  other  British  ships  coming  up, 
one  of  the  French  officers  cried  out  that  the  ship  had 
surrendered,  and  at  that  moment  her  brave  Captain 
was  said  to  have  breathed  his  last.  No  sooner  did  the 
**  Caesar"  surrender,  than  her  masts  fell  over  the  side. 
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The  ''  Ardent,"  which  was  in  the  midst  of  the  British 
fleet,  struck  to  the  "  Belliqueux " ;  and  the  "Hector," 
74,  to  the  "Canada,"  74,  commanded  by  Captain  Com- 
wallis.  He,  however,  left  his  prize  to  be  taken  posses- 
sion of  by  the  "Alcide,"  and  made  sail  after  the  French 
Admiral  in  the  "Ville  de  Paris,"  who,  with  his  seconds, 
was  endeay curing  to  rejoin  his  scattered  and  flying 
ships. 

Boldly  the  brave  Comwallis  approached  the  huge 
"Ville  de  Paris,"  and  right  gallantly  opened  his  fire; 
and  so  ably  did  he  hang  on  her,  and  cut  up  her  sails 
and  rigging,  some  other  ships  coming  up  to  his  support, 
that  it  was  impossible  for  her  to  escape.  Still  the 
Comte  de  Grasse,  although  his  fine  ship  was  almost 
cut  to  pieces  and  multitudes  of  her  crew  killed, 
seemed,  determined  rather  to  sink  than  to  yield  to 
any  ship  under  that  of  an  AdmiraFs  flag.  At  length 
Sir  Samuel  Hood  came  up  in  the  "  Barfleur,"  and 
poured  in  a  tremendous  broadside.  Even  then  the 
gallant  Frenchman  held  out,  firing  away  from  both 
sides  of  his  ship  on  his  numerous  opponents  for  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  longer;  when  at  length,  seeing  that 
all  his  own  ships  had  deserted  him,  and  that  night 
was  coming  on,  just  as  the  sun  set  he  hauled  down 
his  flag. 

The  enemy's  fleet  continued  going  off  before  the  wind 
in  small  detached  squadrons  and  single  ships  under 
all  ^e  sail  they  could  crowd,  closely  pursued  by  the 
British  ships,  which  were,  consequently,  much  dis- 
persed. 

Sir  George  Rodney,  on  seeing  this,  made  the  signal 
to  bring  to.  in  order  to  collect  his  fleet,  and  secure  the 
prizes.     The  signal  was  seen  from  many  of  the  ships, 
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and  obeyed  ;  but  Commodore  Affleck,  in  the  '*  Bedford^" 
with  other  ships  which  were  a-head,  not  observing  it, 
continued  the  chase,  keeping  up  a  hot  fire  on  the  flying 
enemy. 

"  Well,  mates,"  exclaimed  Paul  Pringle,  as  that 
evening,  with  little  Billy  on  his  knee,  he  sat  at  the 
mess-table,  between  the  guns  which  had  been  so  well 
served,  and  had  served  their  country  so  well.  *'  We've 
had  a  great  loss,  for  we  have  lost  as  brave  a  captain, 
and  as  true  a  man,  as  ever  stepped  aboard  of  a  man-of- 
war;  yet,  mates,  he  died  as  he  would  have  wished,  in 
the  hour  of  victory;  and  then,  just  think  on't,  we've 
had  as  glorious  a  day  as  I  'd  ever  wish  to  see.  May  be 
few  of  us  will  ever  live  to  see  another  such.  But, 
mates,  there's  another  thing  we  have  to  be  grateful 
for.  That  is,  that  our  little  Billy  here  has  -escaped 
the  Frenchmen's  shot.  What  should  we  have  done  if 
he  had  been  killed  ?  It  would  have  broken  my  heart, 
I  know." 

**  Grappled  with  the  first  Frenchman  we  could  have 
met,  and  blown  her  and  ourselves  up  together.  That's 
what  I  'd  have  been  inclined  to  do,"  cried  Tom  Snell,  who 
was  generally  an  advocate  for  desperate  measures. 
"  But  how  was  it  the  little  fellow  got  away  from  Sam, 
How  was  it,  Billy  ?" 

'*  I  ran  up,  and  leave  Sam  down  dere,"  answered 
Billy. 

"Has  anybody  seen  Sam  since  then?"  asked  Abel 
Bush. 

On  comparing  notes,  it  was  discovered  that  no  one 
had  seen  the  black  since  the  commencement  of  the 
battle.  It  was  agreed,  therefore,  that  instant  search 
should  be  made    for  him.     Paul  having  procured  a 
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lantern  from  the  master-at-arms,  the  messmates  went 
below  with  Billy,  They  reached  the  spot  where 
the  child  said  he  had  lefl  him;  but  no  Sam  was 
there.  They  shouted  his  name  through  the  hold; 
but  no  reply  was  made.  They  hunted  about  in  every 
direction. 

**  He  must  have  gone  on  deck,  and  stowed  himself 
away  somewhere,"  observed  Paul  Pringle. 

Just  then  Abel.  Bush  said  he  heard  a  groan.  Going 
towards  the  spot,  there  coiled  up,  not  far  from 
one  of  the  hatchways,  was  poor  Sam.  Afler  calling 
to  him  several  times,  and  shaking  him,  he  lifted  up  his 
head. 

"  Who  dere  ?  Oh  dear,  oh  dear.  What  de  matter  ?" 
he  moaned  out. 

"  How  was  it  you  lot  little  Billy  True  Blue  run  away 
and  nearly  get  killed,  Sam  ?"  asked  Paul. 

"  Billy  killed  !  Oh  dear  I  oh  dear  !  Den  kill  me," 
cried  poor  Sam,  trembling  all  over. 

"  But  he  is'nt  killed,  and  we  don't  want  to  kill  you," 
answered  Paul.  **  Get  up  though,  or  we  shall  fancy 
you're  in  a  fright  or  drunk." 

"But  I  can't  get  up— 'deed  I  can't,"  cried  Sam. 
Leg  shot  away.     I  no  walkce." 

On  hearing  this  Paul  and  his  companions  lifled  up 
the  poor  black,  and  sure  enough  a  leg,  but  it  was  his 
wooden  one,  was  shattered  to  fragments,  and  the  stump 
to  which  it  was  secured  considerably  bruised.  It  then 
came  out  that  Sam  had  really  attempted  to  follow  little 
True  Blue  when  he  ran  on  deck ;  but  that  just  us  he 
was  getting  up  the  hatchway  on  the  lower  deck  a  shot 
had  come  through  u  port,  and  striking  his  wooden  leg 
had  tumbled  him  down  again,  when  by  some  means  or 
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other  he  had  rolled  down  into  the  hold,  and  there 
suffering  from  pain  and  fear,  he  had  ever  since  lain 
unwilling  and  unable  to  rise,  dreading  lest  harm 
should  happen  to  his  little  charge,  and  fearing  not 
a  little,  should  such  have  been  the  case,  the  conse- 
quences to  himself.  He  was  half  starved,  too,  for 
he  had  had  nothing  to  eat  all  day,  and  was  alto- 
gether in  a  very  wretched  plight.  When,  however, 
he  was  brought  on  deck,  with  some  food  put  into  his 
inside,  and  the  assistance  of  the  carpenter,  he  was 
once  more  set  on  his  legs.  Many  a  day,  however, 
passed  before  the  sound  of  his  once  merry  fiddle  was 
heard  on  the  forecastle  of  the  "  Fame,"  for  the  crew 
loved  their  gallant  commander  too  well  to  allow  them 
to  foot  it  as  had  been  their  constant  custom  during  his 
lifetime. 

Little  rest  had  the  crews  of  any  of  the  ships 
that  night  after  the  battle.  Not  far  from  the 
**Farae,"  lay  the  "Csesar,**  which  had  been  so  gal- 
lantly defended,  now  a  prize  to  the  "  Centaur."  One 
of  the  lieutenants  of  the  "  Centaur,"  with  the  boat- 
swain and  fifty  of  her  men  were  on  board  the  prize, 
fully  four  hundred  Frenchmen  not  having  been  yet 
lemoved. 

Suddenly  flames  were  seen  to  burst  forth  from  the 
lower  ports  of  the  **  Caesar."  How  the  fire  originated 
no  one  could  tell.  In  vain  must  have  been  the  efforts 
of  those  on  board  to  extinguish  it  Boats  put  off  from 
all  the  ships  near  to  rescue  the  unfortunate  people  on 
board;  but  before  they  could  reach  her,  the  fire  had 
entered  her  magazine,  and  with  a  dreadful  explosion 
she  blew  up,  hurling  every  one  on  board  to  destruction. 
The  English  lieutenant,  and  boatswain,  with  fifty  men. 
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and  the'four  hundred  Frenchmen  remaining  on  board 
all  perished.  The  loss  of  life  on  board  the  French  ships 
was  prodigious.  There  were  five  thousand  five  hundred 
troops  divided  among  the  ships  who  suffered  dreadfully. 
Three  thousand  men  were  slain,  and  twice  that  number 
wounded. 

On  board  the  "  Ville  de  Paris"  alone,  four  hundred 
men  were  killed.  The  English  lost  two  hundred  and 
thirty-seven  killed,  and  seven  hundred  and  sixty-six 
wounded.  Among  the  first  were  several  captains  and 
other  ofiicers.  The  next  morning,  the  ships,  which  had 
been  in  chase  of  the  fiying  enemy,  under  Commodore 
Afiieck,  rejoined  the  Admiral. 

The  fleet  were  compelled  to  remain  three  days  under 
Guadaloupe,  repairing  damages,  during  which  time 
most  of  the  enemy  effected  their  escape.  On  the  17th, 
however,  Sir  Samuel  Hood  was  detached  with  such 
ships  as  were  least  disabled,  to  pick  up  stragglers, 
and  he  effected  his  mission  with  so  much  alucrity, 
courage,  and  judgment,  that  in  a  few  days  he  returned 
with  no  less  than  four  out  of  five  of  the  French 
squadron,  whom  he  had  come  up  with,  endeavouring 
to  escape  through  the  Mona  Passage  to  the  west  of  Porto 
Kico. 

For  this  most  important  and  gallant  victory.  Sir 
George  Rodney  was  created  a  peer  of  Great  Britain, 
Sir  Samuel  Hood,  a  peer  of  Ireland,  and  Admiral 
Drake  and  Commodore  Affleck,  baronets  of  the  United 
Kingdom. 

And  now  comes  the  saddest  part  of  this  otherwise 
brilliant  page  of  the  naval  history  of  Great  Britain, 

The  crews  of  many  of  the  ships  which  had  been  long 
on  the  station,  were  now  eager  to  return  home,  and 
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were  much  disappointed,  and  grumbled  not  a  little 
when  they  saw  a  large  convoy,  with  most  of  the  prizes 
which  had  been  captured,  preparing  to  sail  for  home. 
Home !— -dear  Old  England  !  How  a  sailor  yearns, 
after  a  long  absence,  to  see  once  more  the  shores  of  his 
native  land. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

The  Hero  encounters  a  Battle,  a  Harricane,  and  a  Shipwreck, 
and  becomes  acquainted  with  some  few  more  of  the  Hardships 
of  a  Sea  Life.~Tho  Fate  of  the  12th  of  April  Trophies. 

Among  the  ships  forming  the  squadron,  under  Admiral 
Graves,  ordered  to  proceed  to  England,  was  the 
**  Hector,  74,"  captured  from  the  French  in  the  gloriou6 
battle  on  the  12th  of  April,  1782.  Captain  Bouohier, 
who  had  commanded  the  **  Zebra"  sloop,  had  been 
appointed  to  her  to  take  her  home,  and  although  her 
complement  had  been  filled  up  chiefly  by  invalids,  and 
French  and  American  prisoners,  who  had  volunteered 
to  serve  in  her,  it  was  necv?ssary  also  to  have  a  certain 
number  of  prime  seamen  on  board.  These  were  drafted 
from  several  ships,  and  to  the  no  small  satisfaction  of 
Paul  Prjngle,  he  with  Abel  Bush,  Peter  Ogle,  and 
Tom  Snell,  were  taken  from  the  "Fame/* 

As  the  "Fame"  had  already  a  fiddler,  and  the 
"  Hector"  had  none,  they  got  leave  for  Sam  Smatch  to 
accompany  them. 

Paul  was  anxious  to  let  Billy  live  a  little  more  on 
shore  than  he  had  hitherto  done.  **  D*  ye  see,  Abel," 
he  observed  to  his  chum,  '*it  's  time,  to  my  mind,  that 
he  should  begin  to  get  his  ribs  lined  with  true  honest 
English  beef,  and  sniff  up  some  of  the  old  country's 
fresh  sharp  air,  and  learn  to  slide,  and  play  snow-balls, 


104  TRUE  BLUE. 

which  he  can't  do  out  in  these  hot  outlandish  parts,  for  if 
he  don't  he'll  not  be  growing  into  the  stout  chap  we 
wants  him  to  be.  You  mind  when  we  was  little,  how  we 
used  to  tumble  and  roll  about  in  the  snow  ?" 

"'Deed  I  do,  mate,"  answered  Abel.  "There's 
nothing  like  a  roll  in  the  snow  and  a  mouthful  of  good 
air  to  put  strength  into  a  fellow's  back ;  besides,  to  my 
mind,  Billy  ought  to  be  ashore  a  little  to  learn  the  wsys 
and  manners  of  people  there — not  but  what  I  thiiks 
our  ways  afloat  are  better,  or  just  as  good;  but,  d'  ye 
see,  as  some  day  or  other,  I  suppose  he  will  have  to  go 
on  shore  for  a  spell,  he'd  be  just  like  a  fish  out  of  water 
if  he  has  never  been  before — not  know  what  to  do  with 
hisself  any  more  than  a  bear  in  a  china  shop,  dt  a 
ploughman  aboard  a  ship." 

Billy's  guardians  looked  forward  with  no  little  satis- 
faction, also,  to  the  idea  of  having  to  exhibit  him  to 
their  friends  at  home,  whom  they  felt  confident  vould 
admire  him  as  much  as  they  did.  At  length,  oi  the 
15th  of  August,  Admiral  Graves,  in  the  "RamiBies," 
74,  with  his  convoy  of  merchantmen,  the  "  Canada,"  74, 
the  "Pallas,"  36-gun  frigate,  and  the  *'Ville  de  Paris," 
110  guns,  the  '*  Glorieux,"  74,  "  Centaur,"  74,  "Hector," 
74,  "  Jason,"  "  Caton,"  and  "  Ardent,"  64  guns,  prizes 
captured  from  the  French,  sailed  for  England. 

The  fleet  continued  their  course  without  any  occur- 
rence worthy  of  note,  till  the  night  of  the  22nd  of 
August,  when  Captain  Bouchier,  from  the  bad  sailing 
qualities  of  the  "  Hector,"  and  from  her  comparatively 
small  crew,  unable  to  make  or  shorten  sail  as  rapidly 
as  was  necessary,  found  that  she  was  dropping  astern. 
She  was  an  old  ship;  when  captured,  many  of  her  guns 
had  been  removed  at  Jamaica,  fifly-two  only  remaining; 
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and  her  masts  had  been  replaced  by  others  of  smaller 
dimensions,  while  her  crew,  all  mustered,  amounted 
onlj  to  three  hundred  men. 

**  I  didn't  think  things  were  so  bad,"  observed  Paul 
to  Abel,  after  they  had  been  on  board  a  few  days. 
"  Howsomever,  Abel,  we'll  do  our  duty  and  trust  in 
Providence." 

The  weather  became  very  threatening,  and  soon  very 
bad,  after  they  parted  from  the  fleet;  and  the  officers, 
as  they  went  about  their  duty,  could  scarcely  conceal 
their  anxiety  as  to  what  miglit  be  the  fate  of  the  ship, 
should  matters,  as  appeared  too  probable,  grow  worse 
than  they  were. 

The  Admiral's  ship  must  be  followed  for  a  short 
time.  On  the  8th  of  September,  so  strong  a  gale  sprung 
up,  and  so  heavy  a  sea,  that  the  "Caton,"  64,  and 
•*  Pallas,"  frigate,  sprung  dangerous  leaks.  The  Ad- 
miral, consequently,  ordered  them  to  bear  away  for 
Halifax.  On  the  16th,  the  fleet  were  still  together,  the 
tall  masts  and  broad  spread  of  white  canvas,  and  pen- 
nants flying  aloft,  distinguished  the  men-of-war,  as  they 
glided  proudly  over  the  blue  ocean,  surrounded  by  the 
numerous  fleet  of  merchantmen,  bearing  home  many 
passengers  and  rich  cargoes  from  the  West  Indies  to  the 
ports  of  England.  Who  would  not  have  been  proud  to 
command  that  noble  fleet,  as  they  appeared  that  bright 
morning? 

As  the  day  drew  on,  when  the  fleet  were  in  lati- 
tude 42°  15'  north,  and  longitude  48°  15'  west,  the 
weather  gave  signs  of  changing,  and  a  violent  gale  from 
the  E.S.E.  sprung  up  and  increased  towards  night. 
The  crews  of  the  ships  did  all  that  seamen  could  do 
under  such  circumstances ;  sails  were  furled,  or  closely 
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reefed,  topmasts  were  struck,  and  everything  secured 
to  meet,  the  rising  tempest.  Still  it  blew  harder  and 
harder,  and  the  sea  increased  and  ran  mountains 
high,  so  that  all  knew,  should  one  ship  be  driven 
against  another,  most  probably  both  would  go  down 
together.  With  unabated  fury  it  continued  all  night, 
till  three  o'clock  in  the  morning,  when  for  a  moment 
there  was  a  lull,  and  many  thought  that  the  tempest 
was  over;  but  sadly  were  they  deceived.  With  a  roar 
of  thunder,  down  came  the  wind  upon  them  in  a 
terrific  hurricane ;  and  on  board  the  ill-fated  squadrcm, 
the  crashing  of  masts  and  spars  told  of  the  sad  havoc 
it  was  committing,  while  numbers  of  the  merchantmen 
were  thrown  on  their  beam-ends  at  the  same  instant, 
never  to  rise  again. 

The  **  Ramillies"  had  been  carrying  her  main-sail, 
when,  the  squall  striking  her,  she  was  taken  aback,  and 
before  the  clew- garnets  could  be  manned  and  the  sail 
clewed  up,  the  main-mast  went  overboard,  carrying 
with  it  in  its  fall  the  mizen-mast,  the  foretop-mast  and 
foreyard;  the  tiller  broke  off  at  the  head,  and  then 
in  an  instant  the  noble  ship  lay  a  helpless  wreck  on  the 
tossing  ocean.  The  carpenter  sounded  the  well,  and  it 
was  found  that  a  leak  had  been  sprung,  and  that  there 
were  six  feet  of  water  in  the  hold.  The  chain-pumps 
were  manned;  but  great  was  the  dismay,  when  it  was 
found  that  they  were  choked,  and  would  not  work. 

When  the  day  broke,  indescribable  was  the  scene  of 
horror  and  distress  which  the  light  disclosed.  Nearly 
all  the  ships  of  war  weie  dismasted  and  otherwise  dis- 
abled. Many  of  the  convoy  had  sufiered  in  the  same 
way,  and  others  had  actually  foundered;  while  the 
tumultuous  sea  around  was  dotted  thickly  with  wrecks, 
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Numbers  of  unhappy  beings,  both  men  and  women, 
-Were  seen  either  lashed  or  clinging  to  them,  or  to 
shattered  masts  and  spars ;  while  the  utter  impossibility 
of  lowering  a  boat  in  such  a  sea,  rendered  their  situation 
still  more  piteous.  In  vain  they  shrieked — in  vain  they 
waved  for  assistance.  One  by  one  they  were  torn  from 
their  holds,  and,  hopelessly  struggling,  sunk  amid  the 
waves.  Some  of  the  ships,  less  disabled,  managed  to 
steer  near  a  few  of  the  wrecks ;  and  by  means  of  ropes 
hove  to  them,  a  small  number  were  thus  saved,  but 
small  indeed  compared  to  the  many  who  were  imploring 
assistance;  and  gradually  the  ships  drove  on  before 
the  gale,  and  they  were  left  to  their  miserable  fate. 

The  "Ville  de  Paris"  and  the  "Glorieux"  were  now 
lost  to  view;  and  the  "Centaur,"  when  last  seen,  was 
on  her  beam-ends,  in  a  most  critical  position.  Indeed, 
very  soon,  all  the  ships  of  war  parted  company,  and 
the  "Ramillies"  was  left  with  a  few  merchantmen  only 
around  her.  Her  crew  were  exerting  themselves  to  the 
utmost  to  save  her.  Some  of  her  guns  and  her  heavy  stores 
were,  during  the  course  of  the  day,  thrown  overboard,  in 
the  hopes  of  easing  her ;  but  she  still  laboured  violently, 
and  the  pumps  could  not  be  cleared.  Two  more  anxious 
days  passed;  and,  in  spite  of  all  their  efforts,  the  leak 
increased,  till  there  were  ten  feet  of  water  in  the  hold. 
The  admiral  now  began  to  despair  of  saving  the  ship. 
Happily  the  gale  had  abated,  so  he  made  a  signal  to 
the  merchantmen,  still  in  his  company,  to  come  down 
to  his  assistance,  and  to  take  on  board  his  crew.  Their 
boats  thickly  surrounded  his  flag-ship,  and  by  four 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  all  the  ship's  company  of  the 
"Ramillies"  were  distributed  among  them.  She  had  by 
this  time  fifteen  feet  of  water  in  her  hold. 
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The  last  sad  act  of  the  drama  was  to  be  performed. 
By  the  directions  of  the  Admiral,  her  commander, 
Captain  Moriarty,  set  her  on  fire  fore  and  aft ;  and  then, 
with  his  boat's  crew,  pulled  on  board  the  merchantman 
prepared  to  receive  him.  In  a  few  minutes  the  fine  old 
ship,  with  a  loud  explosion,  blew  up,  and  the  merchant- 
men she  had  been  convoying  sailed  on  their  way. 

The  fate  of  the  "  Centaur,"  74,  Captain  Inglefield, 

was  still  more  deplorable.     Some  two  weeks  after  the 

gale,  he,  with  eleven  other  persons,  the  sole  survivors  of 

her  crew,  reached  the  harbour  of  Fayal  in  the  "Azores," 

she  with  all  the  remainder   of  her  officers  and  crew 

having  foundered.  The  noble  **  Ville  de  Paris  "  and  the 

"Glorieux"  were  never  again  heard  of,  and  must  both 

have  foundered  at  the  same  time.     Of  all  the  prizes, 

the  "Ardent"  was  the  only  trophy  which  remained  to 

commemorate  the  glorious  victory  of  the  12th  of  ApriL 

On  the  4th  of  October,  the  "  Canada,"  74,  Captain 

Comwallis,  reached  Spithead,  and  brought  accounts  of 

the  hurricane,  and  its  dreadful  effects.     In  vain  those 

who  had  friends  on  board  that  large  fleet  waited  to 

hear  tidings  of  them.      The  Admiral  and  his  scattered 

crew  arrived ;    but   no   other    man-of-war,  of  all   the 

number,  ever  reached  the  shores  of  Old  England. 

After  the  "Hector"  parted  company  from  the  fleet, 
she  continued  on  her  solitary  voyage.  Her  leaky  con- 
dition made  it  necessary  to  keep  her  pumps  constantly 
going,  a  task  which  her  weakened  crew  were  ill  able  to 
perform.  Had  it  not  been  for  Paul  Pringle  and  his 
shipmates  from  the  "  Fame,"  the  greater  number  would 
soon  have  flinched  from  the  work. 

Sam    Smatch,  too,  aided  not  a  little ;  and  his  fiddle 
was  in    constant  requisition  to  keep  up  their  spirits. 
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When  not  engaged  in  playing  for  the  amusement  of 
the  men,  he  employed  himself  in  fiddling  to  littlo  True 
Blue,  whom  Tom  Snell  had  lately  undertaken  to  instruct 
in  dancing  a  hornpipe.  No  more  apt  scholar  was  ever 
found. 

'*  Anybody  would  know  that  he  was  a  true  sailor's 
son,  by  the  way  the  little  chap  handles  his  feet," 
exclaimed  Tom  with  delight,  as  he  and  his  old  ship- 
mates stood  round  with  intense  admiration  depicted  on 
their  countenances,  while  Billy  was  performing  in  public 
for  the  first  time. 

'*  Watch  now  there  his  double  shufiie;  how  he  slips 
his  little  feet  about  just  as  if  they  were  on  ice;  and  hear 
what  a  crack  he  gives  his  fingers.  It  won't  be  long 
before  he'll  take  the  shine  out  of  many  a  big  fellow 
who  fancies  that  he  has'nt  got  an  equal." 

Similar  remarks  of  approbation  continued  to  be 
showered  down  on  Billy,  who  certainly  entered  into  the 
spirit  of  the  dance  with  all  the  zest  that  his  patrons 
could  desire;  while  Sam  Smatch  fiddled  away,  and 
grinned  from  ear  to  ear  with  delight. 

lliey  were  thus  engaged,  when  on  the  afternoon  of 
the  24th  of  September,  a  cry  was  heard  from  the  mast- 
head that  two  sail  were  in  sight.  In  a  short  time,  it 
was  ascertained  that  the  strangers  were  standing  towards 
the  *•  Hector."  Whether,  however,  they  were  friends 
or  foes,  she  was  not  in  a  condition  to  avoid  them.  On  they 
came,  and  towards  evening  it  was  seen  that  they  were 
French  frigates,  of  forty  guns  each.  Captain  Bouchier 
addressed  his  people,  urging  them  to  stand  boldly  to  their 
guns,  and  promising  them  to  fight  the  ship  to  the  last. 

Paul  Pringle  backed  the  Captain  with  all  his  influ- 
ence among  the  men ;  but  his  heart  was  very  sad,  for 
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he  felt  that,  from  the  great  superiority  of  the  enemy, 
they  would  very  likely  come  off  victorious ;  and  if  so, 
little  Billy  True  Blue  might  be  carried  to  France  and 
brought  up  as  a  Frenchman.  Such  an  idea  had  always 
been  a  horror  to  him,  and  the  too  great  probability  that 
it  might  now  be  realized,  made  his  heart  sink  lower 
than  it  had  ever  done  before. 

The  only  alternative  seemed  to  be  that  of  going  down 
with  their  flag  still  flpng;  but  the  safety  of  little  Billy, 
who  would  be  involved  in  the  catastrophe,  made  that 
too  terrible  to  contemplate.  So  Paul  talked  to  Abel, 
and  Tom,  and  Peter,  and  his  other  friends,  and  they 
went  round  among  the  men  and  urged  them  to  stand 
boldly  to  their  guns  j  to  blaze  away  as  fast  as  they 
could,  and  to  try  and  beat  off  the  Frenchmen.  Night 
came  on  before  the  enemy  got  up  to  them,  and  for  some 
time  the  two  frigates  were  seen  hovering  just  beyond 
range  of  their  guns,  as  if  uncertain  whether  or  not  to 
attack  them. 

Of  course,  Billy,  in  spite  of  his  entreaties  to  be 
allowed  to  remain  on  deck,  was  sent  below  with  Sam, 
who  received  the  strictest  charge,  under  no  pretence, 
to  allow  him  to  escape.  An  hour  or  more  passed,  and 
then,  through  the  thick  gloom  of  night,  the  two  strangers 
were  seen  drawing  near.  As  they  ranged  up,  after 
passing  her  quarters,  and  pouring  in  a  heavy  fire,  the 
•*  Hector*'  opened  her  broadsides  in  return.  Now  they 
sailed  by,  and  first  one  and  then  the  other  crossed  her 
bows,  raking  her  as  they  did  so.  Broadside  after 
broadside  was  poured  into  her.  Many  of  her  brave 
crew  were  struck  down,  some  never  to  rise  again.  Still 
Captain  Bouchier,  ably  seconded  by  Captain  O'Brien 
Drury,  who  was  on  his  passage  to  England,  continued 
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to  defend  the  ship,  though,  from  want  of  hands,  a  com- 
plete broadside  could  never  be  fired. 

Still  the  few  strong,  able-bodied  seamen  made  up 
in  actiyity,  in  a  great  measure  for  the  paucity  of 
their  numbers,  and  for  the  weakness  of  the  rest. 
Paul,  Abel,  Tom,  and  Peter,  and  the  rest  literally  flew 
about  the  decks,  and  handled  tlie  guns  21s  if  they  were 
quakers  made  of  wood  and  not  of  heavy  metal. 

The  officers  laboured  like  the  men;  their  example 
encouraged  the  sick  and  wounded,  who  slid  out  of  their 
hammocks  and  seized  tlie  gun  tackles^  hauling  at  them 
with  an  energy  which  no  one  would  have  supposed  they 
possessed.  Even  the  Americans  and  French,  in  tlie 
excitement  of  the  moment,  seemed  to  forget  that  they 
were  helping  their  late  enemies,  and  Ialx)ured  like  the 
rest,  in  spite  of  the  showers  of  shot  which  came 
crashing  in  on  them.  Still  exert  themselves  as  they 
would,  they  knew  that  the  Frenchmen  must  have  been 
aware,  from  their  mode  of  firing,  that  they  were  short 
of  guns,  because  having  approached,  while  it  was  yet 
day,  they  had  seen,  by  her  size,  that  she  was  a  seventy- 
four  gun  ship. 

The  captain  and  master  stood  by  the  helm,  and  fre- 
quently had  to  call  the  men  from  the  guns  to  trim  sails, 
in  order  to  alter  the  position  of  the  ship,  and  to  avoid 
being  raked  by  the  French  frigates,  who  nimble  in  their 
movements,  again  and  again  attempted  to  cross  her 
bows  and  stem.  Frequently  they  succeeded,  and  their 
shot  came  tearing  along  hur  decks,  and  ripping  them 
up  fore  and  afb,  wouiidiug  the  beams  and  knocking 
some  completely  away.  Still  the  British  would  not 
give  in.  Had  there  been  more  men  on  board  the 
"Hector,"    the    slaughter    would     have    been    much 
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greater.     As  it  was,  numbers  were  falling  on  every 
deck. 

At  length  the  discouraging  cry  arose,  that  the  Captain 
was  desperately  wounded.  At  that  moment  his  voice 
was  heard  exclaiming,  loud  above  the  din  of  battle — 
"Never  fear,  my  lads,  my  heart  is  unhurt,  and  that  still 
beats  for  you." 

Just  then,  the  first  lieutenant  was  standing  not  far 
from  Paul  Pringle,  when  a  shot  struck  him  to  the  deck. 
Paul  stooped  to  raise  him. 

"  Let  me  remain  here,  my  lads,"  he  said,  in  a  low 
voice.  "It's  all  over  with  me;  but  stick  to  your  guns. 
Tell  the  men  never  to  give  in." 

These  were  his  last  words ;  for  his  life  was  ebbing 
fast  away.  Now  it  was  known  that  Captain  Drury  had 
taken  command,  and  once  more  the  courage  of  the 
crew,  which  had  begun  to  sink  at  the  loss  of  their  two 
principal  officers,  revived  as  before.  The  Frenchmen 
must  have  been  severe  sufferers  by  the  fire  of  the 
**  Hector,"  and  must  have  felt  the  apparent  hopelessness 
of  compelling  her  to  strike. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  cry  that  the  French  frigates 
were  ranging  up  alongside,  with  the  evident  intention 
of  boarding.  Their  decks  had  been  seen  crowded  with 
men,  and  there  could  be  no  doubt  that  they  had  troops 
on  board. 

"  Boarders,  prepare  to  receive  boarders,"  shouted 
Captain  Drury,  through  his  speaking-trumpet.  Of 
course  the  most  active  and  best  men  had  been  told  off 
for  the  service.  Crash  came  the  two  ships  of  the 
enemy,  one  on  each  quarter.  Paul  Pringle,  with  Abel 
Bush  were  among  the  leading  men  of  the  party,  headed 
by  the   second  lieutenant,  while  several  of  their  old 
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shipmates  were  with  them.  The  instant  the  French- 
men's bows  touched  the  **  Hector's"  sides,  numbers  of 
the  enemy  came  swarming  on  board  on  the  upper  deck 
and  through  the  ports  on  the  main  deck.  Paul  and  Abel 
and  their  companions  rushed  afl,  with  cutlass  in  hand, 
to  repel  the  Frenchmen,  who  were  attacking  on  the  star- 
board side.  Pistols  were  flashing,  bullets  whizzing,  and 
swords  were  clashing ;  while  a  hot  fire  of  musketry  was 
kept  up  f^om  the  enemy's  poops,  and  the  great  guns 
which  could  be  brought  to  bear  were  playing  away  with- 
out cessation.  There  seemed,  indeed,  every  probability 
that  numbers  would  gain  the  day.  Paul  began  to  think 
so  likewise.  Still,  amid  the  desperate  fight,  one  idea 
was  uppermost  in  his  mind.  It  was  about  little  True 
Blue.  It  was  the  dread,  if  the  enemy  gained  the  day,  that 
he  would  be  turned  into  a  little  frog-eating  Frenchman. 

"Remember  our  own  little  True  Blue,  mates,"  he 
shouted.  ''Whatever  we  do,  don't  let  the  Crapeaus 
have  him.  Huzza  for  our  Billy  t  Huzza  for  little  True 
Blue  !"  and  he  and  his  old  shipmates,  making  a  fresh  and 
still  more  desperate  onset  against  the  enemy,  cut  them 
down  right  and  lefl,  and  drove  them  back  with  pro- 
digious slaughter,  some  on  board  the  frigate,  and  some 
into  the  water,  where  many  sank  to  rise  no  more.  Just 
then,  either  from  accident  or  design,  the  frigate  on  that 
side  sheered  off;  but  the  Frenchmen  who  had  attacked 
on  the  larboard  side,  had  already  gained  a  footing  on 
the  "  Hector's"  deck.  Every  inch  of  it  was,  however^ 
being  hotly  disputed ;  and  now  Paul  and  his  companions, 
with  their  newly  invented  battle-cry,  rushed  over  on 
that  side  to  the  assistance  of  their  shipmates.  Their 
coming  turned  the  tide  of  the  fight.  "  Huzza  for  Billy 
True  Blue  !     Huzza  for  our  Billy  1"  shouted  Paul,  and 
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Abel,  and  Tom,  and  Peter.  Step  by  step,  as  they  had 
advanced,  only  at  a  much  greater  speed,  the  Frenchmen 
were  driven  back — though  numbers  never  got  back — 
being  cut  down  as  they  stood;  till  at  last  the  rest,  with 
desperate  springs,  endeavoured  to  regain  their  ship. 
Very  few  accomplished  their  intention ;  but  most  shared 
the  fate  of  their  friends  in  the  other  ship. 

Many,  indeed,  had  no  friendly  plank  to  step  on,  for 
the  frigate  fell  away,  and  left  them  deserted  on  the 
"  Hector's"  decks.  No  one  thought  of  asking  for 
quarter;  and  in  the  heat  of  that  desperate  fight  no 
quarter  was  given.  The  instant  the  ship  was  free  of 
her  opponents,  the  crew  flew  back  to  their  guns  and 
began  to  blaze  away  with  as  much  energy  as  before, 
Now,  the  old  seventy-four's  yards  and  blocks,  and 
rigging,  came  rattling  down  from  alofb;  her  sails  hung 
in  tatters,  and  the  water  rushing  in  told  of  numerous 
shot  holes  between  wind  and  water,  while  scarcely  a 
brace  or  a  sheet  remained  to  enable  her  to  alter  her 
position.  Once  again  the  Frenchmen  ranged  up  along- 
side. Again  the  cry  was  heard  '^  Boarders  repel 
boarders." 

As  before,  two  parties  of  seamen,  and  a  few  of  the 
invalid  soldiers  and  others  rushed  to  repel  them. 
Neither  party  could  tell  how  far  success  was  attending 
the  exertions  of  their  friends.  Paul's  was  very  nearly 
overpowered;  but  again  Billy  True  Blue's  name  was 
shouted  to  the  rescue ;  and  vdth  as  much  slaughter  as 
before,  the  Frenchmen  were  driven  back  to  their  ships. 
On  the  larboard  side,  the  flght  was'  even  more  obstinate ; 
but  British  pluck  gained  the  day,  and  tumbled  most  of 
l^e  Frenchmen  into  the  sea. 
>  Again  the  Frenchmen  drew  ofiT,  and  opened  their 
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broadsides.  Dawn  was  now  breaking,  and  what  a  scene 
of  wreck  and  haToe-— death  and  horrors  of  all  sorts— did 
the  pure  fresh  lig^t  disclose.  Captain  Dnirj  gazed 
with  grief  at  the  state  of  the  ship,  for  he  knew  that  the 
increasing  light  would  exhibit  it  to  the  enemy,  and 
encourage  them  in  persisting  in  the  attack.  Still  he 
resolved  to  make  them  pay  dear  for  their  victory,  if  they 
were  to  gain  it;  and  calling  on  the  half  fainting  crew  to 
persevere  to  the  last,  he  ordered  them  to  pour  their 
broadsides  into  the  enemy,  who  were  just  then  passing 
them  a-beam.  The  men,  with  alacrity,  obeyed,  and 
cheers,  though  often  faint  and  feeble,  from  nearly  dying 
men,  ran  along  the  decks,  and  shewed  the  enemy  that 
the  true  British  courage  of  the  '^  Hector's"  crew,  was  still 
unabated.  Again  another  broadside  was  loaded,  and 
they  were  fn^paring  to  pour  it  in  on  the  enemy,  when 
what  was  their  surprise  to  see  both  the  frigates  make 
all  sail  and  stand  away  to  the  westward.  Some  parting 
shot  and  some  hearty  cheers  were  sent  afler  them ;  and 
then  numbers  of  the  brave  crew  sunk  down  exhausted 
on  the  decks,  slippery  with  the  gore  of  their  shipmates — 
many  of  them  never  to  rise  again. 

Even  Paul  Fringle  began  to  tremble  like  a  child,  and 
could  scarcely  drag  his  legs  afler  him,  as  he  went  below 
to  assure  himself  of  the  safety  of  little  Billy.  Stout- 
hearted as  he  was,  he  could  not  help  shuddering  at  the 
scenes  of  horror  which  met  him  on  every  side ;  at  the 
shattered  condition  of  the  ship,  and  the  shrieks  and 
groans  of  the  wounded,^now  in  the  hands  of  the  surgeonsw 
Many  poor  fellows  lay  about,  too,  apparently  unhurt, 
but  expiring  through  fatigue.  Still,  nothing  stopped 
him  till  he  reached  the  hold. 

The  water  was  finding  its  way  down  there  from  the 
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shot-holes  above,  and  all  was  dark  and  gloomy.  He 
groped  his  way  on,  shouting  out  for  Sam  and  Billy. 
At  length,  little  True  Blue's  voice  was  heard. 

"  Here  I,  Billy ;  but  Sam  no  let  me  come." 

"  Yes,  Billy,  you  go  now — ^you  go  now,"  said  Sam, 
in  reply. 

When  Paid  got  up  to  them,  he  found  by  the  dim 
light  of  the  lantern  which  Sam  had,  that  he  had  made 
the  child  fast  to  a  stancheon,  evidently  for  fear  of  his 
again  running  away,  and  he  was  now  busily  engaged  in 
casting  him  loose. 

As  soon  as  little  Billy  was  free,  he  rushed  up  to  Paul, 
who  took  him  in  his  arms,  and  hugged  him,  and  kissed 
him,  as  a  fond  mother  would  have  done,  while  the  child 
burst  into  tears,  exclaiming— 

"  Billy  80—80  berry  glad  Paul  not  hurt.  How  Abel  ? 
how  Peter  ?  how  Tom  ?" 

"  Not  one  of  them  hit,  my  boy,  I  believe,"  answered 
Paul,  giving  him  another  hug.  "  You  Ve  been  thinking 
on  us,  then,  have  you  ?  and  we  was  thinking  on  you, 
that  we  was,  bless  your  little  heart ;  and  we  made  the 
Frenchmen  know  that  they  should'nt  have  you  as  long 
as  we'd  a  plank  to  £oat  you  on,  and  an  arm  to  strike 
for  you.  And  now  Sam,  just  stump  up  out  of  this,  and 
try  and  get  Billy  some  breakfast.  I  must  go  and  lend 
a  hand  in  getting  the  ship  to  rights." 

There  was  work  enough,  indeed,  to  be  done.  There 
were  the  dead  to  bury,  and  that  sad  duty  was  performed 
with  scant  ceremony ;  there  were  the  wounded  to  be 
carried  below  and  tended ;  the  decks  to  be  washed  down; 
the  shot-holes  to  be  plugged ;  and  the  numberless 
damages  in  the  masts,  spats,  rigging,  and  sails,  to  be 
repaired.      The  latter  was  a  task  which  would  occupy 
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many  hours,  or  rather  days,  before  it  could  be  pro* 
perly  accomplished.  Not  till  the  first  part  of  the 
work  was  finished,  did  those  of  the  ciew,  who  could 
move  about,  take  any  refreshment.  Then,  after  a 
little  sleep  and  a  little  food,  they  again  set  to  work,  and 
laboured  on  till  darkness  prevented  them  from  pursuing 
their  task.  It  was  three  or  four  days  before  the  ship 
was  anything  like  in  order,  or  able  to  cope  with  the 
most  insignificant  foe. 

In  the  action,  one  lieutenant  and  eight  men  had  been 
killed,  and  thirty-two  wounded — their  brave  captain 
among  the  number,  having  lost  his  arm,  and  being 
otherwise  much  injured :  while  from  that  day,  many 
other  poor  fellows  sank  under  their  hardships  and 
privations. 

The  hope  now  of  reaching  England  was  abandoned, 
and  the  ship  bore  up  for  Halifax.  Scarcely,  however, 
was  the  helm  ihifled,  when  a  squall  struck  her,  and  in 
an  instant,  as  if  they  had  been  mere  willow  wands,  the 
already  injured  masts  went  vdth  a  crash  over  the  sides. 
Now,  the  tempest  came  on,  and  roared  louder  and  louder, 
and  the  sea  got  rapidly  up,  and  tossed  the  big  ship  help- 
lessly about,  and  before  the  slightest  sail  could  be  made 
to  keep  lier  before  the  wind,  and  steady  her,  a  sea 
struck  her  rudder  and  carried  it  away. 

Thus,  like  a  log,  she  lay,  tossed  about  by  the  waves. 
The  riven  decks  could  ill  keep  out  the  water  which 
washed  aboard  her,  while  many  of  the  beams  gave  way; 
and  those  of  the  orlop-deck  bent  and  cracked*  till  many 
of  them  fell  into  the  hold.  Nothing  now  seemed  to 
stop  the  entrance  of  the  water.  Paul  and  his  old  com- 
panions exerted  themselves  to  the  utmost.  They  did 
not  like  to  believe  for  a  moment  that  the  ship  would 
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go  down,  and  yet  they  could  not  help  seeing  that  sucli 
a  fate  was  too  likely  to  befall  her.  Furionsly  raged 
the  hurricane.  Higher  and  higher  rose  the  sea;  and 
more  and  more  the  ship  worked  and  the  leaks  increased, 
till  the  entire  hold  was  flooded,  and  casks  and  provisions 
of  all  sorts  were  rolled  helplessly  about;  and  the  bread 
was  spoiled,  and  the  water-casks  were  stove  in,  and 
the  greater  portion  of  the  fresh  water  destroyed. 

"  Paul,  what  is  to  be  done?*'  said  Abel  to  his  friend* 

"  Pump  away,  mates,  and  trust  in  Providence,"  was 
the  answer. 

"  Fresh  hands  to  the  pumps,  ho !"  he  sung  out,  with 
as  cheerful  a  voice  as  he  could  command. 

His  shipmates  followed  his  example,  and  worked 
away  with  fresh  energy;  but  pumping  is  exhausting 
work,  and  dry  work,  too,  and  there  was  scarcely  any 
water  left,  and  but  a  few  casks  of  spirits  could  be  got 
at.  These  were  carried  aft,  and  kept  under  charge  of 
a  sentry.  A  small  quantity  only  was  served  out  at 
intervals  to  each  man,  with  a  little  biscuit;  and  this, 
was  all  the  crew  had  to  sustain  life,  and  enable  them 
to  undergo  the  increasing  exertions  they  were  called  on 
to  make.  Many  of  the  invalids  could  no  longer  exert 
themselves  in  the  slightest  degree,  and  numbers  died 
every  day.  The  surgeons  went  among  the  poor  fellows 
and  did  their  utmost,  but  without  sufficient  or  whole- 
some sustenance,  their  efforts  were  unavailing;  and 
one  of  the  saddest  labours  of  each  morning  was  to 
commit  to  the  deep  those  who  had  perished  during 
the  night. 

At  length  the  gale  ceased ;  and  jury-masts  were 
rigged,  and  the  officers  thought  that  by  getting  a  sail 
thrummed  under  the  ship's  bottom  some  of  the  leaks 
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might  be  stopped.  By  great  exertions  they  got  the 
sail  placed  as  was  intended,  but  it  had  no  effect  what* 
ever;  the  leaks  continued  to  increase,  and  consternation 
and  despair  appeared  on  the  countenances  of  nearly  all. 
Some  poor  fellows  actually  sunk  down  at  the  pumps 
and  died;  others  refused  to  work  at  them  any  longer, 
declaring  that  it  was  utterly  useless  making  the  attempt 
to  keep  the  ship  afloat,  and  the  officers  had  to  use  the 
greatest  exertions  to  persuade  them  to  remain  at  their 
duty. 

**  Come,  come,  mates/'  exclaimed  Paul  Pringle,  when 
he  saw  several  quitting  the  pumps.  "  There's  not  a 
a  man  of  you  but  what  would  be  ready  to  stand  to  his 
guns,  and  die  at  them  gladly;  then  why  not  stand  to 
the  pumps  to  the  last,  and  die  like  true  men  doing  our 
duty.  Hurra  I  lads  ;  who  knows  but  what  we  may 
keep  the  old  ship  afloat  till  help  of  some  sort  comes  to 
us ;  and  never  let  it  be  said  that  we  turned  cowards, 
and  shrunk  from  our  duty." 

Thus  exhorted,  the  greater  number  again  seized  the 
pump-handles  and  buckets,  and  continued  to  work 
away  as  before.  Still  it  was  too  evident  that,  spite  of 
all  their  exertions,  the  leaks  were  gaining  on  them» 
Even  the  most  hopeflil  began  to  despair  that  all  their 
efforts  would  do  more  than  prolong  their  lives.  Some 
few,  indeed,  went  to  their  hammocks,  and,  lashing 
themselves  in,  declared  their  intention  of  remaining 
there,  and  thus  going  down  with  the  ship. 

"  Oh,  shame  on  you/'  cried  Paul  Pringle,  when  he 
saw  some  of  them  doing  this.  **  Do  you  call  yourselves 
British  seamen,  and  yet  afraid  to  face  death  at  your 
quarters?  The  ship  is  still  afloat,  and  may  float  for 
some  hours  longer  for  what  you  can  tell.     Think  o^ 
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your  duty,  lads — think  of  your  duty,  and  never  flinch 
from  it  to  the  last." 

While  Paul  was  saying  this,  however,  his  brave 
heart  was  very  sad.  In  the  cabin  of  the  Captain's 
steward  sat  Sam  Smatch,  holding  little  True  Blue  on 
his  knee.  The  child's  countenance  showed  that  he 
partook  of  the  anxiety  of  all  around,  and,  moreover, 
that  he,  too,  was  suffering  from  the  want  of  proper 
sustenance;  the  colour  had  forsaken  his  cheeks,  and  he 
looked  thin  and  weak.  In  vain  his  friends  had  prayed 
for  him  ;  they  could  find  nothing  but  damaged  biscuit 
and  salt  beef,  uncooked.  Paul  often  thought  of  making 
a  rail ;  but,  out  in  the  Atlantic,  what  would  be  the  use 
of  that.  It  might  only  prolong  the  child's  life  for  a 
few  hours,  and  inflict  on  it  greater  suflerings.  Still  he 
said  nothing  on  the  subject. 

Again  and  again  the  carpenter  sounded  the  well. 
Each  time  his  report  was  more  disheartening.  The 
end  of  September  arrived,  and  there  was  not  a  drop  of 
spirits  or  water  in  the  ship.  Death,  in  another  dreadful 
form,  now  stared  the  seamen  in  the  face.  Each  day  the 
poor  feverish  wretches  cried  out  for  water  to  moisten 
their  lips,  but  none  was  to  be  had.  Many  died  from 
that  want  alone;  others  from  starvation. 

Each  morning  the  horizon  was  anxiously  scanned,  in 
the  hopes  that  some  ship  might  be  in  sight  to  bring 
them  relief.  Even  an  enemy  would  have  been  wel- 
comed, for  their  condition  would  have  excited  the 
compassion  of  their  greatest  foes. 

Daylight,  on  the  drd  of  October,  broke  at  last. 
From  the  report  of  the  carpenter,  the  officers  knew  that 
the  ship  could  not  float  many  hours  longer;  and,  like 
brave  men  and  Christians,  they  prepared  to  meet  that 
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death  which  now  seemed  inevitable.  The  day  drew  on 
— slight  were  the  hopes  that  another  would  ever  dawn 
on  them.  A  few  still  refused  to  give  way  to  despair. 
Paul  Pringle  was  among  the  number,  lie  climbed  to 
the  head  of  the  jury-mast,  to  have  another  look  out. 
In  vain  he  looked — still  he  lingered.  Then  his  eye 
brightened.  *'  A  sail  I  a  sail  !**  he  shouted.  With  the 
most  intense  eagerness,  he  watched  her.  **  She  sees  us  I 
she  sees  usl  she  is  bearing  down  on  us  I"  he  cried,  still 
remaining  at  his  post  to  watch  her. 

In  a  short  time  her  hull  rose  above  the  horizon,  and 
those  on  deck  could  see  her.  Many  burst  into  tears,  and 
some  fell  on  their  knees  on  deck,  and  thanked  heaven 
that  assistance  had  been  sent  them.  Still  their  anxiety 
was  great,  for  even  before  the  stranger  could  get  up  to 
them  the  ship  might  go  down. 

*'  Well,'*  cried  Paul  Pringle,  seizing  little  True  Blue 
and  holding  him  in  his  arms,  *'  if  she  does  1*11  have  a 
swim  for  it,  and  save  the  most  precious  thing  aboard— 
that  I  will.**  Paul  had  got  a  grating  ready,  into  which 
he  was  prepared  to  spring  should  the  catastrophe  occur. 

Still  the  "  Hector"  floated.  The  stranger  proved  to 
be  the  *'  Snow  Hawk,**  a  letter  of  marque,  belonging 
to  Dartmouth,  commanded  by  Captain  John  Hill,  from 
Lisbon,  bound  to  St.  John's,  Newfoundland.  No  sooner 
did  Captain  Hill  come  on  board  and  understand  the 
miserable  condition  of  the  "  Hector,"  than  without 
bargain  or  agreement,  he  at  once  offered  to  render 
every  assistance  in  his  power.  Some  few  of  the 
wounded  were  at  once  removed,  but  darkness  prevented 
the  others  leaving  the  ship.  Ho,  therefore,  remained 
by  them  all  night;  but,  though  the  spirits  of  some 
revived,  it  was  a  night  of  fearful  anxiety  to  many,  who 
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believed  that  at  any  moment  the  ship  might  go  down. 
Paul  was  of  opinion  that  she  would  float,  but  he  never 
let  go  of  Billy,  and  kept  a  sharp  eye  on  his  grating  in 
case  of  accident.  The  next  morning,  as  the  men  were 
told  off  into  the  boats,  only  two  hundred  out  of  the 
three  which  had  left  the  West  Indies  were  found  to 
have  survived.  As  most  of  the  "  Hector's"  boats  were 
damaged,  it  took  a  long  time  to  remove  the  crew^  and 
the  greater  part  of  the  day  had  passed  before  all,  with 
their  wounded  Captain,  were  on  board  the  "  Hawk." 
Scarcely  had  the  last  boat  left  her,  than  the  "  Hector" 
made  one  plunge,  and  went  down  head  first  into  the 
depths  of  the  ocean.  So  crowded  was  the  "  Hawk," 
that  Captan  Hill  threw  overboard  a  considerf^ble  quantity 
of  his  cargo,  to  accommodate  his  passengers.  The  wind 
held  fair,  but  all  hands  were  put  on  a  very  limited 
allowance  of  provisions  and  water.  It  was  a  most 
anxious  hour  to  all.  As  it  was,  the  last  cask  of  water 
was  abroach  on  the  very  day  the  "Hawk"  reached 
St.  John's.  No  man  more  deserved  to  have  his  name 
held  in  remembrance  than  Captain  Hill,  for  his  generous 
and  humane  conduct  on  that  occasion. 

In  time,  Paul  Pringle  and  his  companions,  with  their 
young  charge  and  most  of  the  survivors  of  the  "  Hector's" 
crew,  found  their  way  to  the  shores  of  old  England; 
by  which  time  peace  was  proclaimed,  and  men  began 
to  indulge  in  the  fond  fancy,  that  wars  were  to  cease 
for  ever  on  the  globe. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Old  Friends  grown  older. — Tme  Blue  at  Sea  again. — His  Sliip 

and  his  Shipmates. 

■ 

The  year  1798  had  commenced,  the  French  had  cut  off 
the  head  of  their  King,  set  up  the  Red  Cap  of  Freedom, 
proclaimed  the  age  of  reason,  pronounced  liberty, 
equality,  and  fraternity,  to  be  the  rule  of  the  world ;  and 
to  illustrate  their  meaning  were  preparing  the  guil- 
lotines and  the  cannon  to  destroy  the  noblest,  the 
fairest,  and  best,  in  their  own  land,  and  to  attack  any 
people  who  might  differ  with  them  in  opinion. 

War  had  already  broken  out  with  Great  Britain. 
The  people  of  Old  England  were  girding  their  loins  for 
that  gigantic,  that  great  struggle,  to  prove  so  heaven- 
supported,  so  glorious,  when  nearly  all  the  powers  of 
Europe,  through  their  weakness  or  folly,  were  leagued 
with  those  enemies,  who  strove  to  overwhelm  her. 
Right  noble  was  the  struggle,  and  right  brave  and 
gallant  were  the  soldiers  and  sailors  who  then  fought  for 
the  safety  and  honour  of  their  well  loved  country. 
Busy  preparations  were  going  forward.  All  classes 
were  exerting  themselves  from  the  highest  to  the 
lowest.  •  Ministers  were  planning  and  ordering — sol- 
diers were  drilling — ships  were  fitting  out  in  every 
harbour. 

Grass  did  not  grow  in  the  streets  of  Portsmouth  in 
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those  days.  A  large  party  of  seamen  were  proceeding 
down  the  High-street  of  that  far-famed  naval  port  one 
bright  day  in  summer.  There  came  first  undoubted 
men-of-war's-men  by  their  fearless  bearing  and  inde- 
pendent air,  betokening  a  full  consciousness  of  their 
value.  A  young  and  thorough  sailor  boy,  stout,  broad- 
shouldered,  with  a  fair,  though  already  somewhat 
sim-burnt  complexion,  a  row  of  teeth  capable  of 
grinding  the  hardest  of  biscuit,  and  a  fine  large  joyous 
eye  and  pleasant  mouth,  exhibiting  abundance  of  good 
humour  and  good  nature,  yet  at  the  same  time  firmness 
and  decision. 

The  seamen  stopped,  not  far  from  the  Southsea  Gate, 
oppoflite  a  large  placard,  on  which  it  was  announced 
that  the  dashing,  slashing,  fast-sailing,  thirty-six  gun 
frigate  "  Ruby,^^  was  fitting  for  sea  with  all  possible 
despatch,  and  that  she  had  lately  been  commissioned  by 
a  young  enterprising  commander.  Captain  Garland,  and 
was  in  want  of  first-rate  able  seamen,  as  well  as  other 
hands,  to  whom  no  end  of  fighting,  prize-money,  liberty, 
and  fun  of  every  description  was  promised.  The  offers 
and  promises  thus  liberally  made  were  very  similar  to 
those  put  forth  in  the  same  way  when  other  ships  were 
fitting  out;  and  seamen  had  already  learned  to  look 
more  to  the  character  of  the  ship  and  captain  than  to 
any  other  inducements  held  out  to  them. 

"  That  will  just  suit  us,  Paul,"  said  one  of  the  men, 
afler  they  had  carefully  spelt  over  the  paper,  not  with- 
out some  trouble. 

"I'm  thinking  it  will,  Abel.  But  I  say,  mate,  I 
wonder  if  Captain  Garland  is  the  youngster  we  had 
aboard  the  old  *  Terrible,' "  answered  Paul  Pringle,  for 
he  was  the  person  addressed.     <<  He  was  a  fine  little 
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chap  then.     Can  he  have  grown  into  a  Post  Captain 
already?" 

••Why  just  look  at  our  Billy  True  Blue  here," 
observed  Peter  Ogle,  putting  his  hand  on  the  shoulder 
of  the  lad  who  has  been  described.  '*  See  a  few  years 
has  made  a  great  change  in  him,  from  the  weak  little 
baby  he  was  when  he  was  shipmate  with  the  youngster.** 

The  boy  smiled  as  he  looked  at  his  own  strong  fists 
and  arms,  and  then  glanced  at  the  countenances  of  his 
j&iends. 

"  To  be  sure — to  be  sure,'*  said  Paul  Pringle.  •*  He 
was  a  fine  true  hearted  boy,  and  there's  no  doubt  he*ll 
prove  a  brave,  dashing,  and  a  good  captain.  Let's  hear 
what  Tom  Snell,  Marline,  and  the  rest,  say  to  the 
matter.** 

Tliey  waited  till  the  other  seamen  came  up.  With 
the  latter  was  a  one-legged  black  man,  with  a  fiddle- 
case  under  his  arm.  He  was  no  other  than  Sam 
Smatch,  who  had,  ever  since  the  last  war,  followed  the 
fortunes  of  Paul  Pringle,  and  his  old  shipmates.  The 
whole  party  were  now  grouped  together  before  the 
placard,  with  Billy  True  Blue  in  the  centre.  They 
were  not  lefb  long  to  consult  together  without  interrup- 
tion, for  the  placard  served  the  purpose  for  which  a  bait 
is  hung  up  in  a  wood,  or  placed  at  the  bottom  of  a  pit, 
while  the  hunter  stands  by  to  watch  for  the  appearance 
of  the  animals  it  may  attract.  In  this  case,  the  first 
lieutenant  of  the  *'  Kuby'*  was  acting  the  part  of  the 
hunter.  He  had  taken  a  survey  of  the  men  from  a 
shop- window,  and  speedily  made  his  appearance  on  the 
spot.  They  knew  him  by  the  single  simple  epaulette 
on  his  shoulder.  He  addressed  them  at  once  in  a  free, 
hearty  tone. 
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"  Well,  my  lads,  you  see  what's  wanted,"  said  he. 
"  If  you  wish  to  serve  under  one  of  the  smartest, 
bravest  officers  in  the  navy,  you  will  join  the 
**  Ruby."  We  want  some  prime  hands  like  most  of  you. 
Gome^  which  of  you  will  join — say  the  word  and  stick 
to  it." 

"  Why,  sir,  d'  ye  see,  we  all  goes  together,  or  we 
does^nt  go  at  all,"  said  Paul  Pringle,  stepping  forward. 
•*  WeVe  been  shipmates  off  and  on  for  many  years,  and 
we  wish  to  be  so  till  we  lays  up  in  ordinary  again." 

"  I  may,  perhaps,  be  able  to  arrange  that  matter,", 
answered  the  lieutenant,  not  liking  to  shew  all  the 
satisfaction  he  felt,  or  to  yield  too  soon  to  the  demands 
the  men  might  make.  "  But  that  boy,  now  ?  Perhaps 
we  may  have  boys  enough  on  board  already.  I  suppose 
you  don't  wish  to  take  him  to  sea  ?" 

"Not  him,  sir!  If  he  doesn't  go,  none  on  us  goes," 
answered  Paul  briskly. 

•*  None  on  us,"  said  Abel. 

**  None  on  us,"  said  Peter. 

"  None  on  us,"  echoed  all  the  other  godfathers. 

"  He  is  your  son  I  conclude,  my  man?"  said  the 
lieutenant,  addressing  Paul. 

"  No,  sir,  not  mine  more  than  Abel  Bush's,  or  Peter 
Ogle's,  or  any  of  them  astern  there,"  answered  Paul. 
"  No,  sir,  he  belongs  to  us  all,  d'ye  see,  sir?  He's  the 
son  of  an  old  shipmate,  sir,  killed  out  in  the  West 
Ingies,  fighting  with  Lord  Rodney ;  and  his  mother  was 
an  old  shipmate,  too;  and  so  the  boy  was  left  to  the 
ship's  company,  and  they  chose  us  to  look  afler  him — 
and  we  have  looked  afler  him,  and  we  intend  to  look 
after  him;  and  we  loves  him  just  as  if  he  was  a  son, 
and  more  nor  some  fathers  do  their  sons,  and  that's 
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the  truth  on't,  sir;  and  so  we  all  intends  to  ship  Mrith 
him,  that  we  may  have  him  among  us,  that 's  it,  sir." 

**  That's  it,  sir/*  repeated  Abel. 

*'  That's  it,  sir/*  said  Peter. 

"  That's  it,  sir,"  echoed  the  rest,  to  shew  that  thej 
were  all  decidedly  of  one  mind. 

"  Well  if  you  all  like  to  join  provisionally,  I  will 
see  what  the  Captain  will  consent  to  do/'  answered  the 
lieutenant. 

Now  as  none  of  the  party  had  the  slightest  idea  of  what 
joining  provisionally  meant,  they  were  very  much  in- 
clined to  declare  off  altogether;  when  just  then,  a  young 
active  man,  with  an  extremely  pleasant  expression  of 
countenance,  in  the  full-dress  uniform  of  a  post-captain^ 
was  seen  coiming  up  the  High-street.  He  stopped 
when  he  got  up  to  the  group  of  seamen. 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Brine,  are  any  of  these  men  going  to 
join  us?"  he  asked,  glancing  his  keen  eyes  over  them. 
His  countenance  brightened  when  he  saw  Paul  Pringle. 

'*  Why,  I  believe  I  see  an  old  shipmate  whom  I  have 
not  met  for  many  a  year;  and  not  one  only,  two  or 
three  more  of  you  I  remember  clearly.  Am  I  not 
right  ?"  said  he.  *^  We  served  together  in  the  old 
"  Terrible/'  and  afterwards  in  the  "Fame." 

'^  I  thought  so,  sir,"  exclaimed  Paul  with  a  cheerful 
voice.  "  I  remember  you  now,  sir,  that  I  do,  though  I 
shouldn't  if  you  hadn't  told  me  where  we'd  been  toge- 
ther. May  be,  sir,  you  remember  a  little  baby  you 
used  to  be  kind  to,  born  aboard  the  ship.  There 
he  is,  sir." 

**  What,  Billy  True  Blue!  Of  course  I  do/'  answered 
the  Captain  in  pleasant  tone.  *^  Come  here,  my  lad ; 
and  you  still  follow  the  sea,  do  you?  You  began  pretty 
early." 


d 


128  TRUE  BLUE. 

"  There's  no  other  calling,  to  my  mind,  a  man  Would 
wish  to  follow,  sir,*'  answered  True  Blue  in  a  tone 
which  betrayed  no  small  contempt  for  the  unfortunate 
people  who  had  to  live  on  shore. 

"  AH  right,  my  men,  said  Captain  Garland;  "  if  you 
haven't  got  a  ship,  I  shall  be  very  glad  if  you  will  join 
the  *Ruby.'  I  do  not  believe  that  there  are  many 
frigates  in  the  service  will  beat  her  in  any  way;  and  I 
promise  you  it  will  not  be  my  fault  if  she  isn't  a  happy 
ship." 

•*  Just  one  word,  sir,  with  the  rest  and  we'll  tell 
you,"  said  Paul. 

"As  many  as  you  like,"  said  the  Captain;  and  he 
and  his  lieutenant  stepped  aside. 

Scarcely  a  minute  had  passed  before  Paul  Pringlo 
came  up  tb  him. 

"  We'll  all  join  you,  sir,  Billy  and  all,"  said  he; 
"and  I  suppose,  sir,  you'll  not  object  to  take  Sam 
Smatch  in?  He  always  goes  with  us ;  and  though 
he's  not  wanted  to  nurse  Billy  now,  there  isn't  a  better 
hand  with  his  fiddle  to  be  found  anywhere.  He  might 
get  a  good  living  on  shore,  that  he  might,  sir,  but  he'd 
rather  stick  by  us  as  he's  always  done,  in  spite  of  all 
the  ups  and  downs  of  a  life  at  sea,  sir." 

"  Sam  Smatch?  Of  course  we'll  have  him,"  said 
the  Captain,  not  trying  to  conceal  how  highly  he  was 
pleased  at  getting  so  fine  a  haul  of  good  men  at  one 
time  for  his  ship.  "  And  now  I  wish  you  to  accompany 
Mr.  Brine  on  board  at  once,  and  enter.  When  it's 
known  that  we  have  a  fair  number  of  good  men,  others 
will  join;  and  the  faster  we  man  the  ship  the  sooner 
we  shall  get  to  sea  and  be  at  the  enemy." 

**  Aye,  that's  it,  sir,"  exclaimed  Paul.     "We'll  go 
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on  board  at  once ;  and  I  '11  make  bold  to  say  that  it 
won't  be  long  before  the  frigate  has  her  fiill  com- 
plement." 

A  little  more  conversation  passed.  Paul  and  his 
companions  went  on  board  and  entered ;  and  Mr.  Brine, 
soon  convinced  that  they  might  be  trusted  on  shore, 
allowed  them  to  go.  They  employed  their  time  so  well 
in  singing  the  praises  of  their  new  Captain,  that  in  a 
week  or  two  the  **  Ruby  "  was  fully  manned.  In  those 
days  the  crew  themselves  were  chiefly  employed  in  fitting 
the  ship  for  sea,  and  as  they  all  worked  with  a  will,  in  a 
very  short  time  longer  she  had  all  her  stores  and  provi- 
sions on  board,  and  was  ready  to  go  out  to  Spithead.  The 
remainder  of  the  officers  had  joined ;  Blue  Peter  was 
hoisted,  and,  with  a  fair  breeze,  she  stood  out  of  Ports- 
mouth harbour.  In  two  days  more,  her  powder  was  on 
board,  and,  under  all  sail,  she  was  running  out  at  the 
Needle  passage. 

The  frigate  was  on  the  home  station;  but  there  was 
plenty  of  work  for  her.  The  enemy's  cruisers  were 
very  active ;  and  they  had  some  fine  fast  frigates, 
which  committed  a  great  deal  of  mischief  among  the 
merchant  shipping,  and  carried  off  numbers  of  prizes. 

Captain  Garland  determined  to  capture  one  or  more 
of  these  if  he  could,  without  delay.  His  ship  soon 
showed  her  fast- sailing  qualities,  by  capturing  a  number 
of  small  fry,  in  the  shape  of  French  coasters,  "  chasse" 
marees"  and  two  or  three  larger  merchantmen,  which 
were  sent  into  either  Plymouth  or  Portsmouth  to  be 
disposed  of.  This  sort  of  work,  however,  did  not 
satisfy  the  wishes  of  either  the  Captain  or  his  officers 
or  crew.  Among  those  most  eager  for  the  fight,  was 
Billy  True  Blue  Freeborn.    That  was  the  way  in  which 
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his  name  bad  been  entered  in  tbe  ship's  books.  He 
recollected  clearly  what  a  battle  was,  though  he  had  not 
been  engaged  in  one  since  that  fierce  engagement  when 
he  lost  his  friend  and  chief,  Capt^n  Penrose. 

Since  then,  he  had  been  for  the  greater  part  of  the 
time  at  sea,  partly  on  board  a  man-of-war,  but  mostly 
in  merchantmen  and  coasters,  where  Paul  Pringle 
took  him,  that,  as  he  said,  he  might  not  be  afraid  of 
rocks  and  shoals,  or  the  look  of  a  lee -shore  in  a  gale  of 
wind.  Out  of  all  that  time  he  had  only  remained  three 
years  on  shore,  as  his  kind  guardian  remarked,  '^  to  get 
his  edication,  and  to  lam  manners." 

As  to  his  education,  that  was  not  very  elaborate ;  he 
could  read  fiuently,  and  write,  and  sum,  and  had  a  fair 
notion  of  the  relative  position  of  the  different  countries 
on  the  surface  of  the  globe,  and  of  certain  changes  and 
events  which  have  taken  place  among  the  races  of  man 
inhabiting  it;  and  that  is  more  than  could  be  said  in 
favour  of  many  of  the  young  gentlemen  on  the  quarter- 
deck. 

As  to  his  manners,  they  were  open  and  hearty,  with- 
out the  slightest  approach  to  bashfulness,  while  he  was 
anything  but  forward.  He  seemed  precisely  to  know 
his  own  position,  to  be  perfectly  contented  with  it,  and 
to  be  on  good  terms  with  everybody  above  and  around 
him,  to  look  upon  a  seaman  as  one  of  the  chief  lords  of 
creation,  and  to  have  a  kind,  compassionate  feeling  for 
all  landsmen. 

Paul  Pringle  used  to  boast  among  his  friends,  that 
Billy  True  Blue  was  already  a  perfect  seaman;  and 
that  he  would  sooner  trust  him  at  the  helm  on  a  squally 
night,  or  on  the  look-out  forward  on  a  dark  one,  than 
he  would  most  men  twice  his  age ;  but  he  took  care 
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never  to  say  this  in  True  Blue's  own  hearing,  lest,  as 
he  observed,  '*  the  lad  should  larn  to  think  too  much  of 
hisself." 

True  Blue  had  not  been  long  on  board  the  "  Ruby," 
before  he  became  a  favourite  with  most  of  his  new 
shipmates.  Had  he  not  had  watchful  guardians  about 
him,  he  would  soon  have  been  spoilt  by  them.  To  see 
him  now  dance  the  hornpipe,  while  Sam  Smatch  played 
his  old  fiddle,  was,  as  his  admirers  declared,  '*  indeed  a 
pleasure  not  to  be  met  with  any  day  in  the  week,  except 
on  board  the  *•  Ruby.**  How  he  could  shuffle,  and 
spring,  and  whirl,  and  whisk,  and  snap  his  fingers. 
He  looked  as  if  he  was  made  of  India  rubber,  filled 
with  quicksilver.  And  then  he  had  a  very  good  voice 
and  u  fair  notion  of  singing,  and  right  merrily  he 
could  trill  forth  some  of  those  stirring  sea-songs,  which 
have  animated  the  gallant  tars  of  Old  England  to  per- 
form deeds  of  the  greatest  heroism,  and  have  served  to 
beguile  and  soothe  many  an  hour  of  their  existence  on 
the  ocean,  far  away  from  home  and  all  its  soflening 
infiuences. 

There  were  several  other  boys  on  board  the  frigate, 
among  whom,  naturally,  True  Blue  took  the  lead.  He 
was  kind  and  good-natured  to  all  of  them.  If  they 
quarrelled  with  him,  as  some  would,  in  spite  of  his 
forbearance,  and  would  insist  in  having  it  out  with  him 
in  a  fight  with  fists,  he  generally  managed  to  make  them 
very  cautious  about  trying  the  same  experiment  again. 

There  was  one  big  fellow,  Gregory  Gipples  by  name, 
who  set  himself  up  as  a  sort  of  leader  among  the  other 
boys  as  soon  as  he  came  on  board,  though  he  had  never 
before  been  at  sea.  He  was  a  big  hulking  fellow ;  and  as 
he  had  a  certain  amount  of  cleverness  about  him,  he  tried 
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to  make  it  appear  that  he  knew  a  great  deal  more  about 
things  than  he  really  did.  True  Blue  instinctively  dig- 
covered  that  he  was  a  braggadocio,  and  inclined  to  be  a 
bully,  though  he  might  not  thus  exactly  have  described 
him,  had  he  been  asked  to  give  his  character. 

Gregory  Gipples  had  been  brought  up  in  London. 
His  father  was  a  costermonger,  and  he  himself  was 
learned  in  all  the  ways  of  the  erratic  class  to  which  his 
piirent  belonged.  It  was  not  from  any  especial  notions 
of  morality  he  possessed,  that  he  was  not  a  pick-pocket, 
or  a  thief  on  a  larger  scale.  He  had  in  the  first  place 
been  amply  supplied  with  food,  and,  in  the  second,  both 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gipples  had  inspired  his  mind  with  a 
very  wholesome  fear  of  prison  discipline. 

"  You  knows,  Gregory,  if  you  prigs  what  isn't  youm^ 
you'll  be  sent  to  prison  sure,"  was  about  the  highest 
motive  his  enlightened  parents  could  offer  for  virtuous 
conduct.  This  counsel  would,  probably,  not  long  have 
had  much  effect,  had  not  he  seen  several  of  his  asso- 
ciates carried  off  by  the  officers  of  the  law,  and  who, 
when  they  returned  once  more  to  the  endearments  of 
the  social  circle,  had  assured  him  that  their  incarcera- 
tion had  been  anything  but  pleasant,  although  they  had 
learned  a  thing  or  two,  about  which  they  undertook  to 
instruct  him. 

At  length,  his  affectionate  parents,  discovering  that 
he  was  likely  to  outstrip  even  his  companions  in  crime, 
and  to  bring  them  into  disgrace,  bethought  them  that 
it  would  be  well  to  send  him  from  beneath  the  parental 
roof,  and  so  strenuously  did  they  exert  themselves  that 
they  got  him  shipped  on  board  a  receiving  hulk  at  the 
Tower,  whence  he,  with  many  other  lads,  a  few  good 
and  many  bad  and  indifferent,  was  transferred  to  the 
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various  ships  fitting  out,  he,  with  a  few  others,  being 
sent  on  board  the  "  Ruby." 

Another  boy,  who  came  from  the  same  receiving 
ship,  was  of  totally  different  character.  At  first  sight, 
so  delicate  did  he  look,  that  it  seemed  surprising  that 
little  Harry  Hartland  had  been  allowed  to  come  to  sea 
at  all.  But  boys  were  wanted,  and  the  officers  who  had 
to  pass  them  were  not  very  particular;  besides,  on 
further  examination,  Harry  was  stronger  than  he  looked, 
and  the  bright  expression  of  his  countenance  shewed 
that  he  would  probably  make  up  by  intelligence  what 
he  lacked  in  physical  power.  He  had  also  been  care- 
fully and  religiously  educated,  and  his  habits  were  very 
refined  compared  to  those  of  most  of  the  other  boys.  They 
soon  learned  to  call  him  "  Gentleman  Harry,"  though 
he  did  not  seem  pleased  with  the  appellation.  He  was 
very  silent  as  to  his  own  early  history.  He  said  that  his 
mother  was  a  widow,  and  that  he  did  not  remember  his 
father.  He  knew  that  she  would  not  have  the  means 
of  supporting  him,  so  he  wished  to  come  to  sea,  and 
with  the  help  of  a  friend  of  his  own,  he  had,  after  much 
exertion,  accomplished  his  object. 

"  You  could'nt  have  done  better,  that  you  could'nt, 
Harry,"  exclaimed  True  Blue,  to  whom  he  had  confided 
thus  much  of  his  early  history.  "  I  would'nt  have  to 
go  and  live  in  smoky  cities,  or  to  ride  along  dirty  roads, 
or  to  have  to  look  only  at  sheep,  or  cows,  or  horses,  not 
to  be  the  greatest  lord  in  the  land.  I  have  never  been 
much  on  shore,  and  may  be  have'nt  seen  the  most 
beautiful  parts  of  it;  but  I  was  heartily  glad  to  get 
afloat  again.  There  you  are  on  shore  stuck  in  the  same 
place  day  after  day.  What  does  it  matter  whether  it's 
a  calm  or  a  gale,  it  does'nt  make  you  go  faster  or  slower. 
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And  if  you  want  to  go  away,  then  you  have  to  get  on 
the  outside  of  a  coach,  and  be  covered  from  truck  to 
kelson  with  dust,  and  a  precious  good  chance  of  a 
capsize,  and  getting  your  neck  broke.  Now,  when  I 
was  living  ashore  with  Paul  Pringle's  mother  and 
people,  there  sprung  up  one  night  a  gale  of  wind  which 
blew  down  the  church-steeple;  I  don't  know  how  many 
big  tall  trees ;  and  sent  a  large  part  of  the  thatched 
roof  off  the  cottage,  besides  scattering  the  tiles  of  the 
houses  right  and  lefl,  and  toppling  down  numbers  of 
chimney  pots.  There  were  half  a  dozen  people  killed, 
I  heard  that  night,  and  ever  so  many  hurt." 

True  Blue  spoke  with  all  earnestness  and  sincerity, 
his  firm  opinion  of  what  he  believed  to  be  the  true 
state  of  the  case. 

Harry  smiled. 

"  It  is  lucky  that  you  think  so,  and  that  I  am  quite 
ready  to  agree  that  a  sailor's  life  is  one  of  the  best  to 
choose,  seeing  that  we  shall  have  to  spend  the  best  part 
of  ours  afloat,"  he  answered.  '*  But  what  I  hold  is,  that 
we  should *nt  think  meanly  of  those  who  have  to  live 
always  on  shore.'' 

"  I  don't  know  as  to  that,  Harry,"  said  Billy,  quickly. 
"We  should'nt  think  ill  of  them,  I'll  allow;  but  who 
can  help  pitying  them  ?     That's  all  I  say." 

The  conversation  of  the  two  boys  was  interrupted  by 
an  order  which  True  Blue  received  to  go  aloft,  and  take 
a  look-out  round  the  horizon.  This  was  a  post  of 
honour  to  which  he  had  been  especially  appointed  on 
account  of  the  sharpness  of  his  vision,  and  the  accuracy 
with  which  he  noted,  and  could  describe  the  various 
sail  which  might  be  in  sight.  Paul  Pringle  watched 
bim  with  pride.     Up — up — up  he  went.     The  topmast 
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shrouds  were  reached;  top-gaUant  mast-head;  the 
royal  mast  was  swarmed  up,  and  then  he  stood  on  the 
main  truck,  holding  on  by  the  staff  of  the  vane,  no 
longer  the  little  child,  the  pet  of  the  ship's  company, 
but  a  thorough,  fearless,  young  seamau,  not  the  less, 
however,  the  darling  of  the  crew. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

The  Prigate  in  Action. — True  Blue's  First  Shot.— A  desperate 
Encounter.  —  True  Blue  made  Prisoner. — Hurra  for  old 
England. — ^Victory  I  Victory  ! 

Day  had  just  broken  on  the  world  of  waters.  It  was  at 
that  time  of  the  year  when  there  is  but  little  night. 
The  water  was  smooth — the  air  soft  and  balmy. 
Gradually  the  grey  dawn  warmed  up  as  the  approaching 
sun  cast  some  ruddy  streaks  in  the  eastern  sky.  It 
was  True  Blue's  watch  on  deck,  and  he  was  at  his  post 
on  the  truck  at  the  maintop-gallant  mast.  He  stood 
there  enjoying  somewhat  of  the  delightful  sensations  of 
the  joyous  skylark,  as  it  soars  upwards,  full  of  song,  in 
its  morning  flight  towards  heaven;  he  envied  neither 
potentates  nor  peers  their  crowns  or  titles,  their  wealth 
or  their  honours.  **  Ah  who  on  shore  now  can  breathe 
such  air  as  this  I  Who  from  a  lofty  post  watch  the 
glorious  sun  rise  out  of  his  ocean  bed,"  Be  thought  to 
himself,  though  he  did  not  exactly  express  his  ideas  in 
these  words. 

By  slow  degrees  the  rich  glow  increased.  He  turned 
his  head  round  to  every  point  of  the  compass.  The 
Start  Point  was  just  in  sight,  bearing  about  east  by 
north,  distant  five  or  six  leagues.  When  his  eye  came 
to  the  south-east  it  rested  there  steadily  for  a  moment, 
and  then  putting  his  hand  to  his  mouth  he  shouted — 
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"  Sail  Ho  !"  with  a  prolonged  cadence,  pointing  in  the 
direction  where  he  saw  her.  The  officer  of  the  watch 
hailed  to  know  what  she  was.  '*  A  full-rigged  ship, 
sir,"  was  his  unhesitating  reply,  although  even  from 
where  he  stood,  her  top-gallant  sails  alone  could  be 
seen,  and  to  a  landsman's  eye,  nothing  distinguishable 
would  have  been  visible. 

The  captain  soon  came  on  deck.  True  Blue  kept  his 
glance  on  the  stranger,  that  he  might  note  immediately 
any  change  in  her  course.  She  was  standing  across 
the  channel,  and  drawing  nearer. 

''  I  trust  that  she  is  one  of  the  frigates  of  which  we 
are  in  search,  Mr.  Brine,"  said  the  Captain.  "  We  '11 
soon  learn.     Make  sail  on  the  ship." 

"Aye,  aye,  sir,"  said  the  first  lieutenant,  with 
alacrity.     *'  All  hands  make  sail.*' 

"All  hands  make  sail,"  shouted  the  boatswain, 
putting  his  silver  call  to  his  mouth,  and  sounding  a 
shrill  whistle.  "  All  hands  make  sail — rouse  up  there, 
rouse  up— an  enemy  in  sight,  boys." 

The  men  sprung  from  their  hammocks,  and  shaking 
themselves  rapidly  into  their  clothes,  were,  in  another 
instant,  on  deck.  Every  inch  of  canvass  the  frigate 
could  carry  was  soon  got  on  her,  and  she  bore  up  in 
chase. 

Another  order  quickly  followed.  It  was— "Cle^r 
ship  for  action." 

Never  was  an  order  obeyed  with  more  alacrity.  The 
stranger  appeared  also  to  be  standing  under  a  press  of 
sail,  and  steering  to  the  southward  of  east. 

"  She  wishes  to  escape  us  altogether,  or  is  not  quite 
ready  for  action,"  observed  the  Captain  to  Mr.  Brine. 

"  She  seems  to  be  putting  her  best  foot  foremost,  at 
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all  events/'  answered  the  first  lieutenant,  taking  a  look 
at  the  stranger  through  his  glass,  for  she  could  now  be 
seen  clearly  from  the  deck.  "  She  looks  like  a  frigate 
of  much  about  our  size;  and  I  have  little  doubt,  by  the 
cut  of  her  sails,  she  is  French." 

''  I  have  great  hopes  that  she  is,  and  more,  that  she 
is  one  of  the  very  frigates  we  have  been  on  the  look-out 
for,"  said  the  Captain.  "  What  do  you  think,  master  ?" 
he  added,  turning  to  that  officer,  Mr.  Handlead,  who 
stood  near. 

Mr.  Handlead  was  one  of  the  old  school,  though  not 
so  very  old,  in  those  days,  who  hated  and  despised  the 
French  like  poison,  and  never  could  believe  any  good 
thing  of  them. 

"  A  Johnny  Crapeau,  sir,"  he  answered  quickly. 
"There's  no  doubt  about  it;  and  to  my  mind  the 
villain  is  making  all  sail  to  be  off,  because  he  doesn't 
like  the  look  of  us.  If  we  get  alongside  of  him,  and 
the  *  Ruby's*  heels  are,  I  hope,  as  fast  as  his,  we'll 
treat  him  in  a  way  that  he  won't  like  the  taste  of  us 
either." 

"  I  trust  that  we  shall  overtake  her,  and  take  her 
too,  master,"  said  Captain  Garland.  "  I  think  that  we 
are  already  gaining  on  her.  The  frigate  slips  well 
through  the  water." 

The  crew  on  the  forecastle  were  carrying  on  a  con- 
versation much  in  the  same  style.  "  Bless  her  heart 
she  is  walking  along  at  a  good  rate,''  observed  Abel 
Bush,  as  he  looked  over  the  bows.  "  The  old  girl 's  as 
pretty  a  pair  of  heels  of  her  own  as  you'd  wish  to  see." 

"  The  faster  she  goes  the  better,"  answered  Peter 
Ogle.  "  I  never  does  feel  comfortable  like,  when  one 
of  those  Mounseers  is  in  sight,  till  I  gets  up  alongside 
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him,  and  overhauls  him  one  way  or  the  other.  You 
mind  how  they  used  to  give  us  the  slip  in  the  West 
Ingies.  They'll  be  trying  on  the  same  game  now, 
depend  on  *t." 

'^  But  when  they  do  begin  they  don't  fight  badly, 
you'll  allow,"  observed  Paul  Pringle,  who  was  less 
prejudiced  than  his  companions. 

"  May  be;  but  while  they  can  lift  their  heels  they'll 
run/'  stoutly  maintained  Abel. 

In  this  instance,  the  Frenchman  seemed  determined 
to  contradict  his  assertion;  for  at  that  moment  the 
stranger  was  seen  to  haul  up  his  fore-sail,  while  the  top- 
gallant-sails were  lowered  on  the  caps,  where  they 
hung  swelling  out  and  fluttering  in  the  breeze ;  at  the 
same  time,  the  flag  of  Republican  France  was  run  up 
at  the  peak,  and  a  shot  of  defiance  was  fired  from  one 
of  her  after-guns. 

The  British  seamen,  led  by  Paul  Pringle,  replied  to 
it  with  a  hearty  cheer,  which  though  it  could  not  reach 
the  Frenchmen's  ears,  served  to  warm  up  their  own 
hearts  for  the  fight.  Although  the  crew  had  not  served 
long  together,  each  man  knew  his  proper  station ;  and 
there  each  man  now  stood  bold  and  fearless,  prepared 
for  the  bloody  contest. 

Captain  Garland,  with  Mr.  Brine  near  him,  walked 
the  quarter-deck,  with  telescope  in  hand,  watching 
each  movement  of  the  enemy.  The  marines,  com* 
manded  by  their  lieutenant,  stood  drawn  up  with  mus* 
kets,  ready  to  open  fire  as  soon  as  they  could  get  within 
range.  Added  to  them,  were  a  party  of  small-armed 
men,  prepared  for  the  same  object,  or  ready  to  board 
if  required ;  while  another  were  stationed  there  to  fight 
the  quarter-deck  guns,  or  to  attend  the  braces.     Here, 
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also,  were  gronped  the  mates  and  midsbipmen,  not 
wanted  ebewhere,  ready  to  be  despatched  on  any  duty 
which  might  be  required  of  them.  On  the  main-deck, 
the  crew  of  each  gun,  with  handkerchiefs  round  their 
heads,  and  often  stripped  to  the  waist,  clustered  round 
it,  the  locks  fixed  in  readiness,  and  the  lanyards  coiled 
around  them,  the  tackles  laid  along  the  decks,  and  the 
captains  with  their  priming-boxes  buckled  on,  and  the 
oflSicers  with  their  drawn  swords  standing  by  their 
proper  divisions;  while  in  long  rows  were  the  round- 
shot  and  wads,  with  grape  and  canister;  and  at  intervals 
sat  the  ship's  boys — powder-monkeys  they  are  often 
called — each  on  his  proper  tub  full  of  powder,  whicb 
he  had  brought  up  from  the  magazine  below.  Here  in 
the  depths  of  the  ship  was  the  gunner,  the  presiding 
genius  of  destruction,  ready  to  serve  out  the  further 
supply  of  powder  which  might  be  required,  as  the  boys 
came  tripping  down  nimbly  to  receive  it,  with  no  more 
concern  than  if  they  had  had  to  carry  up  baskets  of 
flour  or  of  corn.  The  carpenter  was  also  below.  He 
and  his  mates  were  preparing  shot-plugs,  with  tallow 
and  oakum,  and  were  placing  them  in  readiness  in  the 
wings,  to  stop  any  holes  which  the  enemy's  round-shot 
might  make  in  the  ship's  side ;  while  he  was  prepared 
to  sound  the  well  occasionally,  and  to  make  his  report 
as  to  the  depth  of  water  in  the  hold.  The  other  war- 
rant-officer, the  second  in  rank,  the  boatswain,  stood  on 
the  forecastle  with  his  mates,  having  especially  to  look 
afler  the  masts  and  sparsj  and  to  repair  immediately,  if 
possible,  any  material  damage.  The  purser  and  Captain  s 
clerks  were  mostly  on  the  quarter-deck,  and  though 
not  fighting  ofiicers,  ready  and  willing  enough  to  fight 
like  the    rest;    while,   lastly,   the    surgeon    and    his 
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assistants  were  in  the  cock-pit,  with  the  tables  prepared, 
and  the  various  implements  required  by  them  spread 
out,  saws,  tourniquets,  knives,  basins  and  sponges,  as 
well  as  restoratives  of  different  kinds,  to  repair  the 
damage,  and  to  soothe  or  alleviate  the  pain,  which 
the  chances  of  oruel  war  might  inflict  on  frail 
humanity. 

Little,  however,  did  the  brave  fellows  on  deck  allow 
their  minds  to  rest  on  the  preparations  made  for  them 
below,  or  consider  how  certainly  and  soon  they  would 
be  required  for  some  of  them,  while  for  many  all  human 
aid  would  be  useless.  The  officers  looked  stern  and 
grave;  the  seamen  looked  grim;  but  the  boys  sat 
composedly  and  quiet  on  their  tubs,  with  their  young 
countenances  scarcely  betraying  any  emotion.  Yet 
alas!  the  rough  instruments  of  war  were  as  likely  to 
strike  them  as  the  oldest  seaman  on  lx)ard. 

True  Blue  sat  on  his  tub,  with  Hany  llartland  next 
to  him,  and  the  big  Gipples  on  the  otlier  side  of 
Harry.  They  were  stationed  on  the  upper-deck. 
True  Blue  was  wishing  that  he  was  bigger,  that  he 
might  be  serving  the  guns,  or  might  be  standing  with 
Abel  Bush  and  other  friends,  who,  with  pistols  in  their 
belts  and  cutlasses  at  their  sides,  were  collected  ready 
to  board  the  enemy,  or  to  repel  boarders,  should  their 
opponents  make  the  attempt. 

Big  Gipples  was  in  no  way  liking  the  look  of  things; 
and  only  the  conviction  that  he  should  be  sent  up 
again  with  a  rope's-end,  prevented  him  jumping  ofF  his 
tub  and  running  down  to  stow  himself  away  in  the 
hold.  The  other  boys,  though  not  aware  of  the  excess 
of  his  terror,  maliciously  wished  to  fVighten  him,  in 
retaliation  for  his  bullying. 
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"  Who's  likely  to  be  best  off  now?*'  began  Tim  Fid, 
one  of  the  smallest  of  the  set,  speaking  across  Gipples 
to  Harry;  "  we  little  chaps  or  the  big  ones,  when  the 
lound-shot  comes  bowling  about  us?  They  'd  just  as 
soon  take  a  big  chap's  head  off  as  a  little  one's.  I  'd 
rather,  for  my  part,  be  small  and  weak  than  big  and 
strong.     Wouldn't  you,  Harry?" 

"  Certainly,"  answered  Harry,  who,  having  glanced 
at  Gipples'  countenance,  could  not  resist  the  temptation 
of  having  a  fling  at  him.  "  I  Ve  heard  it  said,  that  the 
big  fellows  in  a  sea-fight  are  generally  picked  off  first, 
and  that  that  is  the  reason  there  are  more  small  sailors 
than  large  ones.  I  wonder  what  Billy  has  to  say  about 
it?" 

True  Blue  thus  appealed  to,  was  nothing  loth  to 
join  in  trying  to  increase  the  evident  terror  of  Gipples. 
"  Oh,  as  to  that,  I've  heard  tell  how  these  powder-tubs 
on  which  we  are  made  to  sit  sometimes  catches  fire, 
and  blows  the  fellows  on  them  like  sky-rockets  inta 
the  air,"  remarked  Billy  laughing;  and  he  spoke  the 
truth,  for  he  had  heard  the  story.  "  Mind,  it's  what 
I've  heard  tell  of,  though  I  never  saw  it.  But  I  did 
see  once  a  ship  and  a  whole  ship's  company  blown  up 
together ;  and,  mates,  I  hope  I  may  never  see  the  same 
sight  again.  I  was  a  little  chap  then,  and  I  saw  some 
sad  things  that  day,  but  I  remember  that  one  just  as 
clearly  as  if  it  happened  a  week  ago." 

True  Blue  had  unintentionally  betrayed  himself  into 
describing  scenes  which  had  made  a  deep  and  painful 
impression  on  his  mind ;  and  he  sat  silent,  while  the 
other  boys  went  on  roasting  the  bully. 

**  Well,  I  do  think  it's  a  shame  we  small  chaps,  as 
have  never  done  anybody  any  harm,  should  be  made 
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to  sit  here  to  be  shot  at  by  them  MouDseers  out  there, 
that  I  do,"  continued  Tim  Fid.  "For  my  part,  I  do 
think  that  the  Captain  ought  to  let  us  little  ones  go 
down  and  stow  ourselves  comfortably  away  in  the  hold. 
I)on*t  you,  Gipples?** 

Gipples,  not  perceiving  that  Tim  was  joking,  looked 
up  and  said  in  a  half-crying  tone — 

"  Yes  I  do ;  if  any  on  you  chaps  will  come,  I'll 
bolt,  that  I  will." 

On  this  there  was  a  general  laugh. 

"  Vd  just  like  to  see  you,"  said  T*im;  "whether  you'd 
go  down  or  come  up  the  fastest.  If  every  man  was  to  do 
as  you'd  do,  I  should  like  to  know  what  would  become 
of  the  ship.  The  sooner  you  goes  home  and  learns  to 
hem  or  sell  dog's-meat  the  better." 

The  wretched  Gipples  saw  that  his  feelings  gained 
no  sympathy.  He  tried  to  buck  out  of  his  proposal,  but 
his  tormentors  were  in  no  way  inclined  to  let  him 
alone ;  till  at  last  they  made  so  much  noise,  that  they 
were  called  to  order  by  the  men  standing  at  the  guns 
nearest  them." 

Presently,  too,  the  deep- toned  voice  of  the  Captain 
was  heard. 

*'  Silence  there,  fore  and  aftl"  he  exclaimed.  "  We 
have  an  enemy  in  sight,  of  equal  if  iiot  greater  force. 
We  must  take  her,  of  course,  but  the  sooner  we  take 
her  the  less  loss  and  the  more  honour  we  shall  gain. 
I  intend  to  wait  till  we  are  close  alongside  before  we 
open  our  fire.  I  shall  take  off  my  hat;  wait  till  I  liil 
it  above  my  head,  and  then,  my  lads,  I  expect  you'll 
give  her  a  right  good  dose  of  our  shot." 

The  seamen  raised  three  hearty  cheers.  British 
sailors  are  always  ready  for  that ;  and  directly  afler- 
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wards  the  taunt  masts  and  white  canvass  of  the  French 
frigate  were  seen  by  those  on  deck,  rising  above  the 
hammock-nettings  on  the  larboard  bow.  The  Captain 
stepped  to  the  larboard  gangway.  A  voice  came  from 
the  deck  of  the  Frenchman. 

"  What  do  they  say?"  asked  the  Captain  of  the 
master,  who  was  nearest  him. 

"  I  don't  know,  sir.  I  never  could  make  out  the 
Frenchman's  lingo,  and  I  doubt  that  they  intend  us 
to  understand  them,"  answered  Mr.  Handlead,  with  a 
tone  of  contempt  in  his  voice.  "  They  are  only  mocking 
at  us.  It's  their  way,  sir."  Mr.  Brine  more  briefly 
said,  that  he  could  not  make  out  the  Frenchman's  hail. 

"  Then  keep  her  as  she  goes,  master,"  said  Captain 
Garland ;  and  putting  his  speaking-trumpet  to  his  mouth, 
he  shouted,  '^  This  is  His  firitannic  Majesty's  ship,  the 
*  Ruby/  and  1  beg  to  know  the  name  of  yours,  and 
the  king  you  serve." 

"  This  is  *  La  Belle  Citoyenne/  belonging  to  the 
Republican  Government  of  France,"  was  the  answer. 
To  which  was  added,  by  several  men  in  chorus,  "  We 
serve  no  King — no,  no." 

"  But  we  do,"  cried  Paul  Pringle.  "  And  right  glad 
we  are  to  serve  him.  Hurra,  boys,  for  King  George, 
and  Old  England.     Hurra  !  hurra !" 

Three  heartv  cheers  burst  from  the  throats  of  the 
British  tars,  every  note  of  which  was  heard  with  dis- 
tinctness by  the  enemy.  Scarcely  had  it  ceased,  when 
the  French  Captain,  who  was  still  standing  in  the 
gangway,  was  seen  to  hold  alofl  in  his  hand  (bonnet 
rouge)  the  red  cap  of  liberty,  and  briefly  to  address  his 
crew  in  terms  of  considerable  animation.  ''  Vive  la 
Nation  I"  he  exclaimed.   "  Vive  la  Republique  I"  an- 
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swercd  the  crew;  and  then  they  burst  forth  with  sounds 
intended  for  cheers,  which  afforded  infinite  amusement 
to  the  British  seamen. 

*'  And  do  the  Johnny  Crapeaus  really  think  those 
croakings  of  theirs  are  like  our  cheers,"  exclaimed  Paul 
Pringle.  "They're  a  conceited  set,  1*11  allow;  but  I 
did*nt  think  their  folly  would  carry  them  as  far  as  that, 
no  I  did'nt." 

The  other  men  expressed  themselves  much  in  the  same 
way. 

The  French  Captain,  having  finished  his  speech, 
handed  the  red  cap  to  one  of  the  seamen,  who  stood 
ready  to  receive  it,  and  then  ran  with  it  up  the  rigging, 
and  screwed  it  on  to  the  mast-head,  where  it  was 
evident  that  a  hole  was  prepared  to  receive  the  screw. 
The  marines  might  easily  have  picked  him  off;  but  no  one 
even  thought  of  attempting  to  injure  the  brave  fellow. 

The  *'Ruby,"  was  now  well  up  with  her  opponent, 
and  the  two  captains,  taking  off  their  hats,  made  the 
politest  of  bows  to  each  other;  the  Frenchman,  however, 
beating  the  English  captain  in  the  vehemence  of  his 
flourish.  Both,  then,  returned  to  the  quarter-deck. 
The  moment  to  begin  the  desperate  fight  had  arrived. 
Captain  Garland,  who  had  kept  his  hat  in  his  hand, 
raised  it  to  his  head.  Every  eye  was  on  him.  All 
knew  the  signal  he  had  promised  to  give.  For  an 
instant  not  a  sound  was  heard;  and  then  there  burst 
forth  the  loud  continued  roar  of  the  broadsides  of  the 
two  frigates,  as  gun  afler  gun  of  the  "  Ruby,"  beginning 
at  the  foremost,  was  brought  to  bear  on  her  antagonist, 
responded  to  by  the  afler-guns,  in  succession,  of  the 
Frenchman.  And  now  the  two  frigates  ran  on  before 
the  wind,  so  close  together  that  the  combatants  could 
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fiee  their  opponent's  faces,  pouring  their  shot  into  each 
other's  sides.  Fast  as  the  British  seamen  could  run  in 
their  guns,  .they  loaded,  and  straining  every  muscle, 
they  were  rapidly  run  out  again  and  fired.  While 
round-shot,  and  grape-shot,  and  canister^  were  sent 
rattling  in  through  the  enemy's  ports  and  across  her 
decks,  about  her  rigging,  or  tearing  open  her  sides,  she 
gallantly  returned  the  compliment  with  much  the  same 
coin.  Many  of  the  bold  seamen  on  board  the  "  Ruby'* 
were  cut  down, 

A  shot  struck  two  men 'working  the  gun  nearest 
to  where  Gipples  was  sitting  on  his  powder  tub  in 
terror  unspeakable,  not  knowing  what  moment  he  might 
be  hit.  On  came  the  mangled  forms  of  the  poor  fellows, 
writhing  in  their  dying  agonies,  directly  against  him* 
He  and  his  tub  were  upset,  and  he  was  sent,  covered 
with  their  blood,  sprawling  on  the  deck. 

«  Oh,  I'm  killed  !  I'm  killed  I"  he  shrieked  out,  and 
overcome  with  terror,  did  not  attempt  to  rise. 

Two  of  the  idlers,  whose  duty  it  was  to  carry  the 
wounded  below,  and  throw  the  dead  overboard,  the 
common  custom  in  those  days  of  disposing  of  them, 
hearing  him  shriek  out,  thought  that  he  had  also  been 
killed.  Having  disposed  of  the  first  two  men,  who 
really  were  dead,  they  lifted  him  up,  and  were  about  to 
throw  him  overboard,  when,  discovering  how  he  was  to 
be  treated,  he  groaned  out — "  Oh,  I  ain't  dead  yet — 
take  me  below."  The  men,  having  been  ordered  to 
take  all  the  wounded  to  the  cock-pit,  immediately 
carried  him  below,  and  placing  him  on  the  surgeon's 
table,  one  of  them  said — 

"  Here's  a  poor  fellow,  gentlemen,  as  seems  very  bad; 
but  I  don't  know  whether  he  wants  an  arm  or  a  leg 
cut  off  most.'' 
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"  I  hope  that  he  may  escape  without  losing  either,*' 
said  the  surgeon,  liiUng  up  Gipples,  and  preparing  to 
strip  him,  to  examine  his  wound.  "  Where  are  you  hit, 
my  man  ?" 

"  Oh,  oh  I  sir,  all  over,  sir,"  answered  Gregory. 
The  surgeon  who  had  noted  Gipples  for  some  time, 
and  guessed  his  character,  very  quickly  ascertained  that 
there  was  nothing  whatever  the  matter  with  him. 
Taking  up  a  splint,  he  bestowed  a  few  hearty  cuts  with 
it  on  his  bare  body,  and  then  telling  him  to  jump  up 
and  slip  on  his  clothes,  he  sent  him  up  on  deck  to  attend 
to  his  duty.  Poor  Gipples  would  gladly  have  hid 
himself  away;  but  he  was  watched,  and  started  from 
deck  to  deck  till  he  had  resumed  the  charge  of  his 
powder  tub.  Meantime,  Paul  Pringle  was  keeping  an 
anxious  eye  on  True  Blue.  There  he  sat  as  composed 
and  fearless  as  if  nothing  unusual  was  going  forward, 
only  jumping  up  with  alacrity  and  handing  out  the 
powder  to  the  crews  of  the  guns  he  was  ordered  to 
serve.  Never  was  his  eye  brighter.  Never  had  he 
seemed  more  full  of  life  and  animation. 

"Aye,  he*s  of  the  right  sort,"  said  Paul  to  himself; 
"  I  knew  he'd  be." 

The  moment  his  tub  was  empty,  down  he  ran  to  the 
magazine,  and  speedily  again  sprang  with  it  on  deck. 
His  friend  Harry  imitated  his  example  as  well  as  he 
could;  but  he  could  not  avoid  stopping  short  when  a 
shot  crashed  in  just  before  him,  carrying  off  the  head 
of  a  seaman,  whose  body  fell  across  the  deck,  along 
where  he  had  to  pass. 

The  cry  of  **  Powder,  powder,  boy  I"  from  the  captain 
of  the  gun,  made  him  move  on ;  but  his  knees  trembled 
so  that  he  could  scarcely  reach  his  post.     Afler  he  had 
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defirered  die  aaomt  of  powder  required,  and  aat  down 
OD  kw  tab,  its  tnancpiillitj  of  Hdiid  and  nerre  returned. 
AnodKr  flhoC  canie  whiigrng  bj;  he  merelj  bobbed 
bis  heaiL  When  the  next  poased  sear  him«  be  at 
perfedlj  fldlL  After  tbat,  be  scaroelj  moTed  ej^did  or 
matdty  in  spite  of  all  the  imainlpis  sod  splinters,  and 
fiagmeots  fijing  about. 

Kot  so  tbe  miseiabie  Gipples.  Compelled  to  stay 
on  deck  be  was;  bat  nothing  ooold  keep  his  head  fiom 
bobbii^  at  erery  shot  which  strock  tiie  ship  or  passed 
orer  her,  while  his  whole  bodj  was  continnally  shrink- 
ing down  on  tbe  deck.  Sereral  times  he  laj  flat  akog  it, 
and  so  coofiised  was  he,  that  when  called  cm  to  delirer 
the  pawder,  he  c^len  did  not  appear  to  hear,  or  ran  off 
to  the  wrong  gnn;  till  at  last,  had  diere  been  anybody 
to  supply  his  place,  he  would  hare  been  kicked  below, 
and  declared  unfit  to  be  even  a  powder-monkey-.  Even 
Tim  Fid,  when  the  firing  b^an,  was  not  altogether  as 
steady  as  usual;  but  though  he  bobbed  and  sprung 
about  with  ihe  feeling  that  he  was  dodging  the  shot, 
which  he  could  not  do  in  reality,  it  was  much  in  the 
same  way  that  he  would  have  dodged  a  big  playfellow 
whom  he  did  not  wish  to  touch  him,  and  as  he  never 
for  a  moment  was  found  wanting  at  his  post,  no  one 
complained. 

The  action  began  at  a  quarter-past  six  that  bright 
summer  morning,  and  for  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
the  two  frigates  ran  along  parallel  to  each  other,  fairly 
exchanging  broadsides  with  the  greatest  rapidity  of 
which  their  respective  crews  were  capable.  They  were 
keeping  all  the  time  directly  before  the  wind,  and  within 
hailing-distance  of  each  other.  In  that  short  period, 
great  had  oeen  the  carnage  on  both  sides.     One  of  the 
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English  lieutenants  and  two  midshipmen,  besides  a 
dozen  men  or  more,  had  been  killed,  and  half  as  manj 
again  had  been  wounded;  while  the  bulwarks  of  the 
lately  trim  frigate  were  shattered  and  torn,  her  crew 
begrimed  with  powder,  perspiration  and  blood,  and  her 
white  decks  slippery  with  gore,  torn  up  with  shot,  and 
covered  with  fragments  from  the  yards,  and  the  rent 
wood-work  around.  The  main-mast,  too,  had  been 
severely  wounded ;  and  though  some  of  the  carpenter's 
crew  were  busy  in  lashing  and  otherwise  strengthen- 
ing it,  great  fears  were  felt  for  its  safety. 

**  If  that  goes/'  exclaimed  Paul  Pringle,  who  saw  the 
accident,  **  those  rascally  Mounseers  will  get  off  after 
aU." 

At  about  half-past  six,  the  '*  Belle  Citoyenne " 
hauled  up  about  eight  points  from  the  wind,  thus 
increasing  her  distance  from  the  "  Ruby." 

"  I  thought  how  it  would  be,"  exclaimed  Paul  Pringle, 
when  he  saw  the  manoeuvre.  •*  The  Mounseers  can't 
stand  our  fire.  Wing  him,  boys,  wing  him!  Don't  let 
the  IVenchman  get  away  from  us.  Here,  Billy,  you 
come  here.  You  all  know  that  there  isn't  a  better  eye 
in  the  ship.     Let  him  have  a  shot,  boys." 

True  Blue,  thus  summoned,  sprang  with  delight  to  the 
gun.  The  mass  of  smoke  which  hung  round  them,  and 
the  death  of  the  officer  in  charge  of  his  division,  enabled 
Paul  to  accomplish  his  object  without  question. 

"  Now  steady,  Billy,  as  you  love  me,  boy,"  he  ex- 
claimed in  his  eagerness. 

True  Blue  had  not  far  to  stoop,  as  he  took  the 
lanyard  of  the  lock  in  his  hand  and  looked  carefully 
along  the  gun.  The  "Ruby"  had  herself  hauled  up  a 
little.     For  an  instant  there  was  a  cessation  of  firing. 
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3illy  at  that  moment  pulled  the  trigger.  The  French- 
men were  m  the  very  act  of  bracing  up  the  mizen- 
yards  when  the  mizen-mast  was  seen  to  bend  over 
to  starboard,  and,  with  a  crash,  to  come  toppling 
down  overboard,  shot  away  a  few  feet  only  above 
the  deck. 

"  You  did  it — ^you  did  it,  Billy,  my  boy,"  exclaimed 
Paul  Pringle,  almost  beside  himself  with  joy,  seizing 
his  godson  in  his  arms,  and  giving  him  a  squeeze  which 
would  have  pressed  the  breath  out  of  a  slighter  body. 

"  Who  fired  that  last  shot  ?"  asked  the  Captain,  fix)m 
afL 

"  True  Blue,  sir — ^Billy  Freeborn,"  cried  Paul  Pringle, 

"  Hurra!  hurra!''  shouted  the  men  at  the  gun. 

"  Bravo !  let  him  fire  another  then,"  answered 
Captain  Garland,  not  complaining  of  the  irregularity 
of  the  proceeding.  Not  another  word  could  have  been 
heard;  for  both  the  "Ruby"  and  the  French  frigate 
again  began  pounding  away  at  each  other. 

True  Blue,  with  the  ample  encouragement  he  had 
received,  stepped  boldly  up  to  the  gun.  The  captain  was 
Tom  Marline,  one  of  his  assistant-guardians,  and  he 
was  a  favourite  with  all  the  rest,  so  that  there  was  no 
feeling  of  jealousy  excited  against  him. 

Again  he  looked  along  it.  He  waited  his  time  till 
the  smoke  had  cleared  away  a  little,  and  then  once 
more  he  fired.  The  shot  hit ;  of  that  both  Marline  and 
Paul  Pringle  were  certain,  but  what  damage  was  done 
they  could  not  determine. 

"  I  pitched  it  astern,  not  fyr  from  the  .wheel,"  ob- 
served True  Blue,  quietly.     "  May  be  it  hit  the  wheel 
.  —may  be  not." 

Again  the  firing  went  on  as  before,  and  True  Blue 
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modestly  returned  to  his  powder-tub.  More  than  onoe 
he  jumped  up,  anxious  to  have  another  pull  at  the 
lanyard  of  his  gun.  Paul,  however,  did  not  encourage 
this ;  he  wisely  considered  that  he  had  done  enough  to 
establish  a  reputation,  which  more  shots  would  not 
have  increased. 

Suddenly  Paul  struck  his  hands  together  with  delight. 
'^  She  is  steering  wildly!  she  is  steering  wildly!"  he 
cried  out,  "  True  Blue,  you  did  knock  her  wheel 
away — ^you  did,  boy.     See  what  she's  about," 

The  French  frigate,  as  he  spoke,  paid  off  right  before 
the  wind,  and  presented  lier  bows  directly  at  the 
'*  liuby."  In  that  position  she  received  a  raking  broad- 
side ;  but  nothing  could  stop  her — she  was  utterly 
without  guidance,  and  on  she  came  like  a  battering-ram 
directly  at  the  beam  of  the  '*  Ruby.**  Captain  Garland, 
60  sudden  was  the  movement,  could  accomplish  no 
manoiuvro  to  avoid  the  collision.  The  French  ship's 
jib-boom,  as  she  fell  on  board  the  English  frigate, 
passed  directly  between  her  fore  and  main-masts,  and 
there  she  hung,  while  it  pressed  so  hard  against  the 
already  wounded  main-mast,  that  there  appeared  every 
prospect  of  the  latter  being  carried  away.  Just  before, 
a  shot  had  struck  the  boatswain,  and  brought  him 
mortally  wounded  to  the  deck. 

Paul  I'ringlo  knew  of  his  loss.  As  he  looked  at  the 
mast,  strained  to  the  utmost,  the  main  and  spring-stays 
being  also  shot  away,  he  thought  to  himself,  '^  If  the 
mast  goes,  the  Frenchman  will  break  clear,  and,  ten  to 
one,  after  all,  escape  us." 

It  was  a  time  for  decision,  not  for  much  consideration. 

'<  Who'll  follow  me,  lads?^'  he  exclaimed,  seizing  an 
axe  and  springing  into  the  rigging. 
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Tom  Marline  and  several  other  bold  fellows  did 
follow.  They  had  to  ascend  and  then  to  descend  the 
the  tottering  mast.  Terrific  was  the  danger.  Should 
the  mast  fall,  their  death  would  be  almost  certain. 
They  thought,  however,  only  of  the  safety  of  the  ship ; 
or,  rather,  how  they  might  best  prevent  the  escape  of 
the  enemy.  With  right  good  will  they  plied  their  axes 
on  the  enemy's  jib-boom.  Bravely  they  hacked  away, 
in  spite  of  the  fire  of  musketry  which  was  kept  up  from 
her  decks.  Meantime  a  cry  was  raised  below,  that  the 
French  were  about  to  board. 

"  Boarders,  repel  boarders!"  cried  Captain  Garland. 

**I'll  lead  you,  my  lads,"  exclaimed  the  first  lieu- 
tenant. **  See,  they  are  not  coming,  but  we'll  be  at 
them — hurra  I" 

True  Blue,  finding  that  there  was  no  more  work  for 
him  to  do  in  getting  up  powder,  and  seeing  Abel  Bush 
and  Peter  Ogle,  with  a  few  others,  following  Mr.  Brine 
on  board  the  Frenchman,  seized  the  cutlass  of  a  seaman 
who  had  just  been  killed  close  to  him,  and,  in  the 
impulse  of  the  moment,  sprang  after  them.  In  vain, 
however,  their  gallant  leader  endeavoured  to  get  on 
board  from  the  upper- deck.  Numbers  of  Frenchmen 
stood  in  the  head,  and  in  spite  of  all  the  activity  of  the 
British  seamen,  they  could  not  spring  into  it.  On 
finding  this,  quick  as  lightning  Mr.  Brine  leaped  down, 
and,  followed  by  a  few,  reached  the  main  deck.  Then 
calling  more  round  him,  he  sprang  through  the  bow 
ports  of  the  enemy's  main- deck,  with  Peter  Ogle,  True 
Blue,  and  a  few  others,  driving  all  opponents  before 
him.  Just  at  that  moment,  before  all  the  boarders  had 
time  to  follow,  Paul  Pringle  had  succeeded  in  cutting 
through  the  Frenchman's  jib-boom,  with  all  the  con-> 
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necting  rigging;  and,  her  head  coming  round,  she  was 
once  more  clear  of  the  "  Ruby/*  and  drifling  helplessly 
away  from  her.  Even  while  engaged  in  his  task,  Paul's 
watcliful  eye  had  detected  True  Blue  seizing  the  cutlass ; 
and,  when  he  followed  Mr.  Brine,  he  guessed  his  object. 
Still,  he  did  not  suppose,  that  those  with  him  would 
allow  the  boy  to  board  the  Frenchman;  and,  at  all 
events,  he  was  not  the  man  to  be  deterred  by  any 
consideration  from  completing  the  duty  which  he  had 
undertaken. 

The  moment,  however,  that  he  had  performed  it  thus 
effectually,  he  slid  down  rapidly  on  deck,  and  eagerly 
sought  for  his  godson.  He  was  met  with  a  cry  from 
Harry  Hartland  and  Tim  Fid — •*  Oh,  yes,  Paul,  ho*s 
gone — True  Blue's  gone;  he's  on  board  the  Frenchman, 
and  they'll  make  mincemeat  of  him,  that  they  will." 

He  observed,  also,  Abel  Bush,  Tom  Marline,  and  others, 
standing  eyeing  the  French  frigate,  the  very  pictures  of 
anxiety  and  disappointed  rage.  He  saw,  too  clearly 
that  True  Blue  must  have  been  one  of  those  who  had 
been  carried  off  in  the  French  ship  when  she  broke 
adrifl  from  them.  To  assist  in  clearing  her,  the 
'^  liuby's"  helm  had  been  put  a-port,  or  to  larboard,  as 
was  then  the  expression,  and  this  carried  her  still  fur« 
ther  away  from  "  La  Belle  Citoyenne." 

Captain  Garland  was  not  aware  for  some  little  time 
that  any  of  his  people  had  gained  the  enemy's  decks. 
The  instant  the  fact  was  communicated  to  him,  he 
became  doubly  eager  to  get  once  more  alongside.  The 
minutes,  however,  appeared  like  hours  to  those  who 
knew  that  their  shipmates  and  friends  were  surrounded 
by  exasperated  foes,  who  were  too  likely,  in  the  heat  of 
the  moment;  to  give  no  quarter.     Paul  Pringle  actually 
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groaned  with  anxiety  for  the  fate  of  his  godson.  There 
he  stood,  his  huge  beard  blackened  with  smoke,  and 
dabbled  with  a  shipmate's  blood ;  his  hair,  which  had 
escaped  from  under  his  handkerchief,  when  he  went 
aloft,  streaming  in  the  breeze ;  his  brawny  arm  bared, 
and  his  drawn  cutlass  in  his  hand,  he  looked  truly 
like  one  of  the  sea-kings  of  old,  the  rovers  of  the 
main,  prepared  for  a  desperate  struggle  with  his  enemies. 
Just  then  the  sails  of  the  French  frigate  were  taken 
aback ;  and  the  effect  of  this  was  to  cause  her  to  make 
a  stern  board,  which  drove  her  right  down  on  the 
«  Ruby." 

Once  more,  by  slightly  shifting  his  helm.  Captain 
Garland  allowed  her  to  drop  alongside,  the  respective 
bows  and  stems  of  the  two  ships  being  in  opposite 
directions. 

"  And  now  my  lads  lash  her  fast,"  he  shouted.  "  We 
must  not  let  her  part  from  us  till  she  is  ours." 

The  very  instant  the  sides  of  the  two  frigates  ground 
together,  Paul  Pringle,  who,  with  a  party  of  boarders, 
piany  of  them  old  shipmates,  stood  ready  on  the 
main-deck,  sprang  through  the  ailer  ports,  shouting  out 
— '*  Remember  little  True  Blue,  boys.  Let  us  get  back 
our  Billy  True  Blue." 

The  clash  of  steel,  and  the  occasional  report  of  pistols 
Baluted  their  ears,  and  .there  stood  at  bay  the  gallant 
little  band,  the  lieutenant  and  Peter  Ogle,  with  most  of 
the  men,  bleeding  at  every  pore,  one  or  two,  indeed, 
stretched  lifeless  at  their  feet;  but  True  Blue  himself 
was  no  where  to  be  seen.  Numbers  were  pressing 
round  the  gallant  band,  and  in  another  instant  it  seemed 
likely  that  they  would  have  been  overwhelmed.  With 
tooh  impetuosity,  however,  did  Paid  and  his  party  dash 
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oa  board,  that  although  numbers  of  the  Frenchmen 
were  thronging  the  main-deck,  they  were  rapidly  driven 
back.  In  vain  they  struggled — in  vain  they  fought. 
Nothing  could  stop  the  fierce  onslaught  of  the  British 
seamen. 

High  above  all  other  cries,  Paul  Pringle's  voice  was 
heard  shouting  the  name  of  True  Blue.  "  We  must 
find  our  True  Blue.     Huzza  for  our  True  Blue,  boys." 

Thus  timely  relieved,  Mr.  Brine  was  once  more  able 
to  advance  aflt,  and  now  on  both  sides,  led  by  him  and 
by  old  Handlead,  who  was  among  the  first  of  the  second 
party,  the  British  tars  swept  the  Frenchman's  main- deck 
fore  and  ail,  cutting  down  or  driving  below  all  before 
them. 

At  length,  when  near  the  afler  hatchway,  the  French- 
men made  a  bold  stand,  as  if  resolved  to  sell  their  lives 
dearly,  or  to  drive  back  their  assailants.  Just  theUi 
Paul  caught  sight  of  True  Blue  himself,  struggling  to 
get  free  from  between  two  of  the  after  guns,  to  which 
place  it  was  evident  he  had  been  carried  as  a  prisoner. 

"  Tliere  he  is,  boys;  there  is  our  True  Blue,"  shouted 
Paul ;  and  at  the  same  moment  he  and  his  companions 
dashed  on  with  redoubled  energy  from  the  check  they 
had  received — tumbled  all  the  remaining  Frenchmen 
down  into  the  cockpit,  and  in  another  instant  Paul  had 
once  more  grasped  his  godson  by  the  hand. 

"  You  deserve  one  thing,  Billy,  and  you  shall  do  it," 
he  exclaimed,     "  Follow  me  quick  though." 

He  sprung  up  the  ladder  to  the  upper  deck.  Mean- 
time the  officers  had  placed  parties  at  the  hatchways, 
to  keep  in  check  those  who  had  taken  refuge  below,  the 
remaining  few  who  appeared  on  the  main-deck  having 
thrown  down  their  arms  and  prayed  for  mercy. 
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On  the  upper-deck  stood  a  gallant  few  surrounding 
their  captain,  who  lay  wounde^  among  them,  at  the 
foot  of  the  mainmast.  They  seemed  scarcely  aware 
that  their  companions  below  had  yielded,  and  that  all 
hope  of  resistance  was  vain.  The  rush  of  the  British 
seamen,  who  now  swarmed  on  board,  and  swept  along 
the  deck,  undeceived  them;  and,  driven  right  and  left  or 
overboard,  the  remainder  dropped  their  swords  and 
asked  for  quarter. 

Paul,  followed  by  True  Blue,  had  gained  the  main* 
rigging.  His  quick  eye  had  discovered  that  the 
halliards  of  the  Frenchman's  flag,  that  of  the  new 
Bepublic,  led  into  the  top. 

"  There,  boy,"  exclaimed  Paul,  "  You  must  haul 
that  down.     Quick,  aloft.*' 

True  Blue  required  no  second  order;  but  springing 
up  the  ratlines,  before  anybody  could  overtake  him, 
he  had  reached  the  top,  when,  seizing  the  halliards, 
down  came  gliding  the  flaunting  Tricolour,  followed 
quickly  by  the  Red  Cap  of  Liberty,  which,  unscrewing, 
he  threw  among  the  people  on  deck ;  and  three  hearty 
cheers  from  the  British  ciew  announced  that  the  well« 
fought  battle  was  won. 

The  gallant  French  captain  opened  his  dim  eyes  at 
the  sound,  to  see  the  emblem,  for  which  he  had  striven, 
trampled  under  foot.  He  had  been  endeavouring,  since 
he  saw  that  all  hope  of  escape  was  over,  to  tear  to 
pieces  with  his  teeth  and  to  swallow  a  paper  which  he 
had  drawn  from  his  pocket.  Suddenly,  while  thus 
engaged,  he  saw  the  Bed  Cap  fall  like  a  flash  of  fire 
from  aloft.  His  fingers  released  their  hold  of  the  paper^ 
and  with  a  deep  groan  he  expired. 

Mr.  Brine  stooped  down  by  the  side  of  his  brave 


CAPTURE  OF  **  I.A  BELLE  CITOYENNE."         157 

opponent.  The  paper  he  had  been  endeavouring  to 
destroy  was  his  commission ;  but  another  paper  projected 
from  his  pocket.  It  was  a  code  of  private  signals, 
which,  with  noble  patriotism,  he  had  wished  to  prevent 
falling  into  an  enemy's  hands. 

**  Well,  I  suppose  there  is  some  good  in  those  French- 
men after  all/*  exclaimed  old  Handlead,  when  he  heard 
of  it.  **  He  tried  to  serve  his  country  to  the  last,  at  all 
events." 

No  time  was  now  lost  in  securing  the  prisoners,  and 
removing  them  to  the  "  Ruby,"  as  the  two  ships  lay 
alongside  each  other.  Some  of  the  Frenchmen  looked 
very  glum,  and  evidently,  if  they  could  get  an  opportunity, 
meant  mischief;  but  they  mostly  yielded  to  the  fortune 
of  war  with  a  shrug,  and  by  the  evening  were  skipping 
away  right  merrily  to  the  sound  of  Sam  Smatcli's  fiddle. 
Indeed,  they  had  little  cause  for  animosity  against  him, 
as  he  had  taken  no  part  whatever  in  their  capture, 
having  magnanimously  volunteered  to  remain  below  to 
assist  the  surgeon.  The  English,  in  this  gallant  action, 
a  type  of  many  which  were  to  follow  had  jubt  fifty  men 
killed  and  wounded,  while  the  French  lost  between 
sixty  and  seventy.  Just  as  the  last  of  the  prisoners 
were  removed,  and  the  prize  crew  bf  the  "  Belle 
Citoyennc"  had  got  on  board,  the  two  ships  separated. 

When  once  more  the  two  frigates  were  in  a  condition 
to  make  sail,  and  were  standing  along  amicably  toge- 
ther. Captain  Garland  called  the  crew  aft,  "  My  lads," 
he  cried,  **  all  have  done  well  to-day.  That  fine  frigate, 
now  ours,  is  the  best  proof  of  it — won,  too,  let  me  tell 
you,  from  the  moment  the  first  shot  was  fired  till  the 
flag  was  hauled  down,  in  less  than  an  hour.  When  all 
have  done  their  duty  like  brave  British  seamen,  I  can 
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scarcely  pick  out  any  in  particular  to  praise ;  but  there 
is  one  lad  among  you  who  rendered  material  service  in 
the  work  of  the  day." 

Paul  Pringle  brightened,  and  his  countenance  beam- 
ing with  pleasure,  he  placed  his  hand  on  his  godson's 
shoulder.     The  Captain  went  on— 

"There  was  one  shot  which  especially  tended  to 
secure  us  the  prize;  that  shot  was  fired  by  the  boy 
Freeborn.  True  Blue  Freeborn.  I  shall  have  my  eye 
upon  him.  If  he  goes  on  as  he  has  begun,  he  will  be 
an  honour  to  the  service,  and  rise  in  it,  too,  if  I  mistake 
not.  Lads,  you  all  have  my  hearty  thanks,  and  oar 
King  and  country  will  thank  you  too.'* 

Three  hearty  cheers  for  their  gallant  captain  were 
given  by  the  crew  as  he  finished  his  address ;  and  then> 
however  tmexpected,  and  as  Paul  Pringle  expressed 
himself,  '*  almost  dumfoundering,"  three  more  were 
raised  for  Billy  True  Blue  Freeborn,  the  pride  of  the 
crew.  No  one  shouted  louder  than  Tim  Fid  and  Harry 
Hartland ;  but  Gipples  growled  out  as  he  sneaked  below, 
''It'll  be  all  the  same  some  day,  when  a  shot  takes  his 
head  ofi*.  They  can't  keep  that  on  with  all  their 
petting." 

The  next  day  the  frigate  reached  Portsmouth,  where 
the  brave  French  Captain,  attended  by  his  surviving 
officers,  was  buried,  with  all  the  honours  of  war;  and 
Captain  Garland,  and  his  officers  and  ship's  company, 
received  the  praises  and  rewards  which  they  so  well 
merited  for  their  gallant  achievement. 
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CHAPTER  XL 
A  Battle — a  Victory — and  a  Flight. 

The  frigate  very  soon  had  made  good  the  damages  she 
received  in  the  fight,  and  once  more  put  to  sea,  all  on 
board  wishing  for  nothing  better  than  a  similar  encounter 
with  another  enemy,  feeling  full  confidence  that  the 
result  would  be  the  same. 

One  morning,  at  day-break,  when  True  Blue  had 
been  sent  aloft  to  take  a  look  out  and  report  any  sail  in 
sight,  his  keen  eye  detected  a  small  speck  floating  in 
the  calm,  hazy  ocean.  He  knew  that  the  speck  was  a 
bout,  and  hailed  to  that  eifect.  There  was  a  light 
breeze  from  the  eastward,  and  the  frigate,  under  all 
plain  sail,  was  standing  on  a  bowline  to  the  southward. 
She  was  hauled  up  a  few  more  points,  to  fetch  the  boat, 
which  it  was  soon  seen,  instead  of  attempting  to  escape, 
was  approaching  the  irigate.  Numerous  were  the  con- 
jectures as  to  what  she  was ;  for  although  an  open  boat 
out  in  mid-channel  was  not  exactly  a  novelty,  still  any 
incident  was  of  interest  in  those  stirring  times,  when 
all  knew  that  apparent  trifles  oflen  led  to  something 
important. 

The  boat  appeared  to  be  that  of  a  merchantman. 
Six  men  were  in  her;  four  were  pulling,  and  two  sat 
in  the  stern-sheets.  One  of  these  was  a  wrinkled, 
wiry  old  man,  with  a  big  red  night-cap  on  his  head. 
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and  a  huge  green  and  yellow  comforter  round  his 
throat;  while  a  thick  flushing  coat  and  trousers,  and 
high  boots,  concealed  the  rest  of  his  form.  The  other 
looked  like  the  master  of  a  merchantman.  As  soon  as 
they  got  alongside,  the  latter  begged  that  the  boat 
might  be  hoisted  up.  This  was  done;  and  while  the 
other  men  went  forward  among  the  crew,  he  and  his 
strange-looking  companion  repaired  aft  to  the  Captain's 
cabin.  The  information  they  gave  seemed  to  afford 
infinite  satisfaction  to  Captain  Garland.  Several  of  his 
officers  were  breakfasting  with  him. 

**  I  trust,  gentlemen,  that  before  many  days  have 
passed,  we  shall  fall  in  with  another  enemy's  frigate,  a 
worthy  antagonist  for  the  "  Ruby,"  he  remarked,  as 
soon  as  they  were  seated.  **  We  have  also  on  board,  I 
am  happy  to  say,  one  of  the  most  experienced  pilots  for 
the  Channel  Islands  and  the  French  coast  to  the  west- 
ward— a  Guernsfey  man ;  and,  what  is  more,  I  know 
that  he  is  thoroughly  to  be  trusted.  He  and  his 
companions  were  on  board  a  merchant  vessel,  captured 
by  a  French  privateer;  and  as  the  enemy  leaped  on 
the  deck  on  one  side,  they  wisely  slipped  over  the 
bulwarks  on  the  other,  and,  favoured  by  the  darkness, 
effected  their  escape.  I  prppose  to  run  over  to  the 
French  coast,  and  watch  off  Cherbourg  for  the  return 
of  two  French  frigates,  who,  I  understand,  robber-like, 
go  out  every  night,  and  return  into  harbour  in  the 
jnoming." 

At  first,  the  crew  were  very  much  inclined  to  laugh 
at  the  odd  appearance  of  the  old  pilot;  but  Paul 
Pringle  soon  got  into  conversation  with  him,  and  gave 
it  as  his  opinion,  that  the  little  finger  of  the  old 
Guernsey  man  knew  more  than  a  dozen  of  their  heads 
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put  together,  both  as  to  seamanship,  and  as  to  the 
navigation  of  the  adjacent  coasts.  It  quickly  became 
known  that  there  was  something  in  the  wind,  and  that 
the  Captain  hoped  to  fall  in  with  another  enemy  before 
long. 

Cape  Barfleur,  to  the  westward  of  Cherbourg,  was 
made  during  the  night.  The  wind  was  off  shore,  and 
the  "  Ruby "  was  close  hauled  on  the  larboard  tack, 
when,  as  day  dawned,  a  ship  and  a  cutter  were  seen 
from  her  deck,  coming  in  from  sea- ward.  All  hands 
were  called  up ;  the  frigate  was  cleared  for  action,  and 
the  men  went  to  their  quarters.  They  were  getting 
well  trained  by  this  time  to  work  together.  Every  glass 
was  turned  towards  the  approaching  strangers. 

"  We  shall  have  another  scrimmage,  that  we  shall," 
exclaimed  Tim  Fid  to  True  Blue.  **  I  wonder  what 
Gipples  will  do  this  time." 

"It's  a  pity  he  ever  came  to  sea  again  ailer  the  last 
cruise,"  answered  Billy.  "He'll  never  make  a  sailor, 
and  only  bring  shame  on  the  name  of  one." 

"  He's  just  fit  to  sell  cat's-meat,"  observed  Harry, 
'*  May  be  one  of  the  shot  he's  so  afraid  of  will  take  his 
head  off,  as  it  might  that  of  a  better  fellow,  and  that 
will  settle  for  him." 

With  this  philosophical  remark,  the  boys  sat  down 
on  their  powder-tubs,  to  await  the  commencement 
of  the  action ;  while  poor  Gipples,  who  had  overheard 
what  was  said,  sat  quaking  on  his  in  a  most  pitiable 
manner. 

The  "Ruby"  was  kept  edging  away  towards  the 
supposed  enemy.  As  the  daylight  increased,  there  was 
little  doubt  of  her  character;  and  she  was  pronounced 
to  be  a  thirty -six-gun  frigate. 
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"  A  fit  opponent  for  us,"  exclaimed  the  Captain. 
"  We  can  allow  her  the  cutter's  assistance,  and  we  must 
see  how  quickly  we  can  take  them  both." 

The  cutter,  however,  seemed  to  have  no  inclination 
to  assist  her  consort,  from  whom  she  kept  hovering  at 
some  distance. 

"  It's  like  them  Johnny  Crapeaus  ;  we  ought  to  have 
both,  but  that  cutter  won't  stop  to  be  taken,  depend 
on*t,"  observed  Paul  Pringle  with  a  sigh. 

There  was  not  much  time  for  talking  or  speculation. 
The  "Ruby"  soon  ranged  up  on  the  weather  and 
larboard  side  of  the  Frenchman,  at  whose  peak  flew 
the  ensign  of  Republican  France;  so  that  of  her  cha- 
racter there  was  no  doubt.  It  would  have  been  throwing 
away  words  to  have  exchanged  compliments  or  interro- 
gations in  this  case.  The  Frenchmen,  indeed,  main- 
tained a  surly  silence,  till  it  was  broken  by  the  rapid 
interchange  of  broadsides  between  the  two  well-matched 
combatants.  The  chances  of  war  seemed,  however,  in 
this  instance,  to  be  going  against  the  "  Ruby."  At  the 
second  broadside,  down  came  her  foretopsail-yard,  fol- 
lowed soon  afterwards  by  the  foretop-mast. 

"  This  will  never  do,"  exclaimed  Paul  Pringle, 
beckoning  to  Billy,  and  sending  a  man  to  take  charge 
of  his  tub.  "  Come  here,  boy.  You  must  try  and  see 
if  you  can't  do  as  well  as  you  did  when  we  took  the 
*  Citoyenne.'  Give  her  as  good  at  least  as  she  has 
given  us." 

True  Blue,  nothing  loth,  began  to  take  a  sight  along 
the  gun.  Just  then  the  Captain  had  ordered  the 
"  Ruby's  "  helm  to  be  put  hard  a-starboard,  by  which 
she  came  suddenly  round  on  the  opposite  tack,  and 
brought  her  larboard  guns  to  bear  on  the  enemy. 
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True  Blue,  finding  the  ship  going  about,  knew  that 
no  time  was  to  be  lost.  He  fired,  and  the  enemy's 
fore-yard  came  instantly  down.  The  effect  was  to 
throw  her  up  into  the  wind,  in  which  position  she 
received  a  raking  broadside  from  the  "  Ruby." 

*'  That's  your  doing,  True  Blue.  All  at  the  gun 
saw  it,  I  know  they  did." 

*'  Yes,  that  was  True  Blue's  shot  as  sure  as  a  gun," 
cried  Tom  Marline.  ''  You  shall  have  as  many  more 
as  you  like,  Billy." 

Again  True  Blue  fired,  and  the  enemy's  mizentop- 
mast  came  down.  This  enabled  the  "Ruby"  to  sail 
round  and  round  her,  giving  her  nimierous  raking 
broadsides.  Still  the  gallant  Frenchman  held  out.  All 
this  time  not  a  shot  had  been  fired  from  the  cutter; 
and,  greatly  to  the  annoyance  of  the  British  sailors, 
she  was  seen  making  off  under  all  sail  for  Cherbourg. 

At  the  same  time,  during  a  pause  in  the  action,  when 
the  smoke  cleared  off,  another  sail  was  descried  to  the 
northward,  three  or  four  leagues  off.  The  sound  of  the 
firing  had  undoubtedly  brought  her  thus  far,  and  there 
she  lay  becalmed,  unable  to  get  up  and  join  in  the 
fight.  Her  presence,  however,  was  not  welcomed  by 
the  "  Ruby's  *'  crew.  She  was  evidently  a  frigate.  If 
an  enemy,  she  might  prevent  the  capture  of  the  other 
Frenchman,  and,  indeed,  endanger  the  safety  of  the 
"  Ruby  "  herself.  If  a  friend,  they  would  ratJber  have 
had  the  honour  of  taking  their  antagonist  single-handed, 
as  they  fully  expected  to  do. 

As  to  there  being  any  danger  of  their  being  captured, 
that  did  not  enter  the  heads  of  the  British  tars. 

"  Come  bear  a  hand,  boys,"  said  Paul.  *'  We  must 
take  this  here  chap  first,  and  then,  if  the  calm  holds  for  a 
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little  longer,  we  may  get  all  ataunto,  and  be  ready  for 
the  others.  One  down,  the  others  come  on.  That 's  it, 
boys." 

As  no  men  could  be  exerting  themselves  more  than 
the  **  Ruby's"  crew  were  then  doing,  it  cannot  be  said 
that  they  worked  harder  for  the  sake  of  accomplishing 
the  object  suggested  by  Paul.  Strange  to  say,  except 
one  man,  who  had  his  leg  broken  by  the  recoil  of  a  gun 
he  was  fighting,  not  a  man  on  board  the  "  Ruby"  had 
been  hit,  though  it  was  evident  that  numbers  of  the 
Frenchmen  had  been  killed,  as  several  were  seen  thrown 
overboard.  The  British  began  to  grow  impatient.  The 
French  frigate  was  holding  out,  probably,  in  expecta- 
tion of  assistance  from  her  consort.  The  breeze  now 
increased,  and  the  stranger  in  the  offing  approached. 

"  Huna,"  cried  Paul  Pringle,  "  another  broadside, 
lads,  and  the  Mounseers  will  haul  down  their  flag." 

Paul's  assertion  proved  correct.  The  stranger  in 
sight  made  her  number  as  the  twenty-eight  gun  fiigate 
**  Circe,"  Captain  York,  and  at  the  same  time  down 
came  the  Frenchman's  colours,  after  an  action  which 
lasted  two  hours  and  ten  minutes. 

She  proved  to  be  the  thirty-eight  gun  frigate, 
**  Reunion,"  Captain  Fran9ois  Ad^nian.  One  of  the 
last,  and  almost  only  shot  which  struck  the  hull  of  the 
British  frigate,  set  fire  to  the  priming  of  the  forecastle 
nine-pounder,  on  the  opposite  or  unengaged  side.  The 
gun,  on  going  ofiT,  discharged  its  contents  in  the  direction 
of  some  gun-boats  coming  out  of  Cherbourg,  and  drove 
them  back. 

Numbers  of  people  stood  on  the  French  shore  watch- 
ing the  combat,  and  much  disappointed  they  must  have 
been  at  its  termination.     The  ''  Reunion's"  consort,  the 
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"  S6millante/*  was  seen  to  make  an  attempt  to  come 
out  of  harbour  to  her  assistance;  but  there  was  not 
wind  sufficient  for  her  to  stem  a  contrary  and  very 
strong  tide.  Probably,  too,  when  the  "  Circe,"  was  seen 
in  the  offing,  it  was  judged  that  it  would  be  more 
discreet  to  remain  snug  in  harbour. 

"  I  do  wish  she  *d  come,"  exclaimed  Paul  Pringle,  as 
he  eyed  her,  while  he  and  his  companions  were  repair- 
ing damages,  again  to  make  sail.  "  We  'd  have  she 
too — I  know  we  should." 

"  I  thought  that  I  should  bring  you  good  luck, 
Monsieur  le  Captain,"  said  the  old  pilot,  when  the  action 
was  over,  "  I  always  do." 

"  I  hope  that  you  will  stay  with  us,  and  bring  us 
more  then,"  answered  Captain  Garland. 

"  With  all  my  heart,"  was  the  answer;  and  so  it  was 
arranged. 

When  the  prize  was  taken  possession  of,  it  was  found 
that  consideiably  upwards  of  a  hundred  men  had  been 
killed  and  wounded,  out  of  a  crew  of  rather  more  than 
three  hundred.  This  was  owing  to  the  numerous 
raking  broadsides  the  "Ruby"  had  poured  into  her. 
When  the  action  commenced,  the  French  frigate  had 
fiA;y  men  more  than  the  English.  At  this  time,  many 
of  the  French  Republican  officers, .  though  very  brave 
fellows,  wanted  experience,  while  the  men  required 
training.  They  were  seldom  destitute  of  pluck;  but 
they  were  much  wanting  in  coolness  and  steadiness. 

Some  time  after  this  the  **  Ruby"  put  into  Plymouth, 
from  whence  she  was  ordered  to  proceed  to  Guernsey, 
in  company  with  the  "  Druid,"  a  thirty-two  gun  frigate, 
and  the  "  Eurydice/*  a  twenty-four  gun  ship. 

A  bright  look-out  was  as  usual  kept.     The  squadron 
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had  got  to  the  distance  of  about  twelve  leagues  to  the 
northward  of  the  island,  when  one  of  the  look-outs  hailed 
that  two  ships  were  in  sight  to  the  westward.  Presently 
two  more,  and  a  third  were  made  out.  Whether  friends 
or  foes  at  first  it  was  difficult  to  saj;  but  clear  glasses 
were  brought  to  bear  on  them,  and  it  was  declared  that 
they  were  two  fifty  gun  ships — two  large  frigates  and  a 
brig,  which  had  now  crowded  all  sail  in  chase. 

Many  a  man  might  have  been  daunted  by  these  fear- 
ful odds.  True  British  seamen  never  give  in  while 
there  is  a  possibility  of  escape.  Captain  Garland  called 
aft  the  old  Guernsey  pilot,  and  had  a  short  conversation 
with  him.  **  Then  I'll  doit,"  was  his  remark,  and  threw 
out  a  signal  for  the  "  Eurydice"  to  make  the  best  of 
her  way,  under  all  sail,  for  Guernsey. 

Meantime  he  and  the  "Druid,"  under  easy  sail, 
waited  the  approach  of  the  enemy.  On  they  came, 
exulting  in  their  strength,  and  confident  of  making 
prizes  of  the  two  British  frigates.  The  latter,  nothing 
daunted,  opened  their  fire  on  the  enemy,  in  a  way  which 
must  not  a  little  have  astonished  them. 

**  Our  Captain  knows  what  he  is  about,"  observed 
Paul  Pringle,  in  his  usual  quiet  way,  as  some  of  the 
frigate's  shots  were  seen  to  strike  the  headmost  of  one 
of  the  French  ships. 

"  What  Paul,  are  we  going  to  take  all  those  big  ships  ?" 
asked  True  Blue,  with  much  animation.  "  That  will 
be  fine  work.'* 

"As  to  taking  them,  Billy,  I  can't  say,"  answered 
Paul.  "  It  won't  be  bad  work  if  we  don't  get  taken 
oiurselves,  do  ye  see." 

Never,  however,  did  two  ships  appear  in  greater 
jeopardy  than  did  the  "  Ruby"  and  her  consort.     True 
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Blue  watched  his  captain.  There  he  stood  calm  and 
composed,  watching  every  movement  of  the  enemy,  with 
the  old  pilot  by  his  side.  They  were  now  rapidly 
approaching  Guernsey,  and  could  be  seen  from  the  shore; 
all  the  neighbouring  heights  of  which  were  crowded 
with  spectators,  eager  and  anxious  witnesses  of  the 
unequal  contest.  Although  both  the  English  frigates 
fired  well,  they  had  as  yet  not  succeeded  in  bringing 
down  any  of  the  Frenchmen's  spars. 

Captain  Garland  now  threw  out  another  signal.  It 
WIS  to  order  the  "  Druid"  to  crowd  all  sail-  and  make 
the  best  of  her  way  for  the  harbour.  Those  on  board 
hei  could  scarcely  understand  his  object.  It  appeared 
as  if  he  was  about  to  sacrifice  himself  for  the  sake  of 
preserving  the  other  two  ships. 

7he  Captain  of  the  ''  Druid"  was  too  good  an  officer 
not  to  obey  orders  simply  because  ho  could  not  under- 
etanl  their  object,  or  he  would  have  been  inclined 
ratlier  to  have  gone  to  the  '^  Ruby's"  aid,  and  to  have 
shamd  her  fate,  whatever  that  might  have  been. 

As  soon  as  Captain  Garland  saw  that  the  **  Druid'* 
was  obeying  his  directions,  he  boldly  hauled  up  and 
stooc  right  along  the  French  line,  at  which  the  frigate 
kept  up  all  the  time  a  hot  fire.  The  enemy  kept  firing 
awa;  all  the  while  in  return;  but  their  gunnery  was 
fortmately  none  of  the  best,  and  but  few  of  their  shot 
had  liitherto  struck  the  **  Ruby." 

"  Well,  what  are  we  now  going  to  do,  Paul  ?"  asked 
True  Blue.  '^  Does  the  Captain  intend  to  try  and 
weather  in  the  Frenchmen,  and  so  get  clear  ?" 

"  Wait  a  bit,  Billy,"  answered  his  god-father.  **  You  '11 
set  presently.  The  Captain  means  to  proceed  to 
Giernsey,  and  to  Guernsey,  it's  my  opinion,  we  shall 
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go,  in  spite  of  all  the  Frenchmen  may  do  to  try  and 
prevent  us." 

On  stood  the  gallant  **  Ruby."  The  two  frigates  and 
brig  were  passed;  then  came  one  of  the  big  ships,  then 
the  other.  The  **  Eurydice"  was  now  close  in  with  the 
harbour  and  safe.  The  "  Druid  "  was  so  near,  that, 
unless  becalmed,  there  appeared  no  doubt  about  her 
getting  in. 

*'  Now,  my  lads,"  cried  Captain  Garland, "  be  shar» 
in  all  you  do." 

The  helm  was  put  up,  the  yards  were  squared,  aid 
on  she  stood  towards  a  collection  of  rocky  islands,  ishts 
and  shoals,  apparently  to  destruction.  The  never-qiiet 
ocean  was  sending  dense  msisses  of  spray  and  foam  o^er 
the  rocks.  The  old  pilot  stood  calm  by  the  Captan's 
side.  The  Frenchmen,  who  had  concentrated  all  tleir 
attention  on  the  "  Euby,"  and  let  the  other  two  slips 
escape,  now  bore  up  after  them. 

On  she  stood  under  all  sail  towards  the  roiks. 
The  old  pilot  took  his  stand  in  the  weather-riggng. 
The  helmsman's  eye  was  upon  him,  ready  to  answ^er 
each  wave  of  his  hand,  or  deep-toned  sound  of  his  vdce. 
The  guns  were  deserted,  and  all  the  crew  stood  by 
either  the  tacks  or  sheets  or  braces,  or  crowded  the  tops 
aloft,  ready  with  all  possible  rapidity  to  make  any 
alteration  in  the  sails,  which  a  shift  of  wind  or  chaige 
of  course  might  require. 

Still  the  enemy  kept  firing  at  the  frigate ;  but  tieir 
shot  ■  fell  either  altogether  short  or  wide  of  tkdr 
mark.  The  wind  increased — the  frigate  flew  on.  On 
either  side  of  her,  there  appeared  white  foaming  seas, 
dancing  up  fantastically  and  wildly,  without  appareit 
cause,   but  which  the   seamen  well  knew  betokened 
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rocks  and  shoals.  They  were  aware  that  they  were 
among  the  most  dangerous  reefs  on  that  rock-bound 
coast. 

No  one  in  the  ship  had  ever  been  there  except  the 
curious  old  pilot.  There  he  stood,  as  cool  and  collected 
as  if  the  ship  were  sailing  in*  the  open  sea,  with  a  gentle 
breeze  filling  her  canvass.  The  Captain  stood  near  the 
pilot,  and  they  all  knew  that  they  could  trust  him,  and 
so  were  content  if  he  trusted  the  old  Guernsey  man. 

"  He  knows  what  he's  about,"  observed  Paul  Pringle 
to  liis  godson,  looking  at  the  pilot.  "Mind,  Billy, 
that  *s  what  you  must  always  do.  Never  attempt  to  do 
what  you  don't  know  how  to  do ;  but  then  what  I  say 
is,  set  to  work  and  learn  to  do  all  sorts  of  things. 
Never  throw  a  chance  away.  Note  all  the  land-marks 
as  we  go  along  now,  and  whenever  you  go  into  a 
harbour  mark  them  in  the  same  way. 

"Aye,  aye,  Paul,"  answered  Billy;  "1*11  do  my 
best." 

"  That 's  all  any  man  can  do,"  remarked  his  god- 
father. "  Stick  to  that,  boy,  and  you'll  do  well.  But, 
I  say,  I  wish  those  Mounseers  would  just  try  and  follow 
us.  We  might  lead  them  a  dance  which  might  leave 
them  on  some  of  these  pretty  rocks  alongside.'* 

True  Blue's  interest  in  what  was  going  forwat'd  was 
so  great,  that  he  could  scarcely  reply  to  Paul's  remarks* 
The  sea  foamed  and  roared  on  either  side  of  the  ship. 
Now  the  water  became  smoother  over  a  wider  surface; 
now  black  rocks  rose  sheer  out  of  the  sea  as  high  as 
the  hammock-nettings,  and  then  once  more  there  was  a 
bubbling,  and  hissing,  and  frothing,  betokening  con- 
cealed dangers,  which  none  but  the  most  experienced 
of  pilots  could  hope  to  avoid.     Meantime,  many  an 
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eye  was  turned  towards  the  French  squadron.  It  was 
scarcely  to  be  expected  that  the  enemy  should  be 
ignorant  of  the  surrounding  dangers ;  still  no  one  would 
have  been  sorry  if,  in  their  eagerness,  they  had  run 
themselves  on  shore. 

Suddenly  the  leading  French  ship  was  seen  to  haul 
her  wind — so  suddenly,  indeed,  that  the  next  almost 
ran  into  her,  and,  as  it  was,  shot  so  far  beyond  her, 
that  she  must  have  almost  grazed  the  rocks  before  her 
yards  were  braced  up,  and  she  was  able  to  stand  off 
shore.  In  a  few  minutes  more  the  "Euby"  ran 
triumphantly  into  Guernsey  roads,  where  the  *'  Druid  " 
and  "  Eurydice  "  had  already  arrived  in  safety,  while 
thousands  of  spectators,  many  military  among  them, 
were  looking  down  and  cheering  them  from  the  sur- 
rounding heights. 

"  I  knew  our  Captain  would  do  it,"  exclaimed  Paul, 
after  the  sails  being  furled  and  the  ship  brought  to  an 
anchor,  he  and  his  messmates  were  once  again  below. 
"  There  are  few  things  a  brave  man  can  t  do  when  he 
tries.  Our  Captain  can  fight  a  ship  and  take  care  of  a 
ship.  What  I  've  been  saying  to  Billy  is,  that  we 
should  never  give  up,  however  great  the  odds  against 
us,  because,  for  what  we  can  tell,  even  at  the  last 
moment  something  or  other  may  turn  up  in  our  favour. 
Mind,  Billy,  whatever  you  may  think  now,  you  '11  find 
one  of  these  days  that  what  I  tell  you  is  right. 
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and  its  consequences. 

The  frigate  did  not  remain  long  at  Guernsey,  but,  with 
the  rest  of  the  squadron,  put  to  sea.  She  soon  separated 
from  them,  and  stood  down  channel  to  extend  her 
cruise  to  the  distance  of  a  couple  of  hundred  leagues  or 
so  to  the  westward  of  Cape  Clear. 

As  usual,  she  was  very  successful,  and  picked  up 
several  prizes.  Among  the  prizes,  were  three  large 
merchantmen  and  two  privateers.  The  latter,  espe- 
cially, required  a  considerable  number  of  men  to  take 
them  home.  Captain  Garland  was  unwilling  thus  to 
weaken  his  crew ;  and  yet  the  prizes  were  too  valuable 
to  abandon.  These  fine  vessels  had  just  been  despatched, 
when  a  brig  was  descried  from  the  mast-head.  Chase 
was  given.  She  was  a  fast  vessel  and  well  handled, 
but  before  night  she  was  come  up  with.  When  her 
captain  saw  that  he  had  no  longer  any  hope  of  escape, 
he,  like  a  wise  man,  hove  to  and  hauled  down  his 
colours. 

She  proved  to  be  "  La  Sybille,"  a  French  letter  of 
marque,  carrying  eight  guns,  twenty-five  men,  and  bound 
for  the  French  West  India  Islands,  with  a  valuable 
cargo.  The  prisoners,  with  the  exception  of  four,  three 
white  men  and  a  black,  who  were  lefl  on  board  to 
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assist  in  working  her,  were  remoyed  to  the  frigate; 
and  Captain  Grarland,  who  could  not  spare  any  more 
lieutenants  or  mates,  sent  a  midshipman  and  prize 
crew  to  take  charge  of  her. 

The  midshipman's  name  was  Nott  He  was  generallj 
called  in  the  mess,  Johnnj  Nott  He  was  as  short  as 
his  name,  but  he  was  a  brave  dashing  little  fellow  ;  but 
though  he  had  been  some  time  at  sea,  being  very  idle, 
his  navigation,  at  all  events,  was  not  as  first-rate  as  he 
managed  to  make  it  appear  that  it  was,  when  he  had 
the  honour  of  dining  with  his  Captain.  Captain  Gar- 
land sent  for  him,  and  told  him  that  he  would  spare 
him  two  men  and  a  couple  of  boys,  and  he  expected 
with  them  and  the  other  prisoners,  he  would  be  able  to 
carry  the  brig  safe  into  Falmouth  or  Plymouth. 

••  I  shall  send  one  of  the  quartermasters  ¥rith  you, 
Pringle.  He  is  a  steady  man;  and  you  shall  have 
Marline  and  Freeborn,  who  is  as  good  as  a  man,  and 
boy  Hariland,  he  is  steady. 

"  May  I  have  Fid,  sir,  also?"  put  in  Nott,  who  was 
always  free  spoken  and  wonderfully  at  ease  with  his 
Captain.  "  He  is  such  an  amusing  young  dog.  He  HI 
keep  the  rest  alive  by  his  jokes,  if  he  does  nothing 
else." 

"  You  may  take  him,  Mr.  Nott ;  but  take  care  that 
they  don't  get  to  skylarking  and  fall  overboard,"  said 
the  Captain. 

"Oh  no,  sir,"  answered  the  midshipman;  "111 
maintain  the  strictest  discipline,  and  hope  to  have  the 
brig  safe  in  harbour  in  the  course  of  a  few  days." 

Captain  Garland  smiled  at  the  air  with  which  Johnny 
Nott  spoke;  and,  shaking  him  by  the  hand,  sincerely 
-wished  him  a  prosperous  passage. 
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Meantime,  the  first  lieutenant  had  sent  for  Paul 
Pringle»  and  knowing  how  thoroughly  he  could  be 
trusted,  had  given  him  his  instructions  to  look  after  Mr. 
Nott;  in  other  words,  to  act  as  his  drjr  nurse. 

"  I  need  not  tell  you  how  to  behave,  Pringle,"  ob- 
served the  lieutenant.  "  You  must  advise  him  when 
to  shorten  sail,  and  what  to  do,  indeed,  under  any 
emergency ;  and  let  him,  as  much  as  possible,  suppose 
that  he  is  following  his  own  ideas." 

"  Aye,  aye,  sir,"  answered  Paul,  not  a  little  flattered. 
"  I  know  pretty  well  how  to  speak  to  most  of  the  young 
gentlemen ;  I  always  leave  them  to  fancy  that  they  are 
telling  me  what  to  do.  Most  young  gentlemen  now-a- 
days  are  fond  of  ^  teaching  their  grandmothers  to  suck 
eggs,'  and  I  never  stop  them  when  they  like  to  do  it." 

*'  All  right,  then,  Pringle,"  answered  Mr.  Brine. 
"  We  understand  each  other  clearly.  Keep  order  among 
the  boys,  and  have  an  eye  on  the  prisoners." 

All  arrangements  being  made,  Mr.  Nott,  with  his 
quadrant,  book  of  navigation,  and  his  crew,  went  on 
board  the  prize,  and  took  charge  of  her  instead  of  the 
officer  who  had  boarded  her  when  she  was  captured. 

Scarcely  had  he  got  on  board,  and  had  made  sail, 
than  a  large  ship  was  seen  to  the  south-west.  The 
frigate  signalized  the  brig  to  continue  on  her  course, 
and  then  stood  away  in  chase  of  the  stranger.  Johnny 
Nott  would  much  have  liked  to  have  gone  too,  for  he 
could  not  help  fancying  that  the  stranger  was  an  enemy, 
and  if  so,  he  knew  full  well  that,  whatever  her  size,  even 
should  she  happen  to  be  a  line-of-battle  ship,  his  captain 
would  very  likely  bring  her  to  action.  Though  he 
dared  not  follow  hex,  he  waited  till  he  guessed  that  no 
one  on  board  would  be  paying  him  any  attention,  and 
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then,  having  persuaded  himself  that  there  would  be  no 
harm  in  so  doing,  hove  the  brig  to,  that  he  might  have 
a  better  chance  of  ascertaining  what  might  happen* 

He  then  ordered  True  Blue  to  the  mast-head  to  watch 
the  proceedings  of  the  stranger.  The  wind  was  abeut 
north-west;  the  stranger  was  steering  about  east,  and 
had  apparently  come  from  the  southward.  In  a  little 
time,  Billy  hailed  that  she  had  brailed  up  her 
courses. 

**  Then,  sir,"  observed  Paul,  "  depend  on  it,  she  is  an 
enemy." 

"  I  wonder  what  size  she  is  ?  What  do  you  think, 
Pringle  ?*'  asked  the  midshipman. 

"  Freeborn  can  tell  better  than  any  of  us,"  was  the 
reply;  and  on  Billy  being  hailed,  he  reported  her  a 
heavy  frigate,  or  a  fifty-gun  ship. 

•'  I  only  hope  our  bright  *  Ruby'  won't  find  that  she 
has  caught  a  Tartar  then,"  said  Johnny  Nott.  "  I  don't 
think  that  we  could  be  of  much  use  if  we  were  to  go 
and  try  and  help." 

"  Never  fear,  sir,"  observed  Paul,  "  our  Captain  will 
know  how  to  tackle  with  her,  whatever  she  is." 

While  this  conversation  was  going  forward,  True 
Blue  hailed  that  the  frigate  was  again  making  signals; 
and  on  Johnny  Nott  referring  to  his  book,  he  discovered 
that  it  was  a  reprimand,  ordering  him  to  make  all  sail 
to  the  eastward.  Had  he  persevered  in  remaining 
hove-to,  he  would  have  been  guilty  of  an  act  of  insub- 
ordination, and  most  reluctantly,  therefore,  he  made 
sail,  and  stood  on  his  proper  course. 

It  was  towards  evening.  The  wind  was  light — ^the 
sea  was  smooth ;  True  Blue  and  Hartland  were  walking 
the  forecastle  together,  when  Billy  stopped  suddenly. 
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**  Hark,"  he  exclaimed,  "  they  are  at  it.  I  hear  the 
firing  to  the  south-west.  I  wish  we  were  there.  Don't 
you,  Harry  ?" 

"  We  are  very  well  off  as  we  are,"  was  Harry's  reply. 
**  Still,  if  they  want  us,  I  should  be  very  unwilling  to 
be  absent." 

'^  As  to  that,  a  few  hands  more  or  less  won't  make 
much  difference,"  said  True  Blue.  "  But  I  'm  thinking 
most  of  god-father.  He  will,  indeed,  be  sorry  to  be 
away." 

Paul  at  this  time  was  below.  When  he  came  on 
deck  the  firing  was  still  distinctly  heard,  and  he  could 
not  conceal  his  regret  that  he  was  not  on  board  the 
frigate,  to  partake  in  the  dangers  of  the  fight.  The 
result  no  one  could  tell,  anxious  as  all  belonging  to  the 
ship  were  to  ascertain  it.  When  daylight  returned  the 
next  morning,  the  frigate  was  nowhere  to  be  seen,  and 
**  La  Sybille"  continued  her  solitary  course  towards 
England. 

The  Frenchmen  had  hitherto  behaved  in  a  perfectly 
orderly  quiet  manner,  and  obeyed  cheerfully  the  orders 
issue'd  to  them.  No  change,  indeed,  was  exhibited 
towards  their  English  captors ;  but  they  soon  began  to 
quarrel  among  themselves,  and  were  constantly  fighting 
and  disputing.  If  they  did  not  actually  proceed  to 
blows,  they  appeared  every  instant  as  if  about  to  do  so. 
Their  conduct  was  reported  to  Mr.  Nott. 

**  No  great  harm  in  that,"  he  remarked.  "  If  they 
are  quarrelling  among  themselves,  they  are  less  likely 
to  combine  to  play  us  any  tricks." 

It  did  not  occur  to  the  young  midshipman  that  it 
would  have  been  more  blessed  to  have  tried  to  reconcile 
the  men  than  to  have  let  them  remain  at  enmity.     Not 
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many  hours  had  passed  before  he  had  reason  to  regret 
that  he  had  not  done  so.  For  while  he  was  below,  one  of 
the  Frenchmen  was  left  at  the  helm,  and  True  Blue, 
who  was  forward  saw  another  come  up  on  deck,  and 
with  a  capstan  bar  in  his  hand,  make  a  blow,  so  it 
seemed,  at  the  helmsman^s  head.  He  missed  it,  how- 
ever, and  the  bar,  descending  with  full  force  on  the 
binnacle,  smashed  it,  and  the  compasses  within  it, 
to  pieces.  Billy  marked  the  man.  There  was  a  great 
deal  of  jabbering,  vociferation,  and  action;  but  neither 
of  them  struck  or  hurt  each  other. 

As  he  watched  them,  an  idea  occurred  to  him.  "  I 
don't  think  those  fellows  did  that  by  chance/'  he  said 
to  himself.     "  1  will  keep  an  eye  on  them." 

The  noise  brought  Mr.  Nott  and  Paul  Pringle  on  deck. 

"  A  pretty  mess  you  have  made.  Messieurs,"  observed 
the  midshipman,  who  spoke  a  suificient  amount  of  bad 
French  to  make  himself  perfectly  understood  by  them, 
and  this  was  one  of  the  reasons  why  he  had  been  selected 
to  command  the  brig.  "  If  I  was  to  give  you  four  dozen 
each,  or  put  you  in  irons,  or  stop  your  grog,  you'd  only 
get  what  you  deserve.  Now  go  and  find  another  com- 
pass, and  put  the  binnacle  to  rights.  You  Frenchmen 
are  handy  at  that  sort  of  thing." 

The  men  slunk  off  as  if  very  much  ashamed  of  them- 
selves ;  and  Paul  Pringle  took  the  helm.  True  Blue, 
however,  watched  them,  and  he  was  certain  that  there 
was  a  laugh  in  their  eyes,  giving  evidence  that  they 
were  well  content  with  what  they  had  done.  When 
they  went  below,  also,  they  seemed  to  be  on  perfectly 
good  terms  with  each  other. 

On  search  being  made,  no  compass  whatever  was  to 
be  found. 
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"  I  thought  that  I  had  observed,  when  I  first  came  on 
board,  a  spare  compass,  and  boat  compass,'*  observed 
Mr.  Nott. 

But  the  Frenchmen,  on  being  interrogated,  all 
declared  that  they  were  not  aware  that  there  were  any 
others,  and  said  that  if  there  were  they  were  private 
property,  and  that  the  captain  had  taken  them  with 
him.  The  other  Frenchmen  appeared  to  be  very  angry 
at  what  their  countrymen  had  done,  and  did  their  best 
to  ingratiate  themselves  with  Mr.  Nott.  The  difficulty 
was  now  to  know  how  to  steer.  The  midshipman's 
knowledge  of  navigation  was  put  to  a  severe  test. 
While  the  sky  was  clear,  either  by  night  or  by  day,  it 
was  tolerably  easy  to  steer,  more  or  less  to  the  east- 
ward ;  but  whether  they  should  hit  the  chops  of  the 
channel,  or  run  on  shore  on  the  coast  of  Ireland  or 
France,  or  the  Scilly  Islands,  it  was  impossible  to  say. 

"  We  must  do  our  best,  sir,  and  trust  in  Providence," 
observed  Paul  Pringle,  to  the  young  officer.  "  Only 
there 's  one  thing  I  *d  do— I  'd  rather  steer  to  the 
nor'ard  than  to  the  southward  of  our  course,  so  as  to 
avoid  the  chance  of  running  ashore  on  the  Frenchman's 
coast.  Of  all  the  places  I  should  hate  most,  it  would 
be  a  French  prison." 

'^  So  should  I,  indeed,"  answered  the  midshipman. 
"  They  treat  our  poor  fellows  they  get  hold  of  with  the 
greatest  cruelty;  all  because  they  have  done  their  duty, 
and  manfully  fought  for  their  King  and  country,  and 
because  they  themselves  have  cut  off  their  King's  head, 
and  want  to  make  everybody  as  bad  as  they  are." 

"  That 's  it,  sir — that  *s  it,"  answered  Paul,  warmly. 
"  That's  the  reason  why  I  think  that  it's  perfectly  right 
and  natural-like  to  hate  the  French,  or  at  all  events 
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their  goings  on,  and  to  try  and  prevent  any  Englishman 
ever  being  like  them." 

True  Blue  was  certainly  not  of  a  suspicious  disposi- 
tion; but  he  could  not  help  watching  the  Frenchmen. 
He  whispered  his  ideas  also  to  Harry  and  ^Tim  Fid, 
who  agreed  to  keep  a  watchful  eye  on  the  prisoners. 
This  was  just  the  sort  of  work  Tim  did  like.  Little 
did  the  Frenchmen  think  how  narrowly  all  their 
proceedings  were  noted.  Fid  soon  remarked,  that  when 
either  of  the  Frenchmen  was  at  the  helm,  one  of  the 
others  was  constantly  going  to  a  chest  in  the  fore-peak, 
and  looking  steadily  into  it.  His  curiosity  was,  there- 
fore, aroused  to  ascertain  what  it  was  they  went  to  look 
at.  He  reflected  how  he  could  discover  this  without 
being  seen. 

Some  of  the  crew  slept  in  the  bunks,  or  standing  bed- 
places,  arranged  along  the  sides  of  the  vessel,  but  others 
in  hammocks.  The  hammocks  were,  however,  not  sent  up 
on  deck  every  day  as  they  are  on  board  of  a  man-of- 
war.  One  of  these  hung  over  the  Frenchman's  chests, 
and  into  it  Tim  stowed  himself  away,  making  the  lower 
surface  smooth  with  the  blankets,  so  that  the  form  of 
his  body  should  not  be  observed.  A  slight  slit  in  the 
canvass  enabled  him  to  breathe  and  to  look  down  below 
him.  Poor  Fid  had  to  watch  a  considerable  time,  how- 
ever, and  felt  sadly  cramped,  and  almost  stifled,  without 
being  the  wiser  for  all  the  trouble  he  had  taken.  The 
Frenchmen  were  there ;  but  first  Tom  Marline  came 
below,  and  then  Hartland,  and  then  the  Black;  and  the 
Frenchmen  sat  on  the  lockers  cutting  out  beef-bones 
into  various  shapes,  and  polishing  them. 

At  last,  all  but  one  man  went  on  deck  ;  and  then  he 
jumped  up,  and  instantly  going  to  the  chest  opened  it ;  and 
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then  Tim  saw  clearly  a  compass,  and  moreover,  that 
the  biig  was  steering  a  course  considerably  to  the 
southward  of  east,  The  Frenchman  then  put  his  head 
up  through  the  fore*hatchway,  took  a  look  round,  and 
then  again  diving  into  the  fore-peak,  had  another 
glance  at  the  compass. 

"  That's  it,"  thought  Tim;  "  True  Blue  is  right. 
The  Frenchmen  intend  to  run  us  near  their  own  coast, 
and  then  rise  on  us,  or  they  hope  to  fall  in  with  one  of 
their  own  cruisers  and  be  retaken.  Small  blame  to 
them." 

The  thread  of  this  soliloquy  was  interrupted  by  his 
observing  the  Frenchman  go  to  a  chest  on  the  opposite 
side,  which,  when  opened,  he  saw  was  full  of  arms, 
cutlasses,  long  knives  and  pistols.  The  man  sat  down 
by  the  side  of  it,  and  deliberately  began  to  load  one 
after  the  other,  and  then  to  arrange  the  knives  and 
dirks,  so  that  they  could  in  an  instant  be  drawn  out 
for  use. 

"  Ho,  ho,"  thought  Tim.  "  That 's  your  plan  is  it? 
Two  can  play  at  that  game;  we  will  shew  you." 

Fid  was  now  very  anxious  to  get  out  of  his  hiding- 
place,  and  to  go  and  tell  True  Blue  what  he  had  seen. 
The  Frenchman,  however,  afler  he  had  made  all  his 
arrangements,  put  a  brace  of  pistols  into  his  pocket 
and  stuck  a  dirk  into  his  belt,  concealed  by  his  jacket, 
sat  down  on  a  locker,  and,  with  the  greatest  apparent 
unconcern,  pursued  his  usual  occupation  of  bone- 
cutting. 

Fid  grew  more  and  more  impatient.  He  waited  some 
time  longer;  then  he  saw  the  man  prick  up  his  ears 
and  listen  eagerly.  Presently  there  was  the  sound  of 
a  scuffle  on  deck.      The  Frenchman  sprang  up  the 
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ladder  through  the  foie-hatchwaj.  As  he  did  so,  a 
key  fell  from  his  pocket.  The  moment  he  was  gone. 
Fid  jumped  out  of  his  hiding-place,  picked  up  the  key. 
apfllied  it  to  the  chest  which  contained  the  arms — the 
lid  flew  open.  He  drew  out  several  brace  of  pistols 
and  a  bundle  of  dirks.  He  stuck  as  many  of  both  into 
his  belt  and  pockets  as  he  could  carry,  and  hid  the 
others  in  the  hammock  in  which  he  had  been  concealed, 
while  the  key  he  also  hid  away.  All  was  done  as  quick 
as  lightning.  Then,  with  a  pistol  in  one  hand  and  a 
dirk  in  the  other,  he  followed  the  Frenchman  up  the 
hatch-way. 

As  he  did  so,  he  chanced  to  cast  his  eye  aloft,  irhea 
he  saw  True  Blue  in  the  fore-rigging.  He  signed  to 
him  to  come  on  deck.  Billy  saw  him,  and  slid  doim 
rapidly  by  the  foretbpmast-stay.  On  looking  aft,  they 
saw  Hartland  and  Mr.  Nott  stretched  on  the  deck, 
apparently  lifeless,  while  the  three  Frenchmen,  with  the 
Black,  were  making  a  furious  attack  on  Tom  Marline, 
who  had  the  helm,  while  Paul  Pringle  stood  by  de- 
fending him  with  a  boat's  stretcher.  Neither  Prii^le 
nor  Marline  had  arms,  while  two  of  the  Frenchmen 
and  the  Black  had  dirks,  and  the  third  Frenchman,  as 
Fid  knew,  had  pistols.  Fid  immediately  handed  a 
brace  of  pistols  and  a  dirk  to  True  Blue,  and  togobber 
they  rushed  aft.  Paul  saw  them  coming,  but  the 
Frenchmen  did  not.  One  of  them  had  cocked  his 
pistol,  and  was  taking  a  deliberate  aim  at  Paul,  when 
True  Blue,  who  at  that  instant  had  reached  the  quarter- 
deck, lifted  his  arm  and  flred. 

The  Frenchman  staggered  a  few  paces,  fired  his  pistol 
in  the  air,  and  then  fell  to  the  deck.  To  prevent  his 
companions  from  seizing  his  weapons.  Fid  had  drawn 
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them  from  his  pocket,  and  bolted  off  with  them  round  the 
deck.  Before,  however,  the  smoke  of  the  pistol  which 
True  Blue  had  fired  had  cleared  off,  he  had  sprung  to 
the  side  of  Paul  Pringle,  and  handed  him  the  remaining 
pistol  and  a  dirk.  Paul,  on  this,  sprang  on  the  French- 
men. 

The  Black  was  the  first  to  fly.  The  other  two  men, 
finding  themselves  clearly  overmatched,  retreated  for- 
ward and  gained  the  fore-hatchway.  It  was  blowing 
fresh,  so  that  Marline  was  afraid,  if  he  left  the  wheel, 
the  brig  would  broach -to.  Consequently,  only  Paul 
and  True  Blue  pursued  the  Frenchmen.  One  of  them 
leaped  down  the  fore-hatchway.  As  he  did  so,  a 
pistol-shot  was  heard,  and  Fid  immediately  aflerwards 
appeared  at  the  same  place,  exclaiming — 

"  I  've  done  for  the  fellow — settle  the  other  two.*' 

Fid  held  a  pistol  in  his  hand.  The  black  saw  it, 
and  sprang  at  the  boy  to  seize  it ;  but  True  Blue,  who 
saw  it  also,  was  too  quick  for  him,  and  had  got  hold  of 
it  just  before  the  negro  reached  the  spot.  Fid  sprang 
out  of  his  way;  and  so  eager  had  he  been,  that  he 
pitched  head-forward  down  the  hatchway. 

The  last  Frenchman  attempted  to  defend  himself; 
but  when  he  saw  Paul  and  the  two  lads  with  arms  in 
their  hands  approaching  him,  while  his  companions^ 
were  unable  to  assist  him,  he  knew  that  resistance  was 
useless,  and  cried  out  for  quarter. 

'*  You  don't  deserve  it,  Mounseer  Crapeau,"  answered 
Paul.  "  But  I  *m  not  the  fellow  to  take  a  man's  life  in 
cold  blood.  Howsomdever,  there 's  one  thing  I  *11  take, 
and  that  is,  good  care  you  don't  attempt  to  play  us 
such  a  trick  again.  Here,  Billy,  hand  me  that  coil  of 
rope.     We  '11  keep  him  out  of  harm  for  the  present." 
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Saying  this,  while  True  Blue  stood  by,  presenting  A 
pistol  at  the  prisoner's  head,  Paul  proceeded  to  lash  his 
arms  and  legs,  and  to  secure  him  to  one  of  the  guns. 
The  Frenchman  made  such  grimaces,  expressive  of  his 
utter  disgust  and  disappointment,  that  Billy,  who  was 
watching  him,  could  not  help  bursting  into  a  fit  of 
laughter,  in  which  he  was  heartily  joined  by  Tim  Fid, 
who  hurried  up  to  enjoy  the  joke. 

**  Well  done,  mate,"  exclaimed  Tom  Marline,  from  aft. 
**  And  now  just  come  and  have  a  look  at  Mr.  Nott.  I 
think  that  he 's  coming  to." 

*'  And  I  do  hope  that  Harry  isn't  killed  either," 
cried  Fid.  "  He 's  breathing,  and  that 's  more  than  dead 
men  can  do." 

This  was  a  truism  there  was  no  denying.  In  a  little 
time  both  Mr.  Midshipman  Nott  and  boy  Hartland  came 
to  themselves,  and  sat  up  rubbing  their  eyes,  as  if 
trying  to  understand  what  had  occurred.  The  moment 
the  truth  flashed  on  Mr.  Nott^s  mind,  he  sprang  to  his 
feet,  and  seizing  a  stretcher,  the  nearest  weapon  he 
could  lay  hold  of,  stood  on  the  defensive,  looking  about 
for  an  enemy. 

He  was  much  relieved  in  his  mind,  when  he  saw  one 
of  the  Frenchmen  lying,  not  far  off,  dead  on  the  deck, 
and  another  sitting  bound,  where  Paul  and  True  Blue 
had  placed  him,  between  the  guns, 

"  Whatl  have  we  come  off  victorious  in  the  struggle?" 
he  exclaimed,  turning  to  Marlij;ie. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  answered  the  seaman ;  **  we  Ve  been  and 
drubbed  the  Mounseers ;  but  there  are  still  two  on  'em 
below  kicking  up  a  bobbery.  If  you  '11  take  the  helm, 
sir,  I  *11  go  and  help  Pringle  to  make  them  fast." 

"No,  no,"  answered     the    midshipman,   somewhat 
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indignantly,  as  if  his  courage  or  strength  had  been 
called  in  question.  ''  I  can  do  that.  You  stay  at  the 
helm." 

When  the  Frenchman  and  the  Black  had  jumped 
down  into  the  fore-peak,  Tim  Fid  had  very  wisely 
clapped  the  hatch  on,  so  that  they  were  left  in  darkness, 
and  were  also  unable  to  return  again  on  deck.  Pringle 
was  on  the  point  of  taking  off  the  hatch,  to  secure  the 
two  men,  when  the  midshipman  got  forward. 

"  Very  glad,  sir,  to  see  you  all  to  rights,"  said  Paul, 
looking  up.  '*  I  suppose  that  you  '11  wish  us  to  get  hold 
of  the  two  fellows  down  below." 

<*  By  all  means;  I'll  hail  them,  and  advise  them 
to  surrender  at  discretion." 

The  hatch  was  taken  off,  and  'Mr.  Nott  explained,  as 
well  as  his  limited  knowledge  of  French  would  allow, 
that  all  their  chance  of  success  was  gone.  Only  the 
Black  man  answered.  Mr.  Nott  ordered  him  to  come 
up. 

*^  V autre  est  mort**  (the  other  is  dead),  said  he,  as  he 
made  his  appearance,  looking  very  much  frightened. 

'^  He  is  as  treacherous  as  the  rest;  it  will  not  do  to 
let  him  be  at  liberty,"  said  Mr.  Nott.  "  It  was  he  who 
knocked  me  down,  and  begAn  the  mutiny." 

The  Black  was  accordingly  lashed  to  a  gun*  Qn  the 
opposite  side  of  the  deck,  facing  his  companion. 

In  going  below,  they  found  that  the  Frenchman  whom 
Fid  had  shot  was  not  dead,  having  only  been  stunned 
by  the  fall.  He  would,  however,  very  shortly  have 
bled  to  death,  had  they  not  bound  up  the  wound.  In 
mercy  to  the  poor  wretch,  they  placed  him  in  a  bunk ; 
but  did  not  tell  him  that  either  of  his  companions  had 
escaped. 
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**  Ah,  I  deserve  my  fate,"  he  observed  to  Mn  Nott 
"  Had  we  succeeded,  we  should  have  thrown  yon  all 
overboard,  and  carried  the  vessel  into  a  French  port 
There  is  a  large  sum  of  money  on  board  stowed  away 
below  the  after-lockers.  It  escaped  the  vigilance  of  the 
officers  who  examined  the  veasel.  We  knew  of  it,  and 
for  its  sake  we  intended  to  get  rid  of  you,  that  we  might 
obtain  possession  of  the  whole." 

^^Bien  oblige  for  your  kind  intentions,"  answered 
Johnny,  laughing.  **  The  dollars  we*ll  look  after;  and 
I  beg  that  you  will  consider  yourself  a  prisoner  in  your 
berth,  till  I  give  you  leave  to  get  out  of  it.  If  you  put 
your  head  above  the  hatchway  you  'U  be  shot.  That  is 
an  understood  thing  between  us." 

The  FiFenchman  could  only  make  a  grimace  as  a 
sign  of  his  acquiescence. 

"  I  'm  in  earnest,  remember,"  said  Mr.  Nott,  as  he 
climbed  up  the  ladder  on  deck. 

Fid  now  reported  all  that  he  had  done,  and  he  axki. 
True  Blue  received  the  praise  from  their  young  com- 
mander, which  they  so  fully  merited.  The  compass 
was  got  up  on  deck  and  shipped  in  the  binnacle,  and 
the  arms  were  carried  aft,  and  placed  in  the  cabin.  The 
other  chests  belonging  to  the  Frenchmen  were  broken 
open ;  but  except  a  few  abominable  books  and  prints, 
the  first-fruits  of  the  Age  of  Reason,  which  Paul,  with- 
out showing  to  anybody,  threw  overboard,  nothing 
particular  was  found  in  them. 

When  all  these  arrangements  were  made,  the  officer 
and 'his  small  crew  assembled  on  deck  to  hold  a  council 
of  war. 

"  The  first  thing  we  had  better  do,  sir,  is  to  shorten 
sail — seeing  how  short-handed  we  are,"  observed  Paul 
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Pringle.  '^  We  couId*nt  do  it  in  a  hurry,  and  if  it  comes 
on  to  blow,  our  spars  and  sails  may  be  carried  away 
before  we  know  where  we  are." 

This  advice  was  too  good  to  be  neglected.  '<  Then 
sir,  as  these  Frenchmen  have  been  steering  to  the 
southward  and  east,  whenever  they  have  had  the  helm, 
ought'nt  we  to  steer  so  much  to  the  nor*ard  to  make 
up  for  the  distance  we  have  run  out  of  our  course,'^ 
observed  True  Blue,  with  much  modesty. 

''  Capital  idea,  Freeborn,"  exclaimed  the  midshipman, 
with  a  patronizing  air.  "  You've  a  very  good  notion  of 
navigation;  we '11  do  it." 

Mr.  Nott  now  took  the  hehn,  while  the  crew  went 
alofl  to  furl  the  lighter  canvass,  and  to  take  a  reef  in 
the  topsails.  While  True  Blue  was  on  his  way  up  to 
hand  the  main-royal,  his  eye  fell  on  a  vessel  following 
directly  in  the  wake  of  the  brig,  which  might  have  beei^ 
seen  long  before,  had  not  they  all  been  so  fully  occupied. 
He  hailed  Mr.  Nott,  and  pointed  her  out. 

The  midshipman,  from  being  at  the  helm,  could  not 
at  the  same  time  take  a  steady  look  at  her,  enquired 
what  she  was  like.  "  A  schooner,  sir,  with  a  wide 
spread  of  canvass,"  answered  True  Blue,  ^*  She  seems 
to  be  coming  up  fast  with  us." 

'*  All  hands  come  down  on  deck,*'  shouted  Mr.  Nott 
He  then  asked  Paul  what  he  thought  of  the  stranger. 

^  She  does  not  look  like  an  English  crafl,  and  may 
be  an  enemy — a  privateer  probafely,"  was  the  answer, 
"  I  suppose,  sir,  you'll  think  fit  to  hold  on,  and  try  and 
get  away  from  her,"  continued  Paul.  '*  It  will  soon  be 
growing  dark,  and  if  the  weather  becomes  thick,  as  it 
promises  to  do,  we  may  alter  our  course,  without  being 
discovered." 
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"  Yes,  exactly,  that  is  just  my  idea,"  observed  Mr. 
Nott.     '*  We  could  not  have  hit  upon  a  better." 

The  sail  was  consequently  not  taken  off  the  brig> 
which,  under  other  circumstances,  it  ought  to  have 
been,  and  on  she  stood,  the  breeze  gradually  increasing, 
and  the  weather  becoming  more  and  more  unsettled. 
Mr.  Nott  watched  the  schooner.  It  was  very  clear  that 
she  was  gaining  on  the  brig. 

"  It  is  very  probable,  that  we  shall  have  to  fight  after 
all,"  he  said  to  himself.  **  So  as  the  Captain  always 
makes  a  speech  to  the  crew  before  a  battle  is  begun,  I 
think  I  ought  to  do  so." 

Accordingly,  calling  all  hands  aft,  he  cleared  his 
throat  and  began.  "My  lads,"  he  said,  imitating  as 
well  as  he  could  the  tone  and  manner  of  Captain 
Garland.  "We  shall  very  likely  have  to  fight  that 
fellow  astern  of  us.  You'll  do  your  duty  like  true 
Britons,  I  know  you  will — you  always  do.  We  will 
take  her  if  we  can.  If  not,  we  *11  try  to  get  away  from 
her;  but  if  we  cannot  do  either,  we'll  blow  up  the  brig, 
and  go  down  with  our  colours  flying.  I  don't  think  that 
it  matters  much  which.  Both  are  equally  glorious 
modes  of  proceeding." 

True  Blue  was  very  much  taken  with  the  speech,  and 
told  Harry  Hartland  that  it  was  just  what  he  thought 
they  ought  to  do ;  but  Tim  Fid  said  that  he  had'nt  made 
up  his  mind  which  he  should  prefer.  Blowing  up  was 
very  fine  to  look  at;  but  going  down  must  bo  a  very 
disagreeable  sensation. 

Paul,  meantime,  took  off  his  hat  to  reply.  "  As  you 
wish  it,  Mr.  Nott,  we  *11  fight  the  brig  to  the  last,  and 
may  be  we  shall  knock  away  some  of  her  spars  and  get 
off.     I  don't  think  we  shall  have  much  chance  of  taking 
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her,  and  as  to  blowing  up  or  going  down  with  our 
colours  flying,  if  the  enemy  send  their  shot  through  her 
sides,  between  wind  and  water,  and  won't  take  us  on 
board,  we  can't  help  ourselves ;  but  perhaps,  sir,  you  11 
just  think  over  the  matter  about  blowing  up.  It  would 
be  like  throwing  our  best  chance  away.  I  for  one  don't 
wish  to  see  the  inside  of  a  French  prison;  but  you  know, 
sir,  even  if  we  are  taken,  we  may  have  a  chance  of  being 
retaken  before  we  get  into  a  French  port,  or  of  escaping 
even  when  we  are  there.  Now,  if  we  blow  ourselves  up 
into  the  air,  we  shall  have  no  chance  of  either." 

"  Very  true,  Pringle,  veiy  true,"  answered  the  mid- 
shipman, "I  did  not  think  of  that.  Well  we  won't 
blow  ourselves  up ;  and  if  we  find  our  brig  sinking, 
we'll  strike  our  flag  and  yield.  There'll  be  no  dis- 
honour in  doing  that,  I  hope.  Several  brave  officers 
have  been  obliged  to  strike  to  a  superior  force  at  times ; 
so  it  will  be  all  proper;  but  it's  what  the  Frenchmen 
are  more  accustomed  to  do  than  we  are." 

There  was  no  sun  visible;  so  Mr.  Nott  looked  at  his 
watch,  and  found  that  there  would  *be  scarcely  more 
than  an  hour  of  daylight. 

"  If  we  can  but  keep  ahead  we  shall  do,"  he  re- 
marked. 

Paul  agreed  with  him  in  this ;  but  suggested,  that  by 
cutting  away  the  stem-boat,  and  by  making  two  tem- 
porary ports  in  her  stern,  they  might  fight  a  couple  of 
long  brass  guns  which  they  had  found  on  board.  This 
idea  was  immediately  adopted;  and  all  hands  set  to 
work  to  get  the  guns  and  tackle  ready,  while  Paul, 
with  an  axe,  soon  made  the  required  ports.  He  was  not 
very  particular  as  to  their  appearance.  With  the  aid 
of   the  timber- heads,  there  were  already  a     sufficient 
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nnmber  of  ring-bolts  tx>   enable  them   to  work   the 
tackles. 

All  this  time  the  schooner  was  gaining  on  them. 
Scarcely  were  these  two  gnns  fitted  and  loaded,  than 
the  schooner  yawed,  and  a  shot  came  skipping  along 
the  water,  and  disappeared  close  under  their  counter. 

"  Not  badly  aimed,**  observed  True  Blue,  "  but  the 
range  is  too  great.  Paul,  don't  you  think  that  these 
long  guns  would  carry  further?" 

**  Wait  a  bit,  Billy,"  answered  Paul;  "we  haven't 
much  powder  or  many  shot  to  spare.  We  won't  throw 
away  either  till  she  gets  a  little  nearer.  Then  you  shall 
have  it  all  your  own  way." 

.  True  Blue,  with  this  promise,  was  eager  for  the 
Frenchman  to  get  nearer.  There  had  been  no  doubt 
that  such  the  stranger  was.  Her  own  colours  could 
not  be  seen;  but,  to  make  sure,  Mr.  Nott  first  hoisted  a 
French  fiag.  No  notice  was  taken  of  this.  Then  he 
hoisted  the  English  ensign  over  the  French,  and  inune- 
diately  the  stranger  yawed  and  fired  a  bow-chaser. 

"  You  'd  think  it  well  to  mistify  them  a  little,  sir," 
observed  Paul.  "  We  should  do  that  if  we  hoisted  the 
French  flag  over  English." 

This  was  done ;  and  for  some  time  no  other  shot  was 
fired.  Still  the  stranger  seemed  to  be  not  altogether 
satisfied.  The  breeze  was  freshening  all  this  time,  and 
at  length  it  became  evident  that  the  brig  was  carrying 
much  more  canvass  than  was  necessary,  unless  she  was 
trying  to  get  away  from  the  schooner.  The  stranger 
seemed  to  think  so,  at  all  events,  and  without  yawing, 
fired  a  shot  as  a  signal  to  the  chase  to  heave-to. 

This  was  what  no  one  but  the  prisoners  had  the 
slightest  wish  to  do;    and  so,  as  it  was  now  getting 
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dark,  both  flags  were  hauled  down  and  not  again 
hoisted. 

"  Now,  Billy,"  said  Paul,  **  let  us  see,  my  boy,  what 
you  can  do." 

True  Blue  was  in  his  glory.  He  had  a  gun  almost 
entirely  to  himself.  Tim  Fid  acted  the  part  of  powder- 
monkey  ;  while  he  and  Hartland  had  charge  of  one  gun, 
and  Mr.  Nott,  helped  by  Paul,  worked  the  other.  Paul, 
indeed,  stepped  from  gun  to  gun,  as  his  services  were 
required.  Now  they  set  to  work  in  right  earnest,  and 
began  to  blaze  away  as  hard  as  they  could,  while  Tom 
Marline  stood  at  the  helm  and  steered  the  flying  brig. 
He  had  no  easy  work  either,  for  with  the  immense 
press  of  canvass  she  had  on  her,  and  the  strong  breeze, 
it  was  with  difficulty  he  could  keep  her  on  her  course. 

True  Blue  was  delighted  to  find  that  his  shot,  at  all 
events,  reached  the  enemy. 

"  Paul !  Paul !  that  shot  hit  her  bows — ^I  saw  the 
splinters  fly  from  them,"  he  exclaimed,  while  he  and 
Harry  weie  again  loading. 

**  All  right,"  answered  Paul,  who  likewise  saw  the 
effect  of  the  shot.  **  Keep  on  like  that,  and  you  '11  soon 
bring  down  some  of  the  chap's  spars." 

Meantime,  Mr.  Nott  was  working  away  manfully  with 
his  gun.  He  felt  rather  vexed  to  think  that  a  ship's 
boy  was  a  better  shot  than  himself;  only  just  then,  as 
he  wished  to  preserve  the  brig,  he  was  thankful  to  any 
one  who  could  aid  in  accomplishing  that  object.  Now 
and  then  the  schooner  fired;  but  as  at  each  time,  in 
order  to  do  so,  she  had  to  yaw  and  then  keep  away,  she 
fired  much  less  frequently  than  the  brig.  The  French- 
man, probably,  also  judged  that,  as  they  were  rapidly 
coming  up  with  the  chase,  it  was  not  worth  while  to 
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throw  their  shot  away.  As  the  darkness  increased,  the 
wind  got  up  more  and  more,  and  so  did  the  sea;  and 
all  around  looked  very  gloomy  and  threatening. 

**  We  must  shorten  sail,  sir,"  exclaimed  at  last  Tom 
Marline,  who  had  been  looking  up  ever  and  anon  at  the 
bending  quivering  spars. 

**  Never  mind,  my  man,"  said  Johnny  Nott,  with  the 
greatest  coolness;  "the  brig  will  do  that  for  herself 
better  than  we  can.  We  have  enough  to  do  just  now 
to  try  and  wing  the  enemy." 

There  seemed  a  fair  chance  of  their  doing  this.  The 
guns  were  excellent,  and  True  Blue's  gunnery  was  first 
rate.  But,  as  the  brig  tumbled  about  and  pitched 
more  and  more,  he  foimd  greater  difficulty  in  taking 
aim.  Still  he  persevered,  and  so  did  Mr.  Nott;  and 
as  it  was  far  too  dark  for  them  to  see  the  effects  of 
their  shot,  they  both  hoped  that  they  were  doing  a  great 
deal  of  damage.  One  thing  concerned  Paul  exceedingly. 
He  feared,  that  the  instant  they  hauled  their  wind  and 
got  out  of  their  previous  course,  the  masts  woidd  go 
over  the  side. 

Still  True  Blue,  regardless  of  everything  else,  kept 
firing  away  as  fast  as  ever.  What  did  he  care  what  might 
happen  besides  just  then.  There  was  a  fine  brass  gun 
he  had  been  ordered  to  serve,  and  there  was  the  enemy. 
The  scud  was  flying  rapidly  overhead,  the  wind  howled, 
the  thunder  roared,  and  flash  after  flash  burst  forth 
from  the  sky,  mocking  the  tiny  light  of  the  British 
guns.  The  whole  ocean  was  of  a  dark  slaty  hue,  with 
white,  hissing,  foaming  crests  dancing  up  as  far  as  the 
eye  could  reach;  while  many  came  hissing  up  and 
almost  leaped  on  board.  The  brig  went  tearing  along, 
her  masts  bending  and  writhing  as  if  they  were  about 
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to  be  torn  out  of  her.  Suddenly  there  was  a  terrifio 
crash,  and  both  the  tall  masts  leant  over  and  went  by 
the  board.  Fortunately  they  fell  forward  and  none  of 
the  party  were  hurt. 

**  Well  we  have  shortened  sail  with  a  vengeance," 
cried  the  midshipman,  even  at  that  moment  unable  to 
restrain  a  joke,  though  he  felt  in  no  joking  mood, 
never  mind  the  guns  now.  Let  us  clear  the  wreck. 
Perhaps  the  Frenchman  may  pass  us  in  the  dark." 

This  was  a  wise  thought,  as  it  was  the  best  thing 
that  could  be  done.  With  axes  and  knives  they  set 
energetically  to  work  to  cut  the  ropes  which  kept  the 
masts  and  spars  thumping  against  the  vessel's  sides  like 
battering-rams,  trying  to  make  holes  in  them. 

While  thus  engaged,  True  Blue  exclaimed — 

**  See— see,  what  is  that?" 

All  hands  looked  up.  The  dark  outline  of  the 
schooner  was  visible,  flying  by  them.  Just  then  a  vivid 
flash  of  lightning  darted  from  the  sky.  There  was  a 
loud  crackling  noise  heard,  even  amid  the  raging  of 
the  rising  tempest;  the  flame  ran  down  the  schooner^s 
mainmast.  Shrieks  reached  their  ears;  there  was  a 
loud  roar  like  a  single  clap  of  thunder  without  an 
echo;  the  whole  dark  mass  seemed  to  rise  in  the  air, 
and  here  and  there  dark  spots  could  be  seen,  and 
splashes  could  be  heard  close  to  the  vessel,  and  for 
a  few  seconds  flames  burst  forth  from  where  the 
schooner  had  been  seen;  but  in  an  instant  they  dis- 
appeared, and  not  a  trace  of  her  could  be  discovered. 
The  dismantled  brig  floated  alone,  surrounded  by  dark- 
ness, on  the  wild  tumultuous  ocean. 


r 


192  TRUE  BLUE. 


CHAPTER  Xm. 

True  Blue's  Jump  overboard. 

The  dismasted  brig  lay  tumbling  about,  utterly  helpless. 
Neither  moon  nor  stars  were  visible.  The  seas  came 
roaring  up  around  her,  now  throwing  her  on  one  side, 
now  on  the  other.  Her  stern  boat  had  already  been 
cut  adrift. 

Not  long  after  the  disappearance  of  the  schooner,  a 
sea  struck  her  quarter,  and  carried  away  one  of  the 
boats  on  that  side,  and  at  the  next  roll  the  one  on  the 
opposite  quarter  went. 

Mr.  Nott,  with  Paul,  and  Marline,  and  the  three 
boys,  were  clustered  aft. 

**  Paul,"  observed  True  Blue,  after  they  had  all  been 
silent  for  some  time.  "The  Frenchman  and  Black 
can't  play  us  any  tricks  now.  They  run  a  great  chance 
of  being  drowned  where  they  are ;  couldn't  we  cast  them 
loose,  and  let  them  come  aft  here  ?'* 

"Eight,  Billy,"  answered  Paul.  "We  should  be 
merciful  even  to  our  enemies.     I  had  forgotten  them." 

Mr.  Nott,  offering  no  objection,  Paul  and  True  Blue, 
worked  their  way  to  the  waist,  where  the  two  men  sat 
bound.  They  were  more  dead  than  alive  with  fright; 
and  could  scarcely  comprehend  what  the  Englishmen 
had  come  to  do  to  them.  Paul  loosened  the  Frenchman, 
and  True  Blue  took  out  his  knife  and  cut  the  lashings 
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which  bound  the  Black ;  and  then  assisting  him  up  on 
his  legs,  pointed  afl,  and  by  a  push  in  that  direction, 
intimated  that  he  had  better  get  there  as  soon  as 
possible. 

Billy  then  bethought  him  of  the  wounded  prisoner  in 
the  dark  damp  fore-peak,  all  alone  by  himself,  expecting 
every  instant  to  be  his  last.  "I  shouldn't  like  to  be 
lefl  thus/'  he  thought  to  himself.  ''I'll  go  and  see 
what  I  can  do  for  him." 

Without,  therefore,  telling  Paul  what  he  was  going 
to  do,  he  worked  his  way  gradually  forward,  grasping 
tightly  on  by  the  belaying  pins  and  cleats  made  fast  to 
the  bulwarks. 

On  his  way,  he  passed  the  dead  Frenchman.  A 
shudder  came  over  him,  as  his  foot  kicked  the  body. 
He  imagined  he  heard  a  groan  and  felt  it  move;  but  he 
thought  it  was  fancy,  and  would  not  stop  to  ascertain 
the  state  of  the  case. 

Just  as  he  got  close  to  the  fore-hatch,  he  saw  rolling 
up,  just  ahead  of  the  vessel,  what  looked  like  a  huge 
black  mountain,  with  a  snowy  top.  It  was  a  vast  sea, 
appearing  still  larger  in  the  darkness.  On  it  rolled, 
roaring  above  the  bows  of  the  brig,  and  then,  with  a 
terrific  crash,  down  it  came  on  her  deck,  threatening  to 
swamp  her,  and  sweeping  everything  before  it. 

True  Blue's  foot  had  been  pressing  against  a  ring- 
bolt— a  rope  was  made  fast  to  it  He  threw  himself 
flat  down,  grasping  the  ring  with  one  hand,  and  making 
several  turns  with  the  rope  round  the  other  arm.  He 
felt  the  breath  almost  pressed  out  of  his  body  with  the 
weight  of  water  rushing  above  him ;  and  then  he  fancied 
that  the  vessel  herself  was  going  down,  and  would  never 
rise  again.     He  had  no  wish  to  die,  though  he  had  no 
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abject  fear  of  death ;  but  life  offered  much  happiness, 
and  he  thought  that  he  should  like  to  struggle  for  it 
Yet  what  could  he  then  do  ?  He  wisely  held  on 
tightly  to  ascertain  whether  the  brig  was  really  going 
down. 

The  rush  and  the  roaring  sound  of  water  passed 
on.  He  felt  the  bows  of  the  brig  rise  once  more — he 
lifted  himself  up  on  his  knees  and  looked  over  his 
shoulder.  The  sea  had  made  a  clean  sweep,  and  had 
carried  away  the  caboose,  the  boats  on  the  booms,  and 
every  spar  remaining  on  deck,  besides,  as  it  appeared 
to  him,  a  considerable  portion  of  the  larboard  bulwarks. 

His  anxiety  was  for  his  shipmates.  How  had  they 
withstood  the  rush  of  waters  ?  He  shouted ;  but  though 
his  voice  was  loud  and  shrill,  the  howling  of  the  tempest, 
and  the  dash  of  the  sea  was  louder.  He  tried  to  pene- 
trate the  darkness;  but  he  could  distinguish  nothing 
beyond  half  the  length  of  the  ship.  His  heart  sunk 
lower  than  it  had  ever  done  before,  at  the  thought  tiiat 
his  faithful,  kind  guardian  might  be  torn  from  him  for 
ever. 

"And  Tom  Marline,  and  Harry,  and  Fid,  and 
Mr.  Nott,  he  was  a  good-natured  young  gentleman,"  he 
said  to  himself.  Having  started  to  visit  the  wounded 
Frenchman,  he  wished  to  do  so,  before  he  tried  to  find 
his  way  aft  again,  to  ascertain  the  state  of  the  case.  He 
lifted  the  hatch  off  and  dived  below.  All  was  dark. 
There  were  no  means  of  procuring  a  light  in  the 
place. 

"  I  say,  Mounseer,  Frenchman — how  are  you  ?*'  he 
began,  groping  his  way  towards  the  bunk  where  the 
prisoner  lay. 

A  groan  shewed  that  the  man  was  not  dead.     He 
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remembered  that  there  was  some  food  in  one  of  the 
lockers.  Taking  some  sausages  and  biscuit,  he  put 
them  into  the  man's  hand.  "  Here,  eat,  you  're  hungry, 
I  dare  say." 

The  prisoner,  who  fancied  that  his  visitor  was  Fid, 
who  had  shot  him,  and  had  expected  to  be  killed, 
shewed,  by  his  Yoice,  his  surprise  and  gratitude. 

"  Merci !  merci !  de  Teau-de-vie,  je  vous  prie,  et 
donnez-moi  de  I'eau-de-vie." 

Billy,  on  searching  about,  had  found  a  can  with  a 
little  water  at  the  bottom  of  it,  and  a  flask  of  spirits; 
so,  guessing  what  the  man  wanted,  he  poured  some  of 
the  spirits  into  the  can,  and  gave  it  him. 

The  draught  must  have  been  very  refreshing,  for  the 
Frenchman's  expression  of  gratitude  knew  no  limit.  He 
made  True  Blue  understand  that  he  had  better  take  some- 
thing himself.  This,  as  he  was  very  hungry,  he  was 
nothing  loth  to  do ;  but  he  had  not  eaten  much,  and 
had  only  taken  one  pull  at  the  grog  can,  when  he  recol- 
lected his  friends.  He  felt  that  he  could  eat  nothing 
more,  until  he  had  ascertained  their  fate. 

"  If  they  are  alive,  they  '11  want  to  eat,"  he  said  to 
himself.  "They  can't  be  gone — no— no — I  won't 
believe  it." 

So  he  filled  his  pockets  with  as  many  sausages  and 
as  much  biscuit  as  they  could  carry,  and,  shaking  the 
Frenchman  by  the  hand,  to  show  that  he  would  not  be 
forgotten,  he  ascended  the  ladder,  closed  the  fore-hatch 
behind  him,  and  began  his  perilous  journey  towards  the 
stern.  The  sea  on  one  side,  he  discovered,  had  made  so 
complete  a  wreck,  that  he  knew,  should  he  slip,  there 
would  be  nothing  to  prevent  his  going  overboard. 

The  greatest  caution,  therefore,  was  necessary.     He 
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could  feel  the  ling-boltB;  but  he  could  not  see  them,  or 
indeed^  anj  object  bj  which  to  secure  himselfl  On 
hands  and  knees,  he  crept  on,  feeling  his  way.  He  had 
got  as  ^  as  the  main  hatchway,  when  he  saw  another 
sea  rising.  He  clung  hold,  as  before,  to  a  ring-bolt. 
Over  came  the  water  with  a  furious  rush,  which  would 
have  carried  anj  one  unprepared  for  it  awaj. 

He  felt  his  arms  strained  to  the  utmost — still  he  had 
no  notion  of  letting  go.  ''  The  biscuits  will  be  spmlt, 
but  the  sausages  won't  be  much  the  worse  for  the 
wetting,**  he  thought  to  himself.  ''  I  dare  saj  ihej  11 
be  glad  enough  to  have  anything  to  eat." 

When  the  sea  had  passed  over,  the  vessel  was  steadier 
for  an  instant  than  she  had  been.  He  took  the  oppor- 
tunity to  make  a  bold  push  to  the  nearest  part  of  the 
bulwarks  remaining  entire.  He  now  got  ail  with  less  diffi- 
culty. As  he  passed  the  spot  where  he  had  lefl  the 
dead  Frenchman,  he  discovered  that  the  body  was  gone 
— ^washed  overboard  he  believed  by  the  sea  which  had 
cleared  the  deck.  His  heart  felt  lighter  when  he  saw 
the  group  he  expected  standing  there ;  but  Paul  didn't 
come  forward  to  welcome  him.  Instead,  he  heard 
Marline's  voice  say — "Rouse  up,  Pringle — rouse  up, 
mate — the  boy  is  safe." 

True  Blue  was  in  an  instant  kneeling  down  by  the 
side  of  his  guardian.  "  I  am  here,  Paul — I  am  here 
— ^Billy  True  Blue — aU  right,  godfather,"  he  exclaimed, 
putting  his  mouth  to  Paul's  ear. 

"  What  has  happened  ?     Is  he  hurt  ?"  he  asked. 

''  He  has  hurt  his  side  and  ribs,  and  we  are  afraid 
has  broken  his  leg,"  answered  Marline.  "  We  all 
thought  that  you  were  gone,  washed  clean  away,  boy ; 
but  he  wouldn't  believe  it,  and  started  off  to  look  for 


LEAKS  SPRUNG.  197 

you,  when  a  sea  took  him,  and  washed  him  back  in  the 
state  you  now  see  him.  He  was  nearly  carried  over- 
board, and  we  have  had  hard  work  to  save  him." 

True  Blue  forgot  everything  else  but  the  state  of  his 
friend,  till  at  length  Paul  came  to  himself,  and  compre- 
hended what  had  occurred.  The  knowledge  that  his 
godson  was  safe,  seemed  to  revive  him.  Billy  then 
remembered  the  provisions  he  had  got  in  his  pocket, 
and  served  them  out  among  his  companions,  the  two 
prisoners  getting  an  equal  share.  Mr.  Nott  refused  to 
take  more  than  the  rest;  and  all  acknowledged  that 
True  Blue's  forethought  had  contributed  to  keep  up 
their  strength,  and  preserve  their  lives  during  that 
awful  night. 

Dawn  came  at  last,  and  presented  a  fearful  scene  of 
wreck  and  confusion ;  the  dark  green  seas  wore  rising 
up  on  every  side,  topped  with  foam,  which  came  down 
in  showers  on  the  deck,  blown  off  by  the  fierce  wind, 
while  the  lately  trim  brig  lay  shattered  and  dismantled, 
and,  too  evidently,  far  deeper  in  the  water  than  she  had 
been  before  the  gale. 

From  the  way  she  laboured  and  rolled,  it  was  not 
necessary  to  sound  the  well,  to  ascertain  that  she  had 
sprung  several  and  serious  leaks.  To  stop  them  was 
utterly  beyond  the  power  of  the  little  band.  Mr.  Nott 
proposed  all  sorts  of  devices ;  but  Paul,  when  appealed 
to,  shook  his  head,  with  a  look  expressive  of  his  opinion 
of  their  utter  futility. 

Not  a  boat  remained ;  there  were  not  even  the  means 
of  making  a  rail. 

"  But  what  can  we  do,  Paul?"  asked  True  Blue, 
thinking  how  sad  it  was  that  his  fine  old  friend  should 
thus  ingloriously  lose  his  life. 
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-  Fofyr  fellow,  he  has  t«j  likely  a  wife  and  chiidrcD, 
or  bTothffs  and  sist^s^  wiio  will  be  expecting  him 
haome;  tbovigh  he  ia  a  Frenchman  anrj  an  ^lemy,  what 
matters?  I  hare  no  one  on  sh<H^  to  care  for  me,  that 's 
a  comfort." 

These  thoughts  &uhed  tbrongh  True  Blue's  mind. 
^  Here,  Tom,  make  this  rope  fast  round  me ;  I  think 
that  I  can  reach  that  poor  fellow.      The  next  send  of 
the  sea  will  bring  him  close  alongside." 

Though  True  Blue  was  a  first-rate  swimmer  for  his 
age,  Marline  demurred,  and  appealed  to  Pringle. 

"  lie  is  only  a  Frenchman  and  an  enemy  after  all," 
ATgtied  Marline. 

"  Uh'b  a  fellow-creature,  Tom,"  answered  True  Blue. 
**  Ueref  make  fast  the  rope.     I  am  sure  I  can  save  him." 
''  Will  you  let  him  go,  Paul?"  asked  Tom,  as  a  last 
refcnirce* 
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Paul  raised  himself  on  his  arm. 

"  If  the  lad  thinks  it 's  his  duty  to  try  and  save  the 
man,  yes,"  he  answered  firmly.  "  If  he  loses  his  life,  it 
will  be  just  as  a  true  British  sailor  should  wish  to  lose 
it.     Go,  boy;  heaven  preserve  you." 

There  was  an  unusual  tone  of  solemnity  and  dignity 
in  the  way  Paul  spoke,  as  he  grasped  his  godson's  hand. 
The  rope  had  by  this  time  been  properly  adjusted.  The 
piece  of  wreck  with  the  man  on  it  was  drifting  nearer 
and  nearer. 

"  Hold  on  the  slack  here,  Mounseer,"  said  Tom, 
to  the  French  seaman.  "  He 's  one  of  your  countrymen, 
you  know,  so  you  are  bound  to  help  him." 

Mr.  Nott  repeated  what  Tom  had  said;  but  the 
disciple  of  the  "  Age  of  Reason,"  and  the  advocate  of 
**  Liberty,  Equality  and  Fraternity,"  seemed  to  have  no 
inclination  to  run  any  risk  in  so  doing. 

"  Jlfa^i  I"  he  answered,  with  a  shrug  of  his  shoulders, 
'*  The  man  must  have  been  drowned  long  ago.  It  is 
only  the  movement  of  the  sea  makes  him  appear  alive." 

The  spar  came  nearer  and  nearer.  The  man  on 
it  again  waved  his  hand.  True  Blue  waved  his  in 
return.     "  He  is  alive  ! — he  is  alive  !"  he  shouted. 

"  If  go  you  must,  now  is  your  time,"  shouted  Tom. 

True  Blue  leaped  off  the  deck  into  the  raging  sea. 
Boldly  he  struck  out.  Down  came  a  sea  thundering 
towards  him,  hurling  the  spar  with  it.  There  was  a 
shriek  of  horror;  all  on  board  thought  he  was  lost. 
He  had  only  dived  to  avoid  the  sea.  Then  up  again 
he  was  on  the  other  side,  clinging  on  to  the  spar,  with 
his  knife  in  his  mouth,  ready  to  cut  the  lashings  which 
secured  the  stranger  to  it.  It  was  done  in  a  moment. 
He  had  him  tight  round  the  waist. 


200  TBUE   BLUE. 

Death  alone  is  likelj  to  separate  that  hearty  em^iace, 
till  he  has  him  safe  on  board.  The  stranger  is  now 
seen  to  be  a  boj  not  bigger  than  himself.  This  makes 
his  task  easier.  The  spar  drifts  away;  the  two  are  in 
the  water  together. 

Tom  and  Mr.  Nott,  and  the  other  boys,  and  the 
Frenchman  and  the  Black,  haul  away,  and,  with  some 
severe  bruises,  they  are  safely  brought  on  deck. 

*'  It 's  Sir  Henry,  I  do  believe,"  shouted  Tom,  hauling 
in  the  rope, 

"Why,  Elmore,  my  dear  fellow,  is  it  you?"  exclaimed 
Johnny  Nott,  taking  the  hand  of  the  lad,  who,  with 
True  Blue,  had  been  dragged  afi,  and  placed  in  as  safe 
a  spot  as  the  deck  afforded.  **  We  thought  you  were  a 
Frenchman." 

"  1  scarcely  know  who  I  am.  I  know  that  I  have  to 
thank  Freeborn  for  my  preservation,"  answered  the 
young  baronet ;  for  such  he  was,  as  well  as  a  midship- 
man, and  a  very  great  favourite  on  board  the  "  Euby," 
shewing  not  a  particle  of  pride  or  arrogance  on  account 
of  his  title  and  connections. 

He  took  True  Blue's  hand. 

"  I  do  thank  you  heartily,  Freeborn,"  he  said  with 
much  emotion.  "  But  you  and  I  should  thank  One 
first  who  is  mighty  to  save,  who  has  hitherto  preserved 
us;  and  let  us  pray  that  He  will  find  the  means  to  save 
us  out  of  the  perils  with  which  we  are  surrounded." 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  will,"  answered  True  Blue  quietly; 
and  then  and  there  they  knelt  down  on  the  wetj  slippery 
deck,  and  poured  out  the  feelings  of  their  young  honest 
hearts  to  heaven. 

Nott  and  the  other  two  boys  soon  followed  their 
example;  so  did  Tom,  in  his  own  fashion;  and  Paul's 
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lips  were  seen  to  move,  while  the  Frenchman  and  the 
Black  looked  on  astonished. 

"  Ma  foil"  muttered  the  Frenchman.  "These  English 
boys  seem  to  think  that  there  is  a  God  who  hears  their 
prayers." 

"  Yes  we  do,  Monsieur,"  answered  the  young  baronet, 
rising  from  his  knees.  "And  we  believe.  Monsieur, 
that  it  is  He  who  gives  us  the  victory  over  those  who 
do  not  think  so.** 

The  Frenchman  made  no  reply,  but  struck  his  brow 
and  looked  thoughtful. 

The  excitement  of  the  first  minutes  of  his  wonderful 
preservation  over,  young  Elmore  felt  the  effects  of  the 
exposure  to  which  ho  had  been  subjected  so  long,  and 
sank  almost  helpless  on  the  deck. 

"  He  wants  food/'  said  Tom.  "  I  wish  that  we  had 
some." 

True  Blue  instantly  volunteered  to  try  and  go  and 
get  it.     But  of  this  the  rest  would  not  hear. 

Marline  said  he  would  go;  but  ho  was  wanted  to 
look  after  the  rest,  and  take  care  of  poor  Pringle,  who 
was  utterly  unable  to  help  himself.  Neither  the  French- 
man nor  the  Black  volunteered  to  go.  The  truth  was, 
they  dared  not  face  the  danger. 

"  I  '11  go  if  I  may,"  exclaimed  Tim  Fid.  "  If  I  am 
not  strong,  I  'm  little,  and  a  shrimp  can  swim  where  a 
big  fish  would  be  knocked  to  pieces," 

"  Stay,  though,"  said  True  Blue.  "  Here  make  fast 
the  rope  round  you.  If  you  are  washed  away  we  can 
haul  you  in  by  it.  It  served  me  a  good  turn,  it  will 
now  serve  you  one." 

"  A  good  thought,"  said  Tim,  fastening  the  rope 
round  his  waist,  and  away  he  went.     He  worked  his 
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way  forward,  as  True  Blue  had  done;  but  just  as  he 
was  in  the  middle  of  the  waist,  a  sea  swept  the  deck, 
and  would  have  carried  him  off,  had  it  not  been  for  the 
rope  round  him. 

He  was  hauled  back  not  a  little  bruised.  Still  he 
insisted  on  making  another  attempt.  Having  kicked 
off  his  shoes,  away  he  went;  the  deck  was  clearer  than 
usual  of  water.  He  ran  and  leaped  along ;  and  before 
another  sea  came,  had  reached  the  fore-hatch.  His  first 
care  was  to  make  the  rope  fast  to  the  windlass.  Then 
he  slipped  off  the  hatch  and  descended.  He  soon  again 
appeared,  and  succeeded  in  reaching  the  after  part  of 
the  vessel  with  a  good  supply  of  food  and  a  can. 

"  There,*'  he  said,  "  That 's  full  of  honest  grog ;  it 
will  do  al]  hands  good.  But,  I  say,  we  must  try  and 
get  the  poor  Frenchman  up  out  of  his  bunk.  He  '11  be 
drowned  in  it  if  we  don't  in  a  short  time." 

It  was  agreed  that  the  Frenchman  and  the  Black  ought 
to  perform  the  duty ;  but  it  was  not  till  they  had  taken 
several  pulls  at  the  grog- can,  that  they  seemed  to 
understand  what  was  required  of  them.  Even  then 
Mr.  Nott  had  to  shew  a  pistol;  and  hint  that  they 
should  not  lemain  where  they  were,  if  they  did  not 
go  and  help  the  wounded  man. 

The  rope  which  Fid  secured,  made  the  task  com- 
paratively easy.  Led  by  the  little  fellow  himself,  at 
last  they  set  off;  making,  however,  many  grimaces,  as 
if  they  did  not  at  all  like  the  task.  When  they  got 
below  they  found  so  much  water,  that  the  poor  fellow 
was  very  nearly  washed  out  of  his  berth. 

They  managed,  however,  to  get  him  on  deck.  To 
carry  him  aft,  however,  was  the  most  difficult  part  of 
their  task.     As  it  was,  the  Frenchman,  in  his  anxiety 
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to  take  care  of  himself,  let  go  his  hold  of  his  wounded 
countryman ;  and  had  it  not  been  for  Fid  and  the  Black, 
he  would  have  been  washed  overboard. 

At  length,  they  reached  the  stern  in  safety.  The 
account  Fid  gave,  however,  of  the  quantity  of  water 
below,  was  truly  appalling.  They  could  not  hope  that 
the  brig  could  swim  many  hours  longer,  and  should  she 
go  down,  they  had  nothing  on  which  to  float;  the  boats 
were  gone — not  a  spar  remained.  There  were  the 
hatches  certainly;  but  there  would  scarcely  be  time  to 
construct  a  rail  out  of  them. 

Mr.  Nott  had,  during  this  time,  been  attending  to  his 
messmate.  It  was  some  time  before  young  Elmore 
again  revived.  He  was  evidently  endeavouring  to 
arouse  himself.  As  he  was  much  senior  to  Nott,  it  was 
his  duty  to  take  the  command.  All  the  crew  of  the  brig 
were  now  assembled  aft.  Except,  however,  that  they 
kept  their  eyes  about  them  looking  out  for  a  sail,  they 
could  do  little  else  than  talk.  They  wore  but  slightly 
inclined  to  do  much  of  that  cither. 

Still  Nott  was  curious  to  know  how  his  messmate 
had  come  to  be  on  board  the  schooner  which  had 
chased  them. 

"  I  will  tell  you  in  a  few  words,"  said  Elmore.  "  We 
had  not  parted  company  with  the  frigate  many  hours, 
before  a  strange  sail  hove  in  sight.  As  I  knew  that  we 
could  gain  but  little  by  fighting,  should  the  stranger 
prove  an  enemy,  we  did  our  best  to  run  away.  The 
prize,  however,  sailed  badly ;  and  the  stranger,  which 
turned  out  to  be  a  large  schooner,  sailed  remarkably 
well.  We  had  a  couple  of  guns;  so  we  fired  away  with 
them  as  long  as  we  could,  till  she  ranged  up  alongside, 
when  a  number  of  men  leaped  on  our  decks,  and  we 
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were  obliged  to  give  in.     I  was  carried  on  board«ihe 
schooner;  but  the  rest  of  the  raen  were  left  on  board  the 
brig  to  work  her,  so  that  I  hope  that  their  lives  may 
have  been  preserved.     I  did  not  suppose  such  a  set  of 
reprobates  existed  as  I  found  on  board  that  schooner. 
She  was  a  privateer  out  of  St.  Malo.     The  officers  and 
men  were  literally  mad  about  the  *  Age  of  Reason/ 
though  the  only  result  that  I  could  perceive  of  their 
principles,  was   to   make   them   indulge   in   the   most 
dreadful  profanity  and  outrageously  obscene  language. 
Your  determined  attempt  to  escape  excited  their  anger 
to  the  highest  degree ;  and  at  the  very  moment  that  the 
vessel  was  struck  by  lightning,  from  the  effects  of  which 
she  foundered,  they,  with  horrid  oaths,  were  swearing 
vengeance   against   you,  wherever  you   might   be.    I 
guessed  that  the  brig  was  a  prize,  and  thought  very 
likely  one  taken  by  the  *  Ruby.'     Do  you  know,  that 
my  chief  feeling  when  the   schooner  went  down  was, 
that  of  horror  at  having  to  go  into  the  other  world  in 
company  with  such  wretches.    It  is  very  extraordinary; 
but  I  couldn't  help  picturing  to  myself  their  unutterable 
terror  and  dismay,  when  they  found  that  all  they  had 
scorned   and  derided  was  true,  and  that  it  had  been 
better  for  them  never  to  have  been  born.     As  it  was, 
their  terrific  shrieks  and  cries,  as  one  after  the  other  they 
were  overwhelmed  by  the  waves,  made  my  heart  sink 
within  me.     Still  I  determined  not  to  yield  as  long  as 
my  strength  endured ;  and  I  struck  out  for  dear  life.    I 
soon  foiind  myself  close  to  a  shattered  spar,  to  which 
was  attached  a  quantity  of  rigging.     I  climbed  up  and 
lashed  myself  securely  to  it.     Thus  I  passed  the  night. 
I  more  than  once  thought  I  saw  the  dismantled  brig ; 
and  you  may  fancy  my  joy  when  I  caught  sight  of  her 
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at  dawn.  Still,  I  scarcely  expected  that  anybody  on 
board  would  be  able  to  render  me  assistance ;  and  when 
I  saw  that  all  her  boats  were  gone,  I  almost  gave  up 
hope;  but  yet  not  entirely.  After  having  been  thus 
far  mercifully  preserved,  I  did  not  expect  to  be  allowed 
to  perish  at  the  last.  I  have  not  thanked  Freeborn  as 
I  wish;  but  I  have  those  at  home  who  will  thank  him 
still  more,  if -we  are  allowed  to  reach  dry  land ;  and  I  am 
sure  our  Captain  will  thank  him  too." 

"  Oh,.  Sir  Henry,  I  have  done  nothing  to  be  thanked 
for,"  said  True  Blue,  modestly.  "  When  I  jumped 
overboard,  I  thought  you  were  only  a  Frenchman  and 
an  enemy — one  of  the  chaps  who  had  been  firing 
at  us." 

"  That  convinces  me  that  you  would  still  more 
willingly  have  risked  your  life  had  you  known  that  a 
countryman  and  shipmate  was  in  danger,  and  so  I  am 
not  the  less  bound  to  exhibit  the  gratitude  I  feel,"  an- 
swered the  young  Baronet  warmly. 

"  Don't  talk  about  it,  sir,"  replied  True  Blue.  "  As 
Paul  and  Tom  know,  I've  just  done  my  duty  as  a  sea- 
man— to  help  a  fellow-creature  in  distress,  and  that  *8 
all,  sir.     It  isn't  worth  thinking  about.'* 

Billy  thought  that  this  was  a  clencher  to  the  dis- 
cussion, and  that  he  should  not  hear  any  more  about 
the  matter.  Still  his  heart  could  not  but  tell  him  that 
ho  had  done  a  brave  and  right  thing,  let  others  designate 
his  act  as  they  might. 

While  the  lads  had  been  talking,  the  appearance  of 
the  sky  gave  evident  signs  that  the  gale  was  breaking. 
Still  the  sea  ran  very  high,  and  the  water-logged  wreck 
laboured  in  a  way  which  made  it  doubtful  whether 
each  plunge  she  made  would  not  prove  her  last.     The 
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Frenchmen  seemed  less  concerned  ubout  the  matter 
than  might  have  been  expected;  and  on  Sir  Henij 
Elmore  interrogating  them,  they  stated  that  a  consider- 
able portion  of  the  cargo  consisted  of  brandy  and  wise 
in  casks,  which  would  materially  assist  in  keeping  the 
vessel  afloat.  Still  she  sunk  lower  and  lower,  ^nd  it 
was  very  evident,  that  in  a  short  time  no  part  of  her 
deck  would  be  tenable.  Anxiously,  therefore,  all  eyes 
were  looking  out  for  a  sail.  Each  time  that  the  vessel 
rose  to  the  top  of  a  sea,  they  all  looked  out  on  every 
side,  in  the  hopes  of  catching  a  glimpse  of  some 
approaching  vessel ;  and  blank  was  the  feeling  when  she 
again  sunk  down  into  the  deep  trough,  and  knew  that 
no  help  was  near. 

True  Blue's  chief  anxiety  was  for  Paul.  He  could 
not  tell  how  materially  he  might  be  hurt,  and  how 
much  he  might  require  a  doctor's  care,  and  he  longed  to 
get  him  help.  After  a  time,  very  few  of  the  party 
spoke — the  Frenchmen  had  entirely  lost  their  usual 
loquacity,  and  even  the  two  midshipmen  said  very  little 
to  each  other.  Now  the  water-logged  wreck  sunk  into 
the  trough — now  she  laboriously  climbed  up,  it  seemed, 
to  the  top  of  a  foaming  sea. 

Suddenly,  True  Blue  shouted  out — "  A  sail  !  a  sail  I 
she  is  standing  towards  us."  He  had  seen  her  before; 
but  was  uncertain  which  way  she  was  steering,  and  he 
had  not  forgotten  a  caution  given  to  him  by  Paul — 
never  to  raise  hopes  when  there  is  a  likelihood  of  their 
being  disappointed. 

The  sea  had  for  some  time  been  decreasing;  but 
there  was  still  so  much  that  a  boat  would  run  consider- 
able risk  in  boarding  the  wreck.  It  was  soon  proved 
that  True  Blue  was  right.     The  stranger  was  steering 
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towards  them.     On  she  came.     She  was  a  bzig  and 
shewed  English  colours. 

A  cheer  rose  from  the  deck  of  the  water-logged 
vessel.  The  brig  came  down  in  gallant  style;  but  she 
gave  evident  signs  that  she  also  had  been  battling  with 
the  gale.  Her  bulwarks  were  shattered,  and  not  a  boat 
was  to  be  seen  on  board.  Her  flag  shewed  her  to  be  a 
packet.  A  flne-looking  man  stood  in  the  main 
rigging.  ^ 

The  midshipmen  shouted — "  "We  are  going  down  we 
fear.     Can  you  render  assistance  ?" 

"  Aye,  aye — that  1  will,"  answered  the  master  of  the 
packet.  "  I  will  run  alongside  you.  Stand  by  to  leap 
on  board." 

The  least  experienced  of  the  party  saw  the  great  risk 
the  packet  was  running  by  this  proceeding;  for  a  send 
of  the  sea  might  easily  have  driven  the  wreck  against 
her  and  stove  in  her  upper- works. 

This  consideration  did  not  deter  the  gallant  sailor  from 
his  act  of  mercy.  He  made  a  signal  as  he  approached, 
that  he  would  pass  the  wreck  on  the  larboard  quarter. 

The  Frenchman  and  the  Black  were  told  that  they  must 
help  their  wounded  shipmate.  Tom  and  True  Blue 
begged  that  they  might  take  charge  of  Paul,  while  the 
rest  were  to  leap  on  board,  the  instant  the  vessels'  sides 
touched.  The  midshipmen  and  the  two  boys  wanted  to 
stay  and  help  Paul ;  but  he  would  not  hear  of  this. 

"  No,  no/'  he  answered ;  "  if  we  talk  about  it  no  one 
will  be  saved;  and  if  I  am  left  on  board  I  shall  be  no 
worse  off  than  we  all  have  been  till  now." 

Life  is  sweet  to  most  men.  The  packet  tacked.  Now 
she  stood  down  towards  the  wreck.  The  sides  of  the 
two   vessels  touched.     The  midshipmen  and  two  boys 


208  TBUE   BLUB. 

leaped  on  board.  So  did  the  Frenchman  and  tlie  Black; 
they  made  a  pretence  of  helping  their  comrade  it  seemed. 
They  placed  him  on  the  bulwarks  of  the  wreck,  and 
then  when  safe  themselves,  they  were  about  to  r^jain 
their  hold  of  him,  but  the  poor  wretch  lost  his  balanpe, 
and  with  a  cry  of  horror,  fell  between  the  two  yeasels. 
The  two  men  looked  over  the  side  with  stupid  dismay, 
abusing  each  other;  but  their  unfortunate  comrade  had 
sunk  for  ever  from  their  sight. 

"  N'importef'*  said  the  Frenchman,  with  a  horrid 
grin.     "  He  has  no  soid — his  troubles  are  all  over." 

Meanwhile  Tom  and  True  Blue  had  made  an  attempt 
to  lift  Paul  on  board  the  packet.  Had  her  crew  known 
his  condition,  they  probably  would  have  been  ready  to 
render  assistance ;  as  it  was,  his  two  friends,  fearful  of 
letting  him  slip  between  the  two  vessels,  lost  the  moment, 
as  the  brig  glided  by;  and  all  three  were  left  on  the 
sinking  wreck. 

"  Why  have  you  done  this  }"  said  Paul,  when  he  saw 
that  the  packet  had  shot  a-head.  '^  You  should  have 
left  me,  boys." 

"  Left  you,  Paul !"  exclaimed  True  Blue,  with  an 
emotion  he  rarely  exhibited.  "  How  can  you  sajr 
that  ?     Please  Heaven  we'll  save  you  yet." 

There  was  no  necessity  for  hailing  the  packet.  They 
knew  well  that  the  two  midshipmen  would  make  every 
effort  in  their  power  to  render  them  assistance.  Once 
more  the  brig  tacked,  and  stood  towards  them ;  but  the 
position  of  the  wreck  had  changed,  and  it  was  impossible 
to  run  alongside. 

Again  and  again  the  gallant  captain  of  the  packet 
tried  the  manoeuvre  without  success.  At  last  he,  pass- 
ing close  to  them,  shouted,  "  Lads,  I  will  heave  you  ropes 
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-^jou  must  make  yourselves  fast  to  them  and  jump 
overboard— it 's  your  only  chance." 

"  Tom,  you  must  do  it,"  said  True  Blue,  turning  to 
Marline.  "  It  would  kill  Paul  —  1  '11  stay  by  him.  We 
shall  be  taken  off  when  the  weather  moderates ;  and  if 
not,  of  course  I  'm  ready  to  go  down  with  him." 

Paul  heard  this.  "  True  Blue,  I  'm  your  guardian, 
and  you  must  obey  me,"  he  said,  almost  sternly.  "  The 
ducking  won't  hurt  me  more  than  others.  May  be,  it 
may  do  me  good.  So  I  say,  make  the  rope  fast  round 
me,  and  help  me  overboard,  when  you  two  go,  and  I 
shall  not  be  the  worse  for  it." 

Thus  commanded.  True  Blue  could  no  longer  refuse 
obedience.  Down  came  the  packet  towards  them.  The 
ropes  were  hove  on  board.  None  but  active  sailors 
could  have  managed  to  secure  them. 

"  Tom,  you  can't  swim — go  by  yourself.  I  '11  stay  by 
Paul,"  exclaimed  True  Blue,  as  he  was  securing  the 
rope.     "  Help  me  to  launch  him  first.     Away,  now." 

Paul  was  lowered  into  the  water.  True  Blue  keeping 
tight  hold  of  the  rope  just  at  his  waist  with  his  lei^ 
hand,  while  he  struck  out  with  his  right.  Thus  the 
two  together  were  drawn  through  the  foaming  sea 
towards  the  packet.  Arrived  at  the  vessel's  side.  True 
Blue  was  of  the  greatest  service  to  Paul  in  protecting 
him  from  the  blows  he  would  otherwise  have  received 
by  the  sea  driving  him  against  it. 

Right  hearty  was  the  welcome  they  received  from  all 
hands,  especially  from  the  gallant  commander.  Captain 
Jones,  of  the  '*  Chesterfield"  packet,  on  board  which  they 
found  themselves. 

From  this  very  act  alone.  Captain  Jones's  name  is 
well  deserving  of  being  handed  down  to  fame,  for  the 
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manoBuyre  he  executed  was  one  which  none  but  a  brave 
man  would  have  attempted,  or  a  first-rate  seaman  have 
performed  successfully. 

Though  the  Frenchman  had  declared  that  the  brig 
being  partly  laden  with  wine,  would  not  sink,  scarcely 
had  the  packet  got  a  hundred  fathoms  from  her  than  she 
was  seen  to  make  a  plunge  forward.  The  two  midship- 
men were  watching  her,  expecting  to  see  her  rise  again. 
They  rubbed  their  eyes.  Another  sea  rolled  over  the 
spot  where  she  had  been,  but  no  sign  of  her  was  there. 

'*  My  dear  Nott,  we  have,  indeed,  cause  to  be  thank- 
ful  for  the  mercy  shewn  us,"  said  the  young  baronet, 
taking  his  shipmate's  hand.  "  Had  the  packet  not  been 
sent  to  our  rescue,  where  should  we  now  have  been  ? 
Do  not  let  us  ever  forget  what  has  been  done  for  us." 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

Taken  by  tho    Enemy. 

The  "  Chesterfield "  was  bound  from  Halifax  to  Fal- 
mouth. Fortunately,  among  the  passengers  was  a 
surgeon,  who  was  able  to  attend  to  Paul's  hurts.  He 
set  his  leg,  which  was  really  broken,  as  were  one  or 
more  of  his  ribs.  None  but  a  man  of  calm  temper- 
ament and  moderate  habits  would  have  survived  such 
injuries,  he  remarked.  He  had,  however,  hopes  of  his 
doing  well. 

The  passengers,  when  they  heard  from  Sir  Henry 
Elmore  and  Johnny  Nott  of  True  Bluets  gallantry,  were 
very  anxious  to  have  him  into  the  cabin  to  talk  to  him, 
and  to  hear  an  account  of  his  adventures.  The  young 
midshipmen,  knowing  instinctively  that  he  would  not 
like  this,  did  not  back  the  passengers'  frequent  messages 
to  him ;  besides  nothing  would  induce  him  to  leave  the 
side  of  his  godfather,  except  when  the  doctor  sent  him 
on  deck  to  take  some  fresh  air.  No  sooner  did  he 
appear,  than  he  was  sent  for  afl  by  some  one  of  the 
three  or  four  ladies  who  were  on  board. 

One  of  them,  Mrs.  Hopwell,  the  wife  of  a  Major  of  a 
regiment  at  Halifax,  not  a  very  judicious  or  sensible 
person,  and  somewhat  romantic  in  her  notions,  paid 
him  even  more  attention  than  the  rest. 

"  Oh,  you  fine  boy,"  began  the  lady.     *' And  so  I 
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hear  that  you  jumped  overboard,  and  saved  our  yotmg 
friend,  Sir  Henry  Elmore  from  drowning.  What  a 
satisfaction  it  must  have  been  to  find  that  you  had 
preserved  the  life  of  a  baronet." 

True  Blue,  who  had  been  modestly  standing  with  his 
hat  in  his  hand,  said  quietly — 

"  I  don't  know,  marm.  I  just  did  what  I  ought.  I 
picked  a  fellow-creature  out  of  the  water.  Paul  had 
me  taught  to  swim  that  I  might  do  so." 

"  Really  your  modesty  is  too  great,"  said  the  lady. 
"  You  oaght  to  understand  that  you  have  done  a  very 
noble,  gallant  deed.  I  cannot  apply  any  other  term  to 
it.  You  deserve  all  sorts  of  rewards.  Of  course.  Sir 
Henry  Elmore's  mother  and  all  his  family  will  do  their 
utmost  to  bestow  them  on  you;  and  so  will  your  Gap- 
tain,  when  you  get  on  board  your  ship  again.  You  '11 
find  that.  If  he  does  not,  he  ought  to  be  ashamed  of 
himseif.  And  I  've  made  up  my  mind  that  you  shall 
become  a  gentleman — that  I  am  determined  on.  How 
shall  you  like  it?" 

"  Thank  you,  marm,"  answered  True  Blue,  pulling 
a  front  lock  of  his  hair.  "I  would  rather  remain  a 
sailor." 

"  Dear  me,  how  very  extraordinary,"  exclaimed  the 
lady.     "  My  good  boy,  have  you  no  ambition?" 

"  Yes,  marm,"  answered  True  Blue.  "  Godfather 
has  always  told  me  that  I  should  have  a  great  deal." 

"  Ah  that  was  right  in  him.  He's  a  sensible  man. 
In  what  direction  did  he  advise  you  to  aim?"  asked 
Mrs.  Hopwell. 

"  Marm?"  said  True  Blue,  inquiringly. 

"  I  mean,  what  does  he  say  you  should  try  to  do?" 
said  the  lady. 
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"  My  duty,  marm,"  answered  True  Blue. 

"  How  very  odd,"  whispered  the  lady  to  herself. 
"  Of  course— of  course,"  she  added  aloud.  "  But  you 
cannot  always  tell  what  is  your  duty,  can  you  ?" 

**  Oh  yes,  marm,"  answered  True  Blue  with  anima* 
tion.  '^  Paul  has  taught  it  me.  It 's  to  help  any  fellow- 
creature  in  distress,  to  obey  my  officers,  and  to  drub 
the  Frenchmen." 

•*  That  is  a  simple  code,"  observed  a  quiet  elderly 
lady,  who  was  sitting  on  a  hen-coop  near,  and  who  had 
not,  during  the  voyage,  encouraged  an  intimacy  with 
Mrs.  Hopwell.  *'  Your  godfather  must  be  a  sensible 
man,  my  boy." 

<'  Yes,  marm,"  exclaimed  True  Blue,  his  face  brighten- 
ing. ''  He 's  everything  that  is  good ;  and  as  true  a 
seaman  as  ever  stepped.  I  never  wish  to  be  more  than 
he  is." 

<'  I  shall  like  to  speak  to  him  some  day,  when  he  is 
better,"  remarked  the  elder  lady.  "  Tell  me,  by  the 
bye,  how  is  it;  you  say  that  it  is  your  duty  to  fight 
the  French,  and  yet  I  understand  that  when  you  jumped 
overboard,  it  was  under  the  idea  that  you  were  going 
to  save  a  Frenchman?" 

True  Blue  thought  an  instant;  and  then  looking  up 
with  a  beaming  smile,  though  he  was  not  aware  that  he 
was  smiling,  answered — 

'<  Yes,  marm,  but  then,  you  see,  he  was  a  fellow- 
creature,  and  in  distress.  The  Frenchmen,  Paul  says 
English  sailors  ought  to  drub,  are  the  chaps  who  stick 
up  against  Old  England,  and  declare  that  they  don't 
want  any  king  or  any  religion." 

"  Very  right,"  remarked  the  elder  lady,  "  I  cordially 
agree  with  your  godfather  in  his  principles." 
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"  Oh,  so  do  1—80  do  I,"  put  in  Mrs.  Hopwell.  "The 
common  Frenchmen  are,  I  own,  vile  fellows ;  especially 
those  who  have  so  ill-treated  the  nobility  of  France; 
but  yet  the  gentlemen,  my  dear  madam,  how  graceful 
and  polished  they  are — how  charmingly  they  dance." 

The  conversation  was  cut  short  by  the  cry  of,  "  Sail 
ho  !"  from  the  mast-head.  True  Blue  went  down  below 
to  attend  to  Paul. 

The  strange  sail  was  seen  on  the  starboard  bow.  In  a 
short  time  she  was  pronounced  to  be  a  ship,  and  from  the 
whiteness  and  spread  of  her  canvass — a  man-of-war. 
Elmore  and  Nott  hoped  that  she  might  be  their  own 
frigate.  They  thought  that  it  was  a  latitude  in  which 
she  might  very  likely  be  fallen  in  with.  Of  course, 
till  the  character  of  the  brig  had  been  ascertained,  she 
would  bear  up  in  chase.  They  expressed  their  hopes  to 
Capt.  Jonfes,  and  begged  him  to  steer  for  her. 

"  Were  I, certain  that  she  is  your  frigate,  I  would 
gladly  do  so ;  but  as  you  cannot  possibly  recognise  her 
at  this  distance,  we  shall  be  wiser  to  stand  clear  of 
her  till  we  find  out  what  she  is.  I  will  not  alter  our 
course,  unless  when  we  get  nearer  she  has  the  cut  of  an 
enemy." 

.  The  "  Chesterfield,"  accordingly,  stood  on  steadily  to 
the  eastward.  A  bright  look-out  was  kept  on  the 
larboard  bow,  for  the  Scilly  Isles  or  the  Land's  End, 
which  it  was  hoped  might  be  seen  before  the  evening ; 
but,  in  consequence  of  the  bad  weather  and  the  state 
of  his  instruments.  Captain  Jones  owned  that  he  was 
not  very  certain  what  sort  of  a  land-fall  he  should 
make. 

The  midshipmen,  having  borrowed  telescopes,  were 
continually  going  alofl  to  have  a  look  at  the  stranger. 
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"  I  say,  Elmore,  it  must  be  her.  That's  her  foretop- 
sail,  I'll  declare/'  exclaimed  Johmij  Nott.  Elmore 
was  not  quite  so  certain. 

After  a  little  time,  they  were  joined  by  True  Blue. 

'^  Paul  Pringle,  sirs,  sent  me  up  to  have  a  look  at  the 
ctranger,"  he  remarked. 

"  I  am  very  glad  you  have  come,  Freeborn,"  said 
Sr  Henry.  ''Your  eyes  are  the  best  in  the  ship. 
That  do  you  make  her  out  to  be  ?" 

True  Blue  looked  long  and  earnestly  without  speak- 
ing.   At  last  he  answered,  in  an  unusually  serious  tone, 

"  She  is  not  our  frigate,  sir,  that  I  'm  certain  of;  and 
I  'n  more  than  afraid — I  'm  very  nearly  certain — that 
sh(  is  French.  By  the  cut  of  her  sails  and  her  general 
lock,  she  puts  me  in  mind  of  one  of  the  squadron  which 
chised  us  off  Guernsey." 

True  Bluets  confidence  made  the  midshipmen  look 
at  the  stranger  in  a  different  light  to  what  they  had 
bebre  done ;  and  they  finally  both  confessed  that  they 
yere  afraid  he  was  right.  Captain  Jones  agreeing  with 
tlem,  all  sail  was  now  crowded  on  the  brig  to  escape. 
The  Frenchman  was  the  only  person  on  board  who 
vished  to  be  overtaken,  the  Black  having  agreed  to 
sssist  the  cook  in  the  caboose,  and  assuring  his  new 
(hipmates  that  he  wished  to  remain  with  them,  as  he 
(onsidered  the  English  far  better  people  than  the 
7rench,  and  far  more  liberal  to  negroes. 

In  spite  of  all  the  sail  the  brig  could  carry,  the 
rigate  was  fast  coming  up  with  her. 

"  I  wish  that  we  could  fight,"  said  Johnny  Nott  to 
Sir  Henry  Elmore.  **  Don't  you  think,  that  if  we  were 
to  get  two  of  the  guns  aft,  we  might  knock  away  some 
of  her  spars?" 
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**  I  fear  not,"  said  his  brother-midshipman,  pointing 
to  the  pop-guns  which  adorned  the  packet's  deck. 
*•  These  things  would  not  carry  half  as  far  as  the 
frigate's  gims ;  and,  probably,  as  soon  as  we  began  to 
fire  she  would  let  fly  a  broadside  and  sink  us." 

"  Too  true,  Sir  Henry,"  observed  the  brave  Captain 
of  the  packet,  who  stood  on  deck  surrounded  by  the 
passengers,  many  of  them  asking  all  sorts  of  uselesf 
questions.  His  countenance  shewed  how  distressed  hj 
was.  "  In  this  case  I  fear  discretion  will  form  the  be* 
part  of  valour." 

"  Oh,  by  all  means,  let  us  be  discreet,"  exclaimd 
Mrs.  Hop  well.  "  Really,  after  all,  there  is  not  much  x) 
dread.  The  French  oflScers  will,  I  am  sure,  treat  us  Jl 
very  civilly,  and  we  shall  have  very  pleasant  evenings 
on  board  with  dancing  and  music,  till  we  get  into  a 
French  port,  and  are  exchanged.  It  will  not  be  a  bid 
way  of  seeing  something  of  France  and  the  French." 

"  I  do  not  wish  to  alarm  anybody  uselessly,"  sad 
Captain  Jones  gravely.     "Mrs.  Hop  well  may  or  ma; 
not  be  right  in  her  conjectures ;  but  at  all  events  hi 
Majesty  will  lose  a  fine  brig,  which  I  wish  that  I  hac 
the   means   of  defending   for  him;    and  many  of  hij 
subjects  will  be  made  prisoners,  and  I  shall  lose  my 
command.      I    have    no   great   confidence   as    to   the 
courteous  way  in  which  the  Frenchmen  will  treat  us ; 
and  I  should  advise  all  those  who  are  not  obliged  by 
duty  to  remain  on  deck,  to  go  below  when  the  frigate 
gets  up  with  us.     In  the  meantime,  depend  on  it,  that 
I  will  employ  every  possible  means  of  escape.** 

Mrs.  Hopwell  thought  that  Captain  Jones  was  very 
illiberal  in  his  notions,  and  that  he  much  maligned  the 
poor  Frenchmen.     The  two   midshipmen   having  put 
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themselves  under  Captain  Jones's  order,  witli  their 
men,  or  rather,  as  Johnny  Nott  remarked,  "  our  three 
boys  and  one  man/*  did  their  best  to  assist  in  working 
the  vessel. 

The  breeze  was  from  the  west,  and  su£Sciently  light 
to  enable  them  to  carry  all  the  sail  they  could  set. 
Every  device  which  could  be  thought  of  was  resorted 
to,  that  would  add  to  her  speed.  Her  boats  were  already 
gone;  both  her  anchors  were  cut  away,  and  her  sails 
were  wetted.  Once  more  she  seemed  to  be  increasing 
her  distance  from  the  enemy. 

"  What  do  you  think,  Captain  Jones,  are  we  gaining 
on  her?"  asked  Sir  Henry. 

"  It  is  as  much  as  we  are,"  answered  the  Captain 
shaking  his  head.  *'  We  must  lighten  the  ship  still 
more.  With  this  wind,  the  less  she  ^as  in  her  the 
faster  she  will  go.*' 

The  guns  were,  therefore,  at  once  let  run  over  the 
sides,  and  the  heavier  stores  and  chain  cables  were  got 
up  and  hove  overboard.  The  evident  increase  of  speed 
encouraged  the  Captain  to  continue  his  labours. 

"  I  do  hope.  Sir  Henry,  that  we  shall  see  the  inside 
of  Falmouth  harbour  to-night  after  all,"  he  said,  rubbing 
his  hands,  with  a  smile,  which  had  not  for  many  hours 
lighted  up  his  countenance. 

Still  the  crew  worked  away.  Nearly  all  the  water 
remaining  in  the  casks  below  was  started  and  pumped 
out,  till  there  seemed  but  little  else  to  be  got  rid  of, 
except  the  ballast.  Meantime,  the  French  prisoner  was 
seen  walking  the  deck,  and  grinding  his  teeth  with 
anger,  as  the  value  of  what  he  thought  he  hoped  might 
be  a  prize  to  his  countrymen,  rapidly  decreased.  While 
the  wind   continued  light,   the   advantage  which   the 
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packet  gained  over  the  French  frigate  was  very  great; 
but  before  long  the  breeze  increased,  the  lofHer  masts 
bent,  and  the  lighter  spars  cracked  ominously. 

Captain  Jones  cast  anxious  glances  aloft,  as  well  he 
might,  and  the  midshipmen  and  True  Bhie  eyed  the 
frigate,  and  Nott  turned  to  his  messmate,  and  said,  in  a 
doubting  tone,  •*  Elmore,  what  do  you  think  of  it?" 

And  the  other  answered  sadly — "  There  is  no  doubt 
of  it.  She  is  coming  up  hand  over  hand  with  us. 
Freeborn,  I  am  afraid  that  I  am  right." 

**  Yes,  sir,"  answered  True  Blue,  touching  his  hat. 
"  She  is  going  nearly  ten  knots  to  our  six." 

"  Then  she  will  be  up  with  us  within  a  couple  of 
hours  at  most,*'  said  the  young  midshipman,  with  a  deep 
drawn  sigh. 

The  breeze  kept  freshening  rapidly.  The  brig  carried 
on,  however,  till  her  royal  masts  went  over  the  side,  and 
her  top -gallant  sails  would  have  followed  had  they  not 
been  handed  in  time;  and  now  all  expectation  of  escape 
was  abandoned. 

Still  Captain  Jones  held  on  his  course,  remarking — 
**  It  will  be  time  enough  to  heave  to  when  her  shot  comes 
aboard  us." 

The  crew  went  below,  and  put  on  their  clean  things, 
and  a  double  allowance  of  clothing,  as  well  as  all  their 
possessions  which  they  coidd  stow  away  in  their  pockets. 
When  they  returned  on  deck,  they  certainly  did  look, 
as  Johnny  Nott  observed,  "  a  remarkably  stout  set 
of  Britons."  The  Frenchman  grinned  with  a  sinister 
smile  as  he  looked  at  them ;  but  said  nothing.  Poor 
Blackie  was  the  most  perplexed;  for  the  Frenchman 
would  only  say — '*  Ah  bete,  vous  etes  Anglais  donc^ 

Sir  Henry  borrowed  a  midshipman's  hat  and  dirk,  as 
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he  had  lost  his  own;  andNott,  who  had  a  few  sovereigns 
in  his  pooket,  a  wonderful  sum  for  a  midshipman, 
divided  them  with  him.  The  Captain  insisted,  as  the 
last  act  of  his  authority,  that  all  the  passengers  should 
remain ^below,  during  which  time  the  ladies,  at  all  events, 
employed  themselves  in  imitating  the  example  of  the 
sailors. 

At  last,  a  shot  was  heard ;  then  another,  and  another, 
followed,  and  then  a  whole  volley  of  musketry. 

Mrs.  Hopwell  screamed — "  Oh  dear,  oh  dear,"  she 
exclaimed,  at  last..  "  That  is  not  what  I  thought  the 
Frenchmen  would  do.*^ 

"  The  French  as  they  are,  and  those  you  have  pic- 
tured, are  very  different,  as  I  fear  we  shall  discover, 
madam,"  said  the  elderly  lady,  who  had  spoken  to  True 
Blue. 

Captain  Jones  kept  calmly  walking  his  deck  till  the 
French  frigate  began  to  fire.  He  then  looked  round — 
there  was  no  ship  in  sight — no  prospect  of  escape — so, 
with  a  sad  heart,  hauling  down  the  British  ensign,  he 
ordered  the  topsails  to  be  lowered,  and  the  courses 
brailed  up ;  and  thus  waited  the  approach  of  the  enemy. 
What  was  the  astonishment  and  rage  of  all  on  deck  to 
have  a  volley  of  musketry  fired  right  down  on  them, 
with  the  coolest  deliberation,  from  the  forecastle  of  the 
frigate  as  she  ranged  up  alongside,  and  then  passing 
ahead  of  the  brig,  rounded  to  near  her. 

*'  Ahy  bStea  I — we  will  teach  you  dogs  of  Englishmen, 
to  lead  a  French  ship  such  a  chase  as  you  have  done, 
when  you  have  no  chance  of  escape,"  shouted  some  one 
from  the  quarter-deck. 

A  bullet  passed  through  Elmore's  hat ;  another  struck 
Captain  Jones  on  the  side;  but  in  the  excitement  of  the 
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momenty  be  did  not  penxiTe  diat  be  was  but;  wbile  a 
third  gn2ed  True  Bine's  arm,  woandis^  the  skin,  and 
making  the  blood  flow  Tapidlj.  HViiboat  moying  from 
wbere  be  stood,  or  sajii^  a  word,  be  took  off  bis  hand- 
kerchief,  and  began  to  bind  it  up,  Hanj  Hartland  and 
Tim  Fid,  harrying  up  with  expressioiis  c^sorrow,  to  help 
him. 

"  Nerer  mind  this — it  *«  nothing."  be  said,  the  tears 
starting  into  his  eyes.  "  Bat  it's  the  French  prison  for 
Paol,  I  'm  thinking  oL  It  will  break  his  heart.  And 
those  brates  may  take  me  fit>m  him." 

Trae  Blae  nerer  in  his  life  looked  so  ferocioas  as  he 
did  at  that  moment. 

••Yes,  they  are  brates — sarage  brates,**  exclaimed 
Harry  and  Fid,  in  choras.  "  There 's  no  other  name 
they  deserve." 

The  frigate  now  lowered  all  her  boats,  and  sent  them, 
with  their  crews,  armed  to  the  teeth,  on  board  the  brig. 
The  Frenchmen  jnmped  on  her  deck,  as  if  she  had  been 
a  pirate,  captored  after  a  desperate  fight  and  long 
chase. 

Scarcely  a  word  was  spoken — not  a  qaestion  asked; 
but  officers  and  men  were  indiscriminately  seized  by  the 
collars  and  hurled  into  the  boats ;  some  of  the  French 
officers  striking  them  with  the  flat  side  of  their  drawn 
swords,  and  at  the  same  time  showering  down  the  most 
abusive  epithets  on  their  heads. 

Captain  Jones,  whose  appearance  and  bearing  might 
have  saved  him  from  insult,  was  seized  hold  of  by 
several  men,  and  thrust,  with  kicks,  into  the  nearest 
boat. 

Just  as  the  boats  came  alongside,  True  Blue  had  gone 
below  to  remain  with  Paul  Priogle.     The  Frenchmen 
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soon  followed  him.  He  tried  to  shew,  by  signs,  that  his 
godfather  was  very  much  hurt.  This  was  evident, 
indeed.  At  first,  the  men,  who  came  below,  were  going 
to  let  him  remain ;  but  the  order  soon  reached  them, 
that  all  the  English  were  immediately  to  be  removed 
from  the  brig.  Not  without  difficulty,  True  Blue  got 
leave  to  assist  in  carrying  Paul,  aided  by  Tom  Marline, 
who  had  fought  his  way  down  below  to  his  friend,  and 
the  black  cook.  With  no  help  from  the  Frenchmen, 
Paul  was,  at  last,  placed  in  a  boat,  with  True  Blue  by 
his  side. 

The  passengers  were  scarcely  better  treated  than  were 
the  seamen.  The  ladies  and  gentlemen  were  bundled 
out  of  the  vessel  together,  and  were  allowed  to  take  only 
such  articles  as  they  could  carry  in  their  hands.  Some  of 
the  gentlemen  who  spoke  French  expostulated. 

'*  Very  good,"  answered  the  Lieutenant.  *'  You  have 
chosen  to  lighten  the  vessel  of  all  public  property,  which 
would,  at  all  events,  have  been  ours,  we  must  make 
amends  to  ourselves  by  the  seizure  of  what  you  call 
private  property.  Such  should  not  exist — comprennet. 
We  are  fighting  for  the  Rights  of  Man.  This  is  the 
Age  of  Reason — ah  ! " 

As  True  Blue  sat  at  Paurs  head,  his  godfather  looked 
up.  "  Ah,  boy  ! "  he  said,  with  a  deep  sigh,  "  this  is 
the  worst  thing  that  I  ever  thought  could  happen  to  ua; 
yet  it 's  a  comfort  to  think  that  it  isn't  our  own  brave 
frigate  that  has  been  taken,  and  that  a  number  of  our 
shipmates  haven't  been  struck  down  by  the  enemy's  fire. 
But  it  *s  the  thoughts  of  the  French  prison  tries  me. 
Yet,  Billy,  I  don't  mind  even  that  so  much  as  I  should 
have  done  once.  You  are  now  a  big  strong  chap^ 
and  you  won't  let  them  make  a  Frenchman  of  you. 
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M  tbej  m^t  hare  done  wIkh  yoa  were  littley  will 
joar 

**  Xo,  Piul;  they'll  have  a  very  tough  job  if  they  try 
it  OQ,  that  they  will,"  answered  Trae  Blue,  with  a  scorn- 
ful laugh,  which  perfectly  satisfied  his  godfather. 

'^  What  are  the  brutes  of  Englishmen  talking  about?" 
giowkd  out  one  of  the  Frenchmen,  ''Hold  your 
tongues,  dogs." 

Neither  Paul  nor  True  Blue  understood  these  com- 
plimentary remarks;  but  the  tone  of  the  speaker's 
voice  shewed  them  that  it  might  be  more  prudent  to  be 
silent 

As  soon  as  Captain  Jones  and  his  mates,  and  the  two 
midshipmen  appeared  above  the  gangway  of  the  French 
frigate,  they  were  seized  on  by  a  party  of  seamen,  who 
threw  them  on  the  deck  ;  knocked  off  their  hats,  out  of 
which  they  tore  the  cockades,  and  with  oaths,  trampled 
them  beneath  their  feet 

The  ladies,  who,  with  the  other  passengers,  were 
coming  up  on  the  opposite  side,  screamed  loudly  when 
they  saw  what  was  going  forward,  thinking  that  the 
officers  were  being  killed. 

••Ah,  mesdames,"  exclaimed  the  captain  of  the 
frigate,  ynth  a  mock  bow.  **  This  is  the  way  we  treat 
your  slavish  countrymen.  Ma  foi — I  have  heard  of 
English  beauty;  but  a  small  portion  of  it  belonged  to 
the  brig's  freight." 

"  Brute,"  muttered  Mrs.  Hopwell.  "  Mercy  me,  is 
this  the  French  gallantry  I  've  heard  of?** 

The  Captain  and  the  lady  had  no  time  for  any  further 
interchange  of  compliments;  for  she  and  the  other 
passengers  were  roughly  forced  down,  and  literally 
driven  altogether  into  a  small  cabin  on   the   orlop- 
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deck,  whence,  they  were  told,  they  must  not  venture 
forth. 

In  vain  Captain  Jones,  in  a  manly  way,  appealed  to 
the  good  feelings  of  his  captors.  In  vain  Sir  Henry 
Elmore  repeated  what  he  said  in  French.  The  French- 
men were  deaf  to  all  expostulations.  The  second  captain 
of  the  frigate  stood  by,  not  only  superintending,  but 
aiding  in  inflicting  the  indignities  with  which  they  were 
treated. 

Tlioy  were  next  dragged  off,  and  brought  into  the 
Captain's  own  cabin.  Here  they  expected  to  be  better 
treated;  but  no  sooner  did  the  Captain  enter,  than, 
walking  up  and  down,  and  showering  on  them  the  most 
abusive  epithets,  he  ordered  his  men  to  take  away  their 
swords  and  dirks,  and  to  strip  off  their  coats  and  waist- 
coats, exclaiming  as  he  did  so— 

"  No  one  on  board  '  La  Ralieuse  *  shall  wear  the 
livery  of  a  despot— one  of  those  hateful  things,  a  king. 
Bah!" 

The  Captain  of  ''La  Ralieuse,"  for  such  was  the 
name  of  the  frigate  which  had  captured  the  packet,  and 
his  second  in  command,  having  thus  vented  their  rage 
and  spite,  they  ordered  the  men  to  carry  off  their 
prisoners.  The  Captain  and  the  young  officers  were, 
therefore,  again  unceremoniously  dragged  out  of  the 
cabin,  and  forced  down  below  into  a  space  in  the  hold, 
dimly  lighted  by  a  single  lantern.  There  they  found 
the  greater  part  of  the  crew  already  assembled,  who 
were  bursting  with  rage  and  indignation  at  the  way 
they  had  been  treated. 

Meantime,  the  boat  which  contained  Paul  Pringic, 
with  Tom  Marline,  True  Blue  and  the  other  two  boys, 
arrived  alongside  the  frigate.     The  French  sailors  were 
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going  to  Hoist  up  Paul  with  very  little  consideratioii 
for  his  hurts,  when,  in  spite  of  their  black  looks,  Tom 
shoved  in  his  shoulder,  vehemently  exclaiming — 

"  Avast,  ye  lubbers!  Can't  you  see  that  the  man 
has  his  ribs  stove  in.  Send  down  proper  slings  to  lift 
him  on  deck,  or  out  of  this  boat  he  don't  go  while  I  Ve 
an  arm  to  strike  for  him.'' 

True  Blue  had  continued  to  support  Paul's  head  in 
his  lap.  The  Frenchmen  did  not,  very  naturally  under- 
stand this  demand,  and  might  have  proceeded  to  force 
Tom  up  the  side,  had  not  Pringle  himself  interfered. 

'•  Don't  fall  out  with  the  men,  Tom,  There 's  no 
use  grumbling  with  them.  Do  you  and  Billy  help  me 
up.     I  've  still  some  strength  left  in  me." 

Aided  as  he  requested  to  be,  Paul  reached  the  French- 
man's deck  ;  the  first  he  had  ever  trod  except  as  a  victor. 
No  sooner  were  they  there,  than  Tom  was  seized  on,  as 
had  been  the  other  seamen,  and  was  dragged  ofi*  to  be 
abused  and  kicked  down  into  the  hold  with  the  rest 
No  sooner,  however,  did  some  of  the  Frenchmen  attempt 
to  lay  hands  on  Paul,  who  had  been  placed  sitting  up 
against  a  gun,  than  True  Blue  threw  himself  before 
him,  and  with  a  blow  on  the  chest  of  the  man  who 
was  about  to  drag  him  along,  sent  him  reeling  across 
the  deck.  Tim  Fid  and  Harry,*  who  had  been  left  at 
liberty,  on  this  flew  to  his  support,  and,  standing  on 
either  side,  literally  kept  the  rest  at  bay. 

True  Blue  offered  not  a  bad  representation  of  the 
British  Lion,  though  a  young  one,  as  he  stood  thus 
boldly  defying  his  surrounding  enemies. 

True  Blue  said  not  a  word;  but  his  lips  quivered, 
and  had  he  held  a  sharp  cutlass  in  his  hand,  he  would 
evidently  have  proved  no  contemptible  opponent. 
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At  first,  the  Frenchmen  were  amused,  and  so  were  a 
number  of  the  French  boys  belonging  to  the  ship,  who 
quickly  assembled  at  the  spot,  especially  devoting  their 
attention  to  jeering  and  quizzing  Fid  and  Harry. 

Their  good  humour,  however,  was  rapidly  vanishing, 
and  they  would  have,  probably,  proceeded  to  disagree- 
able extremities,  had  not  the  surgeon  of  the  ship 
appeared  on  the  deck.  He  was  a  gentleman  and  a 
royalist;  and  had  been  most  unwillingly  compelled  to 
come  to  sea,  as  the  alternative  of  losing  his  head.  His 
profession  gave  him  some  influence  among  the  crew, 
which  he  exerted  on  the  side  of  humanity.  Seeing 
at  a  glance  Paul's  condition,  he  appealed  to  his  country- 
men; remarking,  that  the  Englishman  must  evidently 
be  a  good-natured  person,  or  the  boys  would  not  be  so 
ready  to  fight  for  him. 

"  Brave  little  fellows.  They  deserve  to  be  well 
treated,"  he  remarked.  "  And  now  do  some  of  you  help 
me  to  carry  the  old  man  below.  He  is  not  in  a  state 
to  be  left  on  deck.  Any  one  of  us,  remember,  may 
speedily  be  in  a  worse  condition." 

This  appeal  had  the  desired  effect;  and,  the  kind 
surgeon  leading  the  way,  Paul  was  lifted  up  and  carried 
below  to  a  side  cabin  on  the  orlop  deck.  True  Blue  was 
allowed  to  remain  with  him,  and  so,  probably,  would  Fid 
and  Harry,  had  not  the  surgeon  considered,  that  if  he 
left  so  many  all  would  be  removed,  and  they,  therefore, 
were  sent  off  to  join  the  rest  of  the  English  in  the  hold. 

The  mode  of  proceeding  on  board  the  frigate  seemed 
to  True  Blue  like  that  of  the  very  slackest  of  privateers ; 
indeed,  when  he  described  what  he  saw  to  his  god- 
father, Paul  told  him  that  even  pirates  could  not  carry 
on  in  a  worse  way. 

Q 
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Before  long,  several  of  the  crew  looked  in,  and 
attempted  to  speak  English,  but  very  seldom  got  be- 
yond a  few  of  the  ordinary  oaths,  so  general  in  the 
mouths  of  seamen.  At  length,  a  man  appeared  who 
had  been  in-  England  as  a  prisoner  during  the  last 
war,  and  could  really  speak  enough  English  to  explain 
himself. 

He  asked  them  a  number  of  question,  which  either 
Paul  or  True  Blue  answered  truly. 

**  And  so,"  he  said,  '*  I  hear  from  my  compatriot, 
that  you  belonged  to  the  *  Euby '  frigate.  Ah,  she  was 
a  fine  ship,  and  her  crew  were  brave  fellows;  they 
fought  well.     You  have  heard  of  her  fate,  perhaps?*' 

"  No,"  answered  Paul  and  True  Blue  in  a  breath. 
'•  What  has  happened  to  her?" 

"  The  fortime  of  war,  my  friends,"  answered  the 
Frenchman.  "  She  fell  in  with  our  consort,  *  La  Nymphe,' 
of  forty  guns,  and  engaged  her  bravely  for  three  hours. 
For  which  side  victory  would  have  declared  is  doubtful, 
when  we  appeared  in  sight.  Just  then,  awful  to  relate, 
whether  by  design  or  not  I  cannot  say,  she  blew  up 
with  a  loud  explosion,  wounding  and  killing  many  on 
board  *La  Nymphe;'  not  one  man  escaped  of  all  her 
crew." 

"  Oh,  mate,  do  you  speak  the  truth?"  exclaimed 
Paul,  starting  up  and  seizing  the  Frenchman  by  the 
hand. 

"  Why  should  I  deceive  you,  my  friend?"  answered 
the  Republican,  putting  his  other  hand  on  his  bosom. 
"  I  know  how'  to  pity  a  brave  enemy,  believe  me." 

Paul  lay  back  on  his  bed  and  placed  both  his  hands 
before  his  eyes ;  while  a  gasping  sob  shewed  how  much 
True  Blue  felt  the  sad  news. 


bk. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 
The  Battle  and  the  Capture  of  the  FrcnchmaD. 

The  account  of  the  destruction  of  the  "  Ruby "  soon 
spread  among  the  English  prisoners.  At  first  the  two 
midshipmen,  especially,  would  not  credit  it;  but  the 
date  of*  the  alleged  occurrence  answered  exactly  with 
that  of  the  day  when  Johnny  Nott  parted  witli  her, 
and  saw  her  standing  towards  an  enemy's  ship,  and 
heard  the  firing  at  the  commencement  of  the  action. 

"  They  do  not  even  boast  that  they  took  her,  or  that 
she  had  hauled  down  her  flag  before  she  blew  up/'  he 
observed.  '*  If  they  had  done  so  we  might  have  doubted 
them.     I  'm  afraid  their  account  is  too  true." 

"  I  am  afraid  so,  indeed,"  responded  Elmore,  mourn- 
fully ;  "  so  many  fine  fellows  lost.  Our  brave  skipper 
Garland  ;  he  is  a  public  loss.  They  do  not  say  that  a 
single  officer  was  saved." 

Thus  the  midshipmen  talked  on.  They  almost  forgot 
their  own  misfortunes  and  abominable  ill-treatment 
while  thinking  of  their  friends.  Some  coarse  bread  and 
cheese  was  handed  to  them  in  a  dirty  basket,  and  water 
was  the  only  liquid  given  them  to  drink;  while  at  night, 
no  bedding  or  the  slightest  accommodation  was  afforded 
them.  In  vain  the  oflSicers  pleaded.  The  men  to  whom 
they  spoke  only  laughed  and  jeered  at  them  ;  and  poor 
young  Elmore  only  came  in  for  a  greater  share  of  abuse  / 
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when  by  some  means  it  was  discovered  that  he  was  what 
they  called  an  English  aristocrat. 

"Ah,  milord,"  exclaimed  one  fellow,  with  a  horrid 
grin,  "  if  we  had  you  in  la  belle  France,  your  head 
would  not  remain  long  on  your  shoulders*  We  guil- 
lotine all  such.  It 's  the  best  way  to  treat  them.  They 
have  trampled  too  long  on  our  rights  to  be  forgiven." 

Sir  Henry  made  no  answer.  He  might  have  thought 
that  the  aristocracy  of  France,  by  their  long  indifference 
to  the  best  interests  of  the  people,  and  the  so-called 
philosophers,  by  their  open  scorn  of  religion,  had, 
indeed,  brought  down  a  dreadful  though  a  just  retri- 
bution on  their  own  heads.  It  was  they  who  had  made 
the  crew  of  **  La  Ralieuse  "  the  wretches  they  were. 

The  next  morning,  the  British  seamen  and  officers 
were  ordered  up  on  deck,  and  being  placed  near  the 
gangway,  were  surrounded  by  a  guard  of  marines,  with 
fixed  bayonets.  If  they  attempted  to  move  from  the 
spot,  they  soon  had  notice  to  go  back  again.  The 
second  captain,  as  soon  as  they  were  assembled,  passed 
by,  and  knowing  that  Sir  Henry  understood  French, 
carelessly  remarked— 

"  Betes!  there  you  will  remain  all  day,  to  make  sport 
for  our  people.  They  want  something  to  amuse  them 
in  a  long  cruise." 

The  young  midshipman  maintained  a  dignified  silence ; 
but  he  soon  found  that  the  officer's  threat  was  to  be 
carried  out.  There  he  and  his  countrymen  were  kept 
hour  afler  hour  without  hats,  coats,  waistcoats,  or  shoes, 
surrounded  by  a  succession  of  men,  who  did  their 
utmost  to  provoke  and  annoy  them.  Even  the  ship's 
boys  came  about  them  jeering  and  laughing. 

Nott  more  than  once,  in  spite  of  Elmore's  advice  to 
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keep  quiet,  said  he  could  not  stand  it;  and  Harry, 
and  Tim  Fid  especially,  took  at  last  to  retorting  and 
imitating  the  gestures  of  these  promising  specimens  of 
Young  France. 

Fid's  actions  were  expressive.  Sopietimes  he  would 
hop  along  the  limited  space  of  deck  allowed  the  prisoners 
like  a  frog,  and  say,  looking  towards  his  tormentors— 
'*  Tliat  's  what  you  are — that  you  are."  Then  he  ran 
away,  looking  behind  him,  and  crying  out,  "  That  *8 
what  you  do — that  you  do."  Or  he  would  skip  about 
in  the  most  fantastic  way  and  say  the  same.  Or  he 
would  brug  and  chatter,  and  remark,  "  That 's  how  you 
talk— you  know  you  do." 

Fortunately  for  Fid,  his  captors  did  not  understand 
his  language  more  than  he  did  theirs,  so  that  his  remarks 
did  not  enrage  them,  and  the  employment  served  to 
occupy  his  time  and  that  of  his  companions. 

The  prize  had  parted  company,  and  they  supposed 
had  been  sent  into  port;  but  the  frigate  herself  stood 
away  to  the  westward  to  continue  her  cruise.  In  spite 
of  the  general  want  of  discipline,  a  very  bright  look-out 
was  kept  for  any  strange  sail  in  sight.  In  the  afler- 
noon  watch  a  vessel  was  seen  to  the  southward,  and  the 
frigate  bore  up  in  chase.  The  stranger,  on  seeing  thisi 
made  all  sail  to  escape. 

The  French  seamen  pointed  her  out  to  the  British. 
^^  Ah,  ah,  we  shall  soon  have  her/*  they  exclaimed. 
"  See,  the  cowards  dare  not  wait  our  coming  up." 

'^  I  should  just  like  to  see  a  crafl  of  your  own  size 
come  after  you,  Mounseers,  and  we  should  see  how  fast 
you  'd  try  to  run  from  her,"  cried  Fid,  not,  however, 
being  aware  that  his  remark  was  an  appropriate  answer 
to  that  made  by  the  Frenchman. 
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Meantime,  Paul  Pringle  lay  in  his  berth,  pretty  well 
cared  for,  and  most  devotedly  watched  by  True  Blue* 
Billy  was  advised,  by  the  kind  doctor,  to  shew  himself 
as  little  as  possible,  lest  he  should  be  ordered  to  join  the 
rest  of  the  prisonei:s.  He  occasionally,  however,  stole  out, 
that  he  might  ascertain  for  Paul  in  what  direction  the 
ship  was  steering,  and  what  was  taking  place.  It  was 
towards  the  evening  that  he  came  quickly  back,  and 
reported  that  he  had  seen  all  the  prisoners  hurried  below 
on  a  sudden,  and  that  the  wind  being  from  the  westward 
all  sail  had  been  made  on  the  frigate,  and  that  she  had 
been  put  dead  before  it,  having  abandoned  the  chase  of 
the  vessel  of  which  she  had  been  before  in  pursuit. 

"  What  it  means  I  don't  quite  know,"  observed  True 
Blue;  "  but  there's  something  in  the  wind,  of  that  I  *m 
pretty  certain." 

The  tramping  of  feet  overhead — the  hurried  passing 
of  the  crew  up  and  down  shewed  Paul  also  that  such 
was  the  case.  True  Blue  was  standing  at  the  door  of 
the  berth  when  the  surgeon  came  below,  and  as  he 
passed  him,  whispered — "  Keep  quiet  with  your  friend, 
boy.  The  crew  may  not  be  in  the  humour  to  bear  the 
sight  of  you."  He  did  as  he  was  advised  for  some  time ; 
but,  peeping  out,  he  saw  the  powder  boys  carrying  up 
powder  and  shot,  and  other  missiles  from  the  magazine, 
while  the  flurry  and  bustle  increased ;  and  he  felt  sure 
that  the  frigate  was  going  into  action. 

•*  Paul,  I  must  go  and  learn  what  it  is  all  about,"  he 
said.  "I  suppose  that  we  are  coming  up  with  the 
chase." 

Paul,  not  supposing  there  would  be  any  risk,  did  not 
prevent  his  going.  He  crept  out  quietly.  Everybody 
was  so  busy,  that  no  one  remarked  him.    He  looked  out 
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at  one  of  the  bow- ports ;  but  nothing  was  to  be  seen 
ahead.  He  glanced  on  the  other  side;  not  a  sail  was  in 
sight. 

lie  came  back  to  the  berth.  "  Paul,"  he  exclaimed, 
joyfully,  **it  is  not  that  the  frigate  is  chasing — but 
she  is  being  chased.  She  seems  to  be  under  all  sail, 
and  in  a  desperate  hurry  to  get  away.'* 

"We've  a  chance,  then,  of  not  having  to  see  the 
inside  of  a  French  port,"  observed  Paul  Pringle.  '*  That's 
a  thing  to  be  thankful  for  ;  but,  Billy,  it 's  sad  news  we 
shall  have  to  take  home  about  Abel,  and  Peter,  and 
the  rest.  I  must  go  and  break  it  to  Mrs.  Ogle  and 
Mrs.  Bush,  and  their  children.  It  will  make  my  heart 
bleed,  that  it  will,  I  know." 

Paul  and  True  Blue  talked  on  for  some  time,  as  very 
naturally  they  often  did,  about  their  old  ship  and  ship- 
mates, till  their  well-practised  ears  caught  the  sound  of 
a  distant  gun. 

*'  That 's  right  aft,"  exclaimed  Paul.  "  It  comes,  I 
doubt,  from  the  leading  ship  of  the  pursuing  squadron. 
I  pray  that  the  frigate  may  not  escape  them." 

**  I  must  go  on  deck  and  see  how  many  ships  there 
are,"  said  True  Blue.  "  The  Frenchmen  can  but  kick 
me  down  again,  and  I  can  easily  jump  out  of  their 
way," 

He  had  not  gone  long,  when  down  he  came  again, 
panting  as  if  for  want  of  breath.  **  Oh,  Paul,"  he  ex- 
claimed, *'  I  thought  to  have  seen  two  or  three  frigates  or 
a  line-of-battle-ship  at  least;  but  would  you  believe  it  V 
there  is  but  one  frigate,  more  like  the  *  Ruby,*  than 
any  ship  I  ever  saw,  and  if  I  didn't  know  for  certain 
that  her  keel  was  at  the  bottom  of  the  Atlantic,  I  could 
have  sworn  that  it  was  she  herself.     It  quite  took  away 
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my  breaih  to  look  at  her,  and  then  when  the  French- 
men saw  me  looking  at  the  stranger,  thej  hove  their 
gun  sponges  and  rammers  at  me,  so  I  had  to  run  for  it; 
to  get  out  of  their  way.'* 

"Billy,  I  wish  that  I  could  have  a  look  at  ikis 
stranger  the  Frenchmen  are  so  afraid  of,*'  said  Paul. 
"  If  she  is  a  frigate  I  have  seen  before,  I  should  kiow 
her  again." 

'*  I  don't  mind  the  Frenchmen.  I  will  go  and  have 
another  look  at  her,"  answered  True  Blue.  '*  We  shall 
soon  be  within  speaking  distance  of  her  guns." 

As  he  spoke,  he  kept  moving  about  the  berth  like  a 
hyena  in  its  cage;  and,  soon  unable  any  longer  to 
restrain  his  impatience,  out  he  darted,  and  uninpeded 
reached  the  deck.  The  pursuing  frigate  ran  up  the 
glorious  British  colours,  and  opened  her  fire  with  a 
couple  of  bow-chasers.  She  had  good  reason  to  do  so, 
for  the  Frenchman  was  steering  to  the  southward,  and 
land  was  ahead.  One  of  the  shot  struck  the  counter  of 
'*  La  Ralieuse,"  the  other  passed  a  little  on  one  side. 
True  Blue  gazed  earnestly  and  long  at  the  English 
frigate.  More  than  once  he  rubbed  his  eyes,  and  looked 
again  and  again.  He  was  recalled  in  a  disagreeable 
way  to  a  sense  of  where  he  was  by  feeling  the  point  of 
a  cutlass  pressed  against  his  back,  and  looking  round 
he  saw  a  seaman,  with  no  pleasant  looks,  grinning  at 
him,  and  pointing  below. 

What  the  man  said,  besides  calling  him  '^  hete 
Anglais"  he  could  not  make  out.  He  got  out  of  the 
fellow's  way  and  hurried  below.  **  Paul,  I  am  right," 
he  exclaimed.  "  She  is  either  the  *  Ruby,'  or  another 
frigate  so  like  her  that  you  couldn't  tell  one  from  the 
other." 


THE  SHIP  OVERTAKEN.  233 

The  next  ten  minutes  was  passed  in  a  state  of  great 
anxiety,  and  when  True  Blue  again  looked  out,  ho 
reported  that  the  Frenchmen  were  shortening  sail  pre- 
paratory to  commencing  action.  The  crew  were  all  at 
their  stations.  An  unusual  silence  reigned  on  board. 
TIio  Captain  was  making  a  speech.  It  was  about 
Liberty,  Equality,  and  Fraternity,  and  the  hotinet  rouge 
was  displayed;  and  there  were  some  odd  sounding 
shrieks,  intended  for  cheers,  which  Billy  told  Paul  put 
him  in  mind  of  the  song  of  some  peacocks  he  once  saw 
when  he  lived  on  shore. 

The  cheers  were  cut  very  short  by  a  broadside 
from  the  English  frigate,  the  shot  of  which  crashed 
through  the  Frenchman's  sides,  tore  up  the  planks, 
and  carried  off  the  heads  of  two  or  more  of  the 
cheerers. 

"  That  was  a  right  ^hearty  English  broadside,"  ex- 
claimed Paul.  "  I  could  almost  fancy  I  knew  the  sound 
of  the  shot.  I  wish  that  you  and  I  were  with  them, 
Billy,  instead  of  being  cooped  up  down  here." 

'J'he  English  had  not  the  game  all  to  themselves;  The 
French  almost  immediately  replied  to  the  compliment 
they  had  received  with  considerable  spirit. 

**  They  are  having  a  running  fight  of  it — ^yard-arm 
to  yard-arm,  as  far  as  I  can  make  out,*'  said  Paul. 
*'  Well,  that 's  the  right  way  to  go  about  the  business. 
A  brave  follow  commands  the  English  frigate,  whatever 
she  is." 

^*  She  *s  no  bigger  than  the  Frenchman/'  said  True 
Bhie. 

"  May  be  not,  Billy,"  observed  Paul,  lifting  himself 
up  on  his  elbow.  "  It  isn't  the  size  of  the  ship — it's  the 
men  on  board  her  makes  the  difference.     Depend  on  *t. 
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those  in  the  ship  alongside  ns,  are  of  the  right  sort,  and 
properly  commanded." 

Presently,  there  was  a  louder  noise  on  deck  than 
usual,  and  evident  confusion.  True  Blue  could  contain 
his  curiosity  no  longer,  and  before  Paul  could  atop 
him,  he  had  darted  out  of  the  berth. 

"  Heaven  will  guard  him."  said  Paul,  to  himself 
"  But  he  runs  as  great  a  risk  as  any  of  these 
Frenchmen." 

True  Blue  was  soon  back.  "  The  English  frigate  has 
shot  away  the  Frenchman's  foretop-mast  and  fore-yard, 
and  she 's  up  in  the  wind,  and  the  Englishman  is 
ranging  ahead  to  rake  her,*'  he  exclaimed,  enthusiasti- 
cally. "  We  shall  have  it  in  another  half  minute.  And 
do  you  know,  Paul,  the  more  I  look  at  the  stranger,  the 
more  I  fancy  she  is  like  our  brave  little  '  Ruby.'  Here 
it  comes." 

True  enough,  the  shot  did  come,  thick  and  fast — not 
one  seemed  to  have  missed  right  into  the  bows  of 
**  La  Ralieuse."  Some  seemed  to  be  sweeping  her  main, 
others  her  upper  deck,  or  flying  among  her  masts  and 
spars,  while  more  than  one  struck  between  mnd  and 
water.  At  the  same  moment  shrieks,  and  cries,  and 
groans,  arose  from  all  parts  of  the  ship,  mingled  "with 
oaths,  and  shouts,  and  execrations,  levelled  at  the  heads 
of  their  enemies. 

•*  Keep  quiet,  Billy,"  said  Paul  "  The  French,  if 
they  saw  you,  might  do  you  an  injury,  boy.  We  shall 
soon  have  the  flag  of  England  flying  over  our  heads." 

As  True  Blue  peeped  out  as  before  from  the  berth,  he 
saw  numerous  wounded  men  brought  into  the  cockpit, 
where  the  surgeons  were  already  busily  at  work  with 
their  instruments  and  bandages.     More  and  more  were 
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brought  down.  Further  supplies  of  shot  were  being 
carried  up,  and  the  rapid  passing  of  the  powder  boys 
to  and  from  the  magazine  shewed  that  there  was  no 
expectation  of  bringing  the  contest  to  a  speedy  termina- 
tion. 

Ni'urly  all  this  time  the  Frenchman's  guns  kept  up  an 
incessant  roar.  They  ceased  only  now  and  then,  when, 
as  Paul  conjectured,  the  English  frigate  was  passing 
either  ahead  or  astern  of  them,  so  that  they  could  not 
reach  her. 

Now  "  La  Ralieuse*'  had  to  stand  the  effects  of  another 
raking  broadside.  This  time  it  was  astern,  and  came 
in  at  the  afler  ports,  tearing  away  the  head  of  the 
rudder,  and  sweeping  both  decks  from  one  end  to  the 
other.  Thirty  men  or  more  were  killed  or  wounded,  as 
they  stood  at  their  guns  by  this  one  broadside,  as  directly 
after,  True  Blue,  unable  longer  to  restrain  himself,  ran 
up  on  deck  to  take  a  look  round,  he  saw  them  stretched 
on  the  decks  in  ghastly  rows,  pale  and  still,  or  writhing 
in  their  agony.  The  mizen  top-mast  was  also  gone,  and 
the  rigging  of  the  main-mast  seemed  terribly  cut  up. 

lie  rapidly  again  dived  below  to  report  what  he  had 
seen, 

"  That 's  enough,  boy,"  exclaimed  Paul  in  a  voice  of 
triumph.  '*  She  cannot  get  away  from  the  English 
ship,  and  sooner  or  later  our  brave  fellows  will  have 
her.  Ah,  there  they  are  at  it  again.  Hurra  for  Old 
England!" 

*'  Old  England  for  ever!"  shouted  True  Blue.  He 
might  have  sung  out  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  for 
amid  the  terrific  din  of  battle,  the  Frenchmen  could  not 
have  heard  him. 

Presently  there  was  a  loud  crashing  sound — a  severe 
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shock — and  the  irigate  heeled  over  with   the  blow, 
which  made  her  quiver  in  every  timber. 

"  Oh,  boyl"  cried  Paul,  seizing  True  Blue's  hand  in 
his  eagerness,  '*  they  are  going  to  board,  and  here  I  lie 
with  my  ribs  stove  in.  If  I  could  but  handle  my 
cutlass,  we  could  be  on  deck  and  join  them — but  no- 
stay  below  by  me,  Billy.  They  '11  make  short  work  of 
it.  Hark  ! — those  are  true  British  cheers.  They  have 
the  Frenchman  fast.  There  they  come!  They  are 
swarming  over  the  side  and  through  the  ports!  There's 
the  sound  of  the  cutlasses!  Cold  steel  will  do  it.  Those 
are  the  Frenchmen's  pistols ;  our  fellows  know  what 's 
the  best  thing  to  use.  They've  gained  a  footing  on 
the  deck — they'll  not  lose  it,  depend  on  that.  There! 
they  shout  again!  The  sounds  are  just  above  our 
heads.  Hurra  for  Old  England !  The  Frenchmen  are 
crying  out,  too.  It  is — it  is  for  quarter.  They  'U  get 
that,  though  they  don't  deserve  it.  On  come  our  brave 
fellows  !  There 's  the  tramp  of  their  feet — the  clash  of 
the  cutlasses!  Nearer  they  come  !  They're  overhead! 
They  've  gained  the  main  deck  !  Hark !  Shut  to  the 
door  and  hold  it  tight,  boy.  Down  come  the  French- 
men— helter  skelter !  They  're  flying  for  their  lives  ! 
They're  coming  down  by  dozens — twenties — fifties! 
They  've  given  way  fore  and  aft  I  All  hands  are  shout- 
ing for  quarter!  Hurra,  boy!  Hurra,  True  Blue! 
That  cheer !  I  know  it.  The  Frenchman's  flag  is  down! 
Once  more  we  've  the  glorious  British  ensign  above  our 
heads!  Here  come  our  fellows — open  the  door  and 
hail  them." 

True  Blue  did  as  he  was  bid;  and  at  that  instant  who 
should  appear,  cutlass  and  pistol  in  hand,  but  Abel 
Bushy  Peter  Ogle,  and  a  dozen  or  more,  whose  well- 
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known  faces  proclaimed  them  part  of  the  crew  of  the 
"Iluby."  Great  was  their  surprize  at  finding  Paul 
and  True  Blue  there,  and  loud  and  hearty  were  the 
greetings  which  hurriedly  pasded  between  them. 

"  And  so  you  all  escaped  when  the  frigate  blew  up 
in  action  with  the  Frenchman  the  day  we  left  you?" 
said  Paul,  after  he  had  explained  in  a  few  words  how 
he  and  his  companions  had  been  captured  by  the 
Frenchmen. 

**  Blew  up  !"  exclaimed  Abel.  "We  never  blew  up; 
though  we  had  a  jolly  good  blow  out  that  evening,  after 
we  had  taken  a  thundering  big  French  frigate,  which 
we  must  have  begun  to  engage  before  you  lost  sight  of 
our  mast-heads.  We  should  have  taken  her  consort, 
too,  before  the  sun  went  down,  if,  like  a  cur,  she 
hadn*t  turned  tail  and  run  for  it;  when,  as  it  took 
us  some  little  time  to  repair  damages,  we  could  not 
follow." 

"  Hurra  1"  exclaimed  Paul.  "  Hurra  !  I  thought  so. 
This  is  the  very  crafl  herself,  depend  on  it ;  and  that  is 
the  reason  the  hounds  have  been  worrying  our  poor, 
fellows,  as  if  they  had  been  mere  brutes.  You  *11  hear 
all  about  it  by  and  by.  But  I  say,  Abel,  do  you  go 
and  look  afler  the  surgeon  of  this  ship.  He 's  a  kind- 
hearted  gentleman.  Take  care  no  one  hurts  him.  Billy 
will  try  and  find  him." 

Paul  Pringle  never  forgot  those  who  had  been  kind 
to  him.  True  Blue  was  also  very  glad  to  shew  his 
gratitude  to  the  French  doctor,  whom  they  soon  found  in 
his  cabin,  where  he  had  retired  during  the  first  rush  of 
the  British  on  board. 

True  Blue  explained  that  Abel  was  anxious  to  assist 
him  in  any  way  he  might  require. 
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"  I  won't  say,  sir,  that  we  offer  to  guard  you,  be- 
cause our  fellows  will  not  think  of  annoying  you,**  he 
added. 

"  I  have  no  fear  of  that,  my  young  friend,"  answered 
the  surgeon.  "  Besides,  the  way  I  inust  be  employed 
will  shew  who  I  am.  I  must  go  back  to  my  duties. 
There  are  vast  numbers  of  poor  fellows  demand  my 
services." 

Summoning  his  assistants,  the  surgeon  returned  to 
the  cock-pit,  where  he  was  quickly  occupied  in  endea- 
vouring to  mitigate  the  sufferings  of  his  wounded 
countrymen,  who  now,  mangled  and  bleeding,  were 
being  collected  from  all  parts  of  the  captured  ship. 

When  True  Blue  got  back  to  Paul,  he  found  Tom 
Marline,  and  Harry  and  Fid  with  him.  The  prisoners 
had  been  released;  but,  by  the  particular  advice  of  the 
officers,  they  had  not  yet  mentioned  the  insults  they 
had  received,  lest,  already  heated  with  the  excitement  of 
battle,  the  accoimts  should  exasperate  the  crew  of  the 
"  Ruby,"  and  make  them  retaliate  on  the  Frenchmen. 

Paul,  at  his  earnest  request,  was  now  removed  back 
to  his  own  ship,  while  she  lay  alongside  the  prize.  He 
and  True  Blue  were  warmly  received  by  their  ship- 
mates, as  were  Tom,  and  Fid,  and  Harry.  So  also 
were  the  two  midshipmen.  The  Captain,  especially, 
was  delighted  at  getting  back  young  Sir  Henry  Elmore, 
who  was  an  only  son,  and  placed  by  his  mother  es- 
pecially under  his  care. 

"  Yes,  sir;  here  I  am,"  said  the  young  baronet,  after 
the  Captain  had  greeted  him.  "And,  sir,  I  owe  my 
life  to  the  bravery  of  Freeborn,  who  leaped  overboard 
to  save  me,  in  a  raging  sea,  when  no  other  means  could 
have  been  employed." 


LOSSES  OP   THE  **  RUBY.^^  239 

**  A  noble,  gallant  young  fellow.  I  will  not  over* 
look  him,  depend  on  that,  Elmore.  You  and  I  must 
settle  what  we  can  best  do  for  his  interests,"  said 
the  Captain  warmly.  But  just  then  there  was  so 
much  to  be  done,  that  he  could  say  no  more  on  the 
subject. 

The  "  Ruby  "  had  suftered  considerably  both  in  hull 
and  rigging,  and  in  killed  and  wounded.  The  most 
glorious  victories  are  often  dearly  purchased;  and  those 
who  engage  in  it,  know  that  the  game  of  war  is  at  best 
a  very  bloody,  cruel,  and  rough  one. 

The  Frenchmen  had,  however,  lost  between  seventy 
and  eighty  men  in  all.  The  second  captain  was  killed, 
and  the  first  desperately  wounded.  The  frigates  had 
got  so  close  in  with  the  French  coast,  that  they  were 
obliged  to  anchor  to  repair  damages,  so  as  to  be  in  a 
condition  to  make  sail  and  stand  off  again. 

It  was  a  very  anxious  time  to  the  English,  for  they 
were  close  enough  in  to  be  very  much  annoyed,  should 
guns  be  brought  down  to  the  coast  to  bear  upon  them ; 
or  should  any  French  ships  be  warned  of  their  vicinity^ 
and  be  able  to  get  up  and  attack  them,  before  they 
were  prepared  for  another  engagement. 

These  considerations  made  everybody  on  board  work 
with  a  will,  and  all  night  long  the  wearied  crew  of  the 
"  Ruby "  were  putting  their  own  ship  into  fighting 
order,  and  getting  up  jury-masts  so  as  to  make  sail  on 
the  prize.  A  careful  look-out  was  kept,  however,  so 
that  they  might  be  prepared  to  meet  the  danger  from 
whatever  quarter  it  might  come. 

The  passengers  taken  in  the  packet  were  among  the 
first  removed  from  the  French  frigate,  and  were  accom- 
modated as  well  as  circumstances  would  allow,  on  board 
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iu'  **  Kuby.**    3Irsw  EoT>irell  was  among  the  loudest  in 
'iv;i-  ooiulemnatiozi  ofc2:-c  Fiieschmen. 

'*  Vile  aniinala,  basr  deceivers  they  are,  indeed, 
Captain  Garland,  I  assiine  vou,"  she  exclaimed.  "  For 
my  part.  Til  never  cms:  to  any  man  again  who  speaks 
Kitriich  and  wears  shirt-fiills.-' 

Had  the  punishment  of  the  prisoners  been  left  to 
liie  lady,  it  would  have  been  pretty  severe.  They  were, 
liowever,  merely  strictly  watched  and  kept  in  order, 
lor  it  was  very  evident  they  were  a  ruffian  set. 

MrH.  Ilopwell,  however,  did  not  fail  to  expatiate 
larj^i'ly  on  True  Blue's  gallantry.  Indeed,  so  lofty  were 
lutr  uHpirations  for  him,  that  she  rather  damaged  his 
oiiUNc,  in  the  minds  of  Hie  officers  at  all  events ;  who 
y/i'ty  naturally  could  not  suddenly  bring  themselves  to 
Un>k  on  him  in  any  other  light  than  that  of  a  ship's 
hoy,  although  he  did  happen  to  have  saved  the  life 
ul'  a  uiidshipman. 

Forward,  Tom  Marline  did  not  fail  to  tell  all  that 
lio  had  done ;  and  there,  at  all  events,  he  gained  the 
iulmiration  and  applause  he  merited.  Abel  and  Peter, 
iw|H'cially,  were  delighted. 

**  All,  the  boy  is  doing  credit  to  the  edication  we 
iUid  l\ml  have  given  him,  mate,"  observed  Abel,  with 
ik  U^M^i  of  natural  pride.  ''If  he  goes  on  as  he 
Uivt  ln»^uu,  ho '11  be  a   bo'sun  one  of  these  days,  no 

l\\\^  uuM'ning  after  the  battle,  the  wind  came  oflf  the 
aU\»4vs  ^\\\\  ti  largi>  concourse  of  people  assembled  on 
k\\y  \'\H\>t\^  hml  tiut  mortification  to  see  the  "  Ruby  " 
•\Uv^  k^V^*  {'^{^  umko  Miil  and  stand  away  to  the  north- 


^^^^fe^WMNI 


ntWrwiirds,  a  fleet  of  gun-boats  and 
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two  frigates  came  to  look  for  them;  but  thej  were 
beyond  reach  of  the  former,  and,  though  the  frigates 
followed,  they  were  driven  back  by  the  sight  of  an 
English  squadron;  and  both  the  "Ruby"  and  "La  Ra- 
lieuse"  reached  Portsmouth  in  safety. 


R 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

True  Bine's  Visit  to  Londoo. 

True  Blue's  agitation  was  very  considerable,  when,  the 
day  after  the  ship's  arriyal  in  Portsmouth  harbour,  he 
heard  his  name  called  along  the  deck,  and  found  that 
he  was  sent  for  into  the  Captain's  cabin.  ''  I  wonder 
what  I  can  be  wanted  for,"  he  said  to  Abel  Bush, 
as  he  was  giving  his  jacket  a  shake,  and  seeing  that 
his  shoes  and  handkerchief  were  tied  with  nantical 
propriety. 

"  About  the  matter  of  the  jumping  overboard,"  said 
AbeL     "  They  think  a  good  deal  of  it  you  know." 

"  That 's  more  than  I  do,"  answered  True  Blue.  "  I 
wish  they  hadn't  found  out  it  was  me.  Still  I  must  go. 
Grood  bye,  AbeL  I  hope  they  won't  want  to  be  paying 
me.     I  '11  not  touch  a  shilling — of  that  I  'm  determined. 

"  Stick  to  that,  boy— don't,"  said  Abel.  **  You  did 
your  duty,  and  that 's  all  you  'd  wish  to  do." 

True  Blue  now  hurried  along  the  deck,  till  he  reached 
the  Captain's  cabin,  then  hat  in  hand,  he  entered,  and 
pulling  a  lock  of  his  hair,  stood  humbly  at  the  foot  of 
the  table.  He  saw  that  the  Captain,  and  Mr.  Brine, 
and  the  two  midshipmen.  Sir  Henry  E^ore,and  Air.  Nott, 
were  there,  and  two  or  three  strange  gentlemen  firom 
the  shore. 

"  Sit  down,  Freeborn,"  said  the  Captain,  pointing  to 
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a  chair,  which,  very  much  to  his  surprise,  Mr.  Nott  got 
up  and  placed  near  him.  "  It  is  now  a  good  many  years 
since  we  were  first  shipmates,  and  during  all  that  time 
I  have  only  seen  and  heard  good  of  you,  and  now  I 
wish  to  thank  you  most  heartily  for  the  gallant  way  in 
which  you  saved  Sir  Henry  Elmore*s  life.  He  and  all 
his  family  wish  also  to  shew  what  they  feel  in  the  way 
most  likely  to  be  acceptable  to  you.*' 

"  Indeed,  they  do.  You  performed  a  very  gallantt 
noble  action,  young  man,  one  to  be  proud  of,"  observed 
one  of  th6  gentlemen  from  the  shore,  who  was  an  uncle 
of  Sir  Henry.  "  On  what  have  you  especially  set  your 
heart  ?  What  would  you  like  to  do  ?  I  suppose  that 
you  would  not  wish  to  leave  the  navy." 

**  No,  that  I  would  not,  sir,"  answered  True  Blue, 
warmly.     "  But  I  know,  sir,  what  I  would  like  to  do.** 

'*  What  is  it,  my  man  ?  Speak  out  frankly  at  once," 
said  the  gentleman.  '*  I  have  no  doubt  that  we  shall  be 
able  to  do  as  you  wish." 

"  Then,  sir,  it  *s  this,"  said  True  Blue,  brightening  up. 
"  They  've  carried  Paul  Pringle  to  the  hospital.  Captain 
Garland  knows  the  man,  sir— my  godfather.  He  '11  be 
alone  there,  nobody  particular  to  look  after  him,  and 
what  I  should  like,  sir,  would  be  to  be  allowed  to  go 
and  stay  with  him,  till  ne  is  well  and  about  again,  or 
till  the  ship  sails,  when  I  don't  think  godfather  would 
wish  me  to  stay  on  shore,  even  to  be  with  him." 

The  gentlemen  looked  at  each  other,  and  then  at  the 
Captain  and  Mr.  Brine,  who  did  not  seem  surprised, 
though  Johnny  Nott  appeared  a  little  inclined  to  laugh. 

**  A  seaman  thinks  less  of  jumping  overboard  to  save 
the  life  of  a  fellow-creature,  than  you  would  of  picking 
a  drunken  man  up  out  of  the  road,"  said  the  Captain, 
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addressing  the  gentleman.  "  You  must  propose  some- 
thing to  him.     He  will  not  suggest  anything  himself. 

"  I  think,  Freeborn,  I  may  easily  promise  that  you 
will  be  allowed  to  remain  with  your  old  friend  as  long 
as  he  wishes  it,'*  said  the  Captain,  turning  to  True 
Blue.  "  But  I  am  sure,  Sir  Henry's  family  will  not  be 
satisfied  without  shewing  some  mark  of  their  esteem 
and  gratitude.  What  should  you  say  now  if  the  way 
was  open  to  you  of  becoming  an  officer — first  lieutenant 
of  a  ship  like  this,  or  perhaps  her  captain  ?  There  is 
nothing  to  prevent  it.  I  am  very  sure  that  you  would 
be  welcomed  by  all  those  among  whom  you  were 
placed.*' 

"  That  he  would,"  exclaimed  Sir  Henry  and  Nott,  in 
the  same  breath,  with  the  greatest  cordiality. 

*'  There  would  be  no  difficulty  as  to  expense,'* 
said  the  gentleman  from  the  shore. 

True  Blue  looked  up  at  first  as  if  the  Captain  was 
joking  with  him — then  he  became  very  grave,  and  in 
a  voice  almost  choking  with  agitation,  he  answered — 
"  Oh,  don't  ask  me,  sir;  don't  ask  me.  I  don't  want  to 
be  anything  but  a  seaman,  such  as  my  father  was  before 
me.  I  couldn't  go  and  leave  Paul,  and  Abel,  and  Peter, 
and  the  rest — men  who  have  bred  me  up,  and  taught 
me  all  a  sailor's  duties,  in  a  way  very  few  get  taught. 
I  couldn't,  indeed  I  wouldn't,  leave  them  even  to  be  an 
officer  on  the  quarter  deck." 

True  Blue  was  silent,  and  no  one  spoke  for  some 
time,  till  the  Captain  turned  aside  to  the  gentlemen,  and 
said—"  I  told  you  that  I  thought  it  likely  such  would 
be  his  answer.  You  must  find  some  means  of  over- 
coming his  scruples.  Perhaps  Elmore  and  Nott  will 
manage  him  by  themselves  better  than  we  shall.*' 
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The  two  midshipmen  took  the  hint,  and  invited  True 
Blue  to  accompany  them  out  of  the  cabin.  They  wisely 
did  not  take  him  on  the  quarter-deck;  but  got  him 
between  two  of  the  after-guns,  where  they  could  con- 
verse without  interruption.  The  result  of  the  delibe- 
ration was  that  True  Blue  promised  to  consult  his 
friends  on  the  subject;  and  Sir  Henry  woundup  by 
saying — **  At  all  events,  you  must  come  up  with  me  to 
see  my  mother  and  sisters  in  London.  They  will  not  be 
content  without  thanking  you,  and  they  cannot  come 
down  here  to  do  so." 

**  With  you,  Sir  Henry  I"  said  True  Blue,  thinking 
that  the  midshipman  really  now  was  joking.  "  They 
wouldn't  know  what  to  do  with  such  as  me.  I  should 
like  to  go  and  see  great  London  town,  that  I  should ; 
but— but— " 

"  No  '  buts,'  and  so  you  shall,  Freeborn;  and  that's 
all  settled,"  said  the  young  baronet. 

True  Blue  got  leave  of  absence  that  afternoon,  and 
Abel  Bush  accompanied  him  to  the  hospital,  where  he 
left  him  with  Paul. 

He  had  never  been  more  happy  in  his  life,  for  the 
hospital  servants  were  very  glad  to  have  their  labours 
lightened,  and  left  him  to  attend  all  day  long  on  his 
godfather,  and  on  several  other  wounded  shipmates  in 
the  same  ward.  He  told  Paul  all  that  had  been  said 
to  him,  and  all  the  offers  made  him ;  but  his  godfather 
declined  giving  any  advice  till  a  formal  consultation  had 
been  held  by  all  his  sponsors,  and  their  mates.  Still 
True  Blue  thought  that  he  seemed  inclined  to  recom- 
mend him  to  do  what  he  himself  wished. 

Paul  was  rapidly  getting  better,  and  in  less  than  ten 
days,  who  should  appear  at  the  hospital,  but  Sir  Henry 
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Elmore  himself.  He  went  round  the  wards,  and  spoke 
separately  to  each  of  the  wounded  men  belonging  to  the 
^'  Huby/'  in  a  kind  and  familiar  tone,  which  seemed 
natural  to  him ;  and  then  he  came  to  Paul  Pringle,  and 
had  a  long  talk  with  him.  Paul  thought  that  in  a  few 
days  he  should  be  sufficiently  recovered  to  leave  the 
hospital,  and  get  as  far  as  his  own  home,  at  the  pret^ 
village  of  Emsworth,  and  he  had  proposed  that  True 
Blue  should  accompany  him.  Abel  Bush  and  Peter 
Ogle  both  lived  there,  and  had  families,  among  whom 
their  godson  would  pass  his  time  pleasantly  enough. 

**  I  dare  say  he  might,"  said  the  young  baronet,  to 
whom  Paul  had  mentioned  this ;  "  but  I  have  the  first 
claim  on  him.  I  have  come  now  expressly  to  carry 
him  off,  so  let  him  pack  up  his  traps  and  accompany 
me. 

Paul  offered  no  further  opposition  to  this  proposal, 
so  True  Blue,  having  tied  up  a  clean  shirt,  and  a  thin 
pair  of  shoes,  with  a  few  other  things,  in  a  handkerchief, 
announced  that  he  had  his  clothes  ready,  and  was  pre- 
pared to  accompany  the  baronet. 

The  young  midshipman  looked  at  the  btmdle,  but 
said  nothing.  He  knew  well  enough  that  a  ship's  boy 
was  not  likely  to  have  any  large  amount  of  clothing. 
He  had  a  coach  at  the  door,  and  he  ordered  the  coach- 
man to  drive  to  the  George  Hotel,  at  Portsmouth.  On 
the  way  he  asked  his  companion  whether  he  would  not 
prefer  dressing  in  plain  clothes,  and  that,  if  so,  a  suit 
forthwith  should  be  at  his  service ;  but  True  Blue  so 
earnestly  entreated  that  he  might  be  allowed  to  wear  the 
dress  to  which  he  had  always  been  accustomed,  that  his 
friend  gave  up  the  point. 
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George,  in  a  private  room ;  and  the  gentleman  whom 
True  Blue  had  seen  on  board  the  "  Ruby,"  was  there  to 
receive  them,  and  talked  so  kindlj  and  pleasantly,  that 
he  soon  found  himself  very  much  at  his  ease,  and  was 
able  and  willing  to  do  ample  justice  to  the  good  things 
placed  before  him. 

Although  it  was  the  first  time  he  had  ever  sat  at 
table  with  gentlemen,  he  acquitted  himself,  much  to  his 
young  friend's  satisfaction,  wonderfully  well.  He  gave 
signs  of  dispensing  altogether  with  a  plate,  when  cheese 
was  offered  him ;  but  he  handed  it  back  to  the  waiter, 
remarking  that  it  was  a  capital  thing  to  sup  or  breakfast 
on,  but  that  he  had  no  fancy  for  it  after  a  good  dinner. 

As  Mr.  Leslie,  Sir  Henry's  uncle,  was  obliged  to 
return  to  London  that  night,  they  set  off  by  the  mail. 
Mr.  Leslie  went  inside ;  but  the  midshipman  and  True 
Blue,  who  disdained  such  a  mode  of  proceeding,  took 
their  places  behind  the  coachman,  the  box  seat  being 
already  occupied  by  a  naval  officer.  Mail  coaches,  in 
those  days,  were  not  the  rapidly  ^lovi,ng  vehicles  they 
afterwards  became.  Passengers  sat  not  only  in  front,  but 
behind,  wliere  the  guard  also  had  his  post — a  most  im- 
portant personage,  resplendent  in  red  livery,  and  armed 
to  the  teeth  with  pistols,  a  heavy  blunderbuss,  and 
oflen  a  haager  or  cutlass,  so  that  he  had  the  means,  if 
he  possesied  a  bold  heart,  of  defending  the  property 
confided  U  him. 

True  Hue  had  never  before  been  on  the  top  of  a 
coach,  acd  his  remarks,  as  they  drove  along  till  the 
long  sunmer  day  came  to  a  close,  amused  the  young 
baronet  ■'ery  much. 

The  gentleman  on  the  box  listened,  and  evidently 
could  net  make  out  who  his  companions  could  be,  from 
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the  tmsopliisticated  sailor-like  tone  in  which  Trae  Bke 
spoke,  contrasting  so  strongly  with  the  refined  voice 
and  expressions  of  his  companion.  When  it  grew  daik. 
Sir  Henrj  got  him  to  describe  his  recollections  of  the 
West  Indies,  and  the  adventures  of  his  early  life. 
When,  however,  he  began  to  talk  of  Lord  Rodney's 
engagements,  the  gentleman  on  the  box  utterei  some 
expressions  of  surprise ;  and  when,  finally,  he  gave  a 
graphic  and  clear  account  of  his  great  victtry,  the 
stranger  turned  round  sharply,  and  exclaimed — 

"  What,  do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  were  ihere?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  was ;  though  I  was  not  very  big^  I  own," 
answered  True  Blue.  "  But  I  remember  the  day  and 
what  happened,  almost  as  if  it  had  been  yesterday." 

The  answer  seemed  to  excite  the  stranger*}  interest, 
and  he  asked  True  Blue  a  number  of  questicns,  which 
finally  elicited  the  chief  portion  of  his  history.  Thus 
the  night  passed  rapidly  away. 

When  they  reached  London,  and  were  pnparing  to 
leave  the  coach,  the  stranger  shook  True  Blie  and  the 
midshipman  cordially  by  the  hand.  "  I  an  glad  to 
have  met  you  both ;  and,  perhaps,  we  may  hew  of  each 
other  again.  Good  bye,"  he  said,  as  he  iescended 
from  the  box  ;  when,  calling  a  hackney- ioach,  he 
drove  ofi^ 

Mr.  Leslie  called  another,  and  True  Blue  foand  him- 
self rumbling  along  through  the  streets  of  London, 
towards  Portman-square,  at  an  early  hour  on  a  bright 
summer  morning. 

«*  Where  are  all  the  people,  sir?"  he  asked,  looking 
out  of  the  window.  "I  thought  London  was  full  of 
people." 

"  So  it  is.     They  are  all  asleep  now,  like  ants  in 
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their  nest.     When  the  sun  is  up  by  and  by  they  will 
be  busy  enough,  you  will  see,"  answered  Mr.  Leslie. 

It  was  still  very  early  when  they  arrived  at  Lady 
Elmore's  house;  and,  as  they  were  not  expected,  no 
one  was  up  to  receive  them.  They,  however,  got  in 
quietly,  and  while  his  arrival  was  being  made  known  to 
his  mother.  Sir  Henry  took  True  Blue  to  a  room,  and 
advised  him  to  turn  in  and  get  some  sleep.  He  would, 
however,  very  much  rather  have  been  allowed  to  go 
out  and  see  the  wonders  of  the  great  city;  but  his 
friend  assuring  him  that  if  he  did  he  would  inevitably 
lose  himself,  he  reluctantly  went  to  bed. 

The  moment,  however,  that  his  head  was  on  the 
pillow,  he  was  fast  asleep ;  and,  in  spite  of  the  bright 
sun,  which  gleamed  in  at  the  window,  it  was  not  till 
nearly  the  family  breakfast-time  that  he  awoke. 

He  was  awakened  by  a  bland  voice,  saying,  "It  is 
time  to  get  up,  sir.     Shall  I  help  you  to  dress?" 

True  Blue  opened  his  eyes,  and  saw  before  him  a 
personage  in  a  very  fine  coat  with  powdered  hair, 
whom  he  thought  must  be  some  great  lord  or  other, 
even  though  he  held  a  cup  of  hot  water  in  his  hand. 

The  young  sailor  sat  up,  and  seeing  no  one  else  in 
the  room,  said,  pulling  a  front  lock  of  his  hair,  "  Did 
you  speak  to  me,  sir?" 

"  Sir  Henry  sent  me  to  ascertain  if  you  wanted  any- 
thing," answered  the  footman,  somewhat  puzzled,  as  he 
had  not  been  told  who  the  occupant  of  the  room  was. 

When,  however,  he  came  to  examine  the  clothes  by 
the  bed-side,  he  guessed  that  he  was  some  naval  fol- 
lower of  his  young  master.  He  was  about  to  carry  off 
the  clothes  to  brush  them. 

True  Blue  saw  the  proceeding  with  dismay.    "  Don't 
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take  them  away,  please.  I  have  no  others,**  he  ex- 
claimed. "  But,  I  saj,  I'm  very  hungry,  and  shouldn't 
mind  some  bread  and  cheese,  if  there 's  any  served  out 
yet." 

"  I  can  get  it  for  you  at  once ;  but  breakfast  will  be 
ready  directly,  and  you  wiU  find  better  things  to  eat 
then/'  said  the  footman,  smiling. 

"  Oh,  I  '11  be  dressed  in  a  jiffy  then,"  answered  True 
Blue,  jumping  out  of  bed,  and  forthwith  commencing 
his  ablutions  in  sea  fashion;  and  almost  before  the 
footman  had  lefl  the  room,  he  was  ready  to  go  down 
stairs. 

Sir  Henry  came  for  him. 

"  Come  along,  Freeborn;  my  mother  and  sisters  are 
anxious  to  see  you.  They  are  in  the  breakfast-room. 
I  am  sure  that  you  will  like  them ;  so  don't  fancy  them 
fine  ladies,  of  whom  you  need  be  a  bit  afraid." 

True  Blue,  looking  every  inch  the  sailor,  with  his 
rich  light  curling  hair,  florid  though  well  sun-burnt 
countenance,  laughing  blue  eye,  and  white  strong  teeth, 
followed  the  yoimg  refined  midshipman,  not,  however, 
appearing  in  the  least  abashed  or  confused.  He  felt^ 
however,  rather  strange  when  the  door  opened  and  a 
handsome,  tall  lady  came  forward,  and  taking  him  by 
both  his  hands  said — 

"  You  saved  my  dear  boy's  life  at  the  risk  of  your 
own.    I  owe  you  all  the  gratitude  a  mother  can  offer." 

She  shook  his  hands  warmly. 

He  made  no  answer,  for  he  did  not  know  exactly 
what  to  say,  except,  "  Oh,  marm,  it's  nothing." 

Two  tall,  very  nice  young  ladies  then  followed  her 
example,  and  he  thought  that  they  were  going  to  stoop 
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parcel  of  their  brother,  evidently;  but  they  did  not, 
v^hich  he  was  glad  of,  as  it  would  have  made  him  feel 
very  bashful. 

Altogether,  he  was  speedily  put  wonderfully  at  his 
ease.  Whatever  the  ladies  might  have  felt  towards  the 
preserver  of  one  so  dear  to  them,  they  had  the  tact  to 
see,  that  it  would  be  no  satisfaction  to  its  object  to 
receive  any  strong  exhibition  of  it. 

Mr.  Leslie  came  down,  and  the  party  were  soon 
seated  round  the  breakfast-table.  True  Blue  was  very 
hungry,  but  at  first  everything  seemed  so  strange  about 
him,  that  he  could  not  eat.  However,  the  ladies  spoke 
in  such  kind  sweet  voices,  while  they  in  no  way  seemed 
to  notice  what  he  was  about,  that  he  quickly  gained 
courage,  and  made  the  beef  and  ham,  and  eggs,  and 
bread  and  butter,  rapidly  disappear. 

The  ladies  also  took  care  that  the  tea  should  not  be 
too  hot  to  drink  when  they  gave  it  him,  and  Sir  Henry, 
just  at  the  proper  moment,  had  a  fresh  supply  of  beef 
and  bread  and  butter  put  down  before  him ;  while,  though 
occasionally  some  simple  question  was  asked  him,  the 
rest  of  the  party  kept  up  the  conversation  chiefly  among 
themselves. 

Afler  the  meal  was  over,  some  time  was  spent  by 
Sir  Henry  with  his  mother  and  sisters,  while  Mr, 
Leslie  remained  with  True  Blue,  talking  with  him  in 
a  friendly  way;  and  then  he  gave  him  a  number  of 
books  with  prints  to  look  over,  which  interested  him 
very  much. 

At  last  his  shipmate  came  back.  "  Come  along, 
Freeborn,"  he  said ;  "  the  coach  is  at  the  door,  and 
we  have  numberless  sights  to  gee,  which,  truth  to  say, 
I  have  never  seen  myself;  so  my  mother  will  go  with 
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naval -drama  was  acted.  Here  both  he  and  the  young 
midshipman  were  well  qualified  to  criticise.  He  cer- 
tainly was  the  most  severe. 

"  Does  that  fellow  call  himself  a  sailor,  marm?"  he 
asked,  turning  to  Lady  Elmore.  "Don't  believe  it. 
He  isn't  a  bit  more  like  a  sailor,  than  that  thing  they 
are  hauling  across  the  deck  is  like  a  ship;  that  is  to 
say,  any  ship  I  ever  saw.  If  she  came  to  be  launched, 
she  'd  do  nothing  but  go  round  boxing  the  compass  till 
she  went  to  the  bottom.     Would  she.  Sir  Henry?" 

The  midshipman  was  highly  diverted.  **  The  manager 
little  thought  that  he  had  us  to  criticise  his  arrange- 
ments," he  answered,  laughing.  **  The  play  is  only  got 
up  for  the  amusement  of  landsmen,  and  to  show  them 
how  we  sailors  fight  for  them." 

"  But  would'nt  they  like  uS  to  go  and  do  that  just 
now  ourselves.  Sir  Henry?"  exclaimed  True  Blue  with 
eagerness.  "  If  they'd  give  us  a  cutlass  a  piece,  and 
would  get  those  Frenchmen  we  saw  just  now  to  stand  up 
like  men,  we  would  shew  them  how  we  boarded  and 
took  the  French  frigate  in  our  first  cruise." 

Lady  Elmore  said  she  thought  some  confusion  might 
be  created  if  the  proposal  was  carried  out,  and  persuaded 
True  Blue  to  give  up  the  idea.  When,  however,  one  of 
the  stas:e  sailors  came  on  and  volunteered  to  dance  a 
hornpipe,  his  indignation  knew  no  bounds.  "  He's  not 
a  true  Blue-jacket  that  1*11  warrant,"  he  exclaimed. 
**  If  he  was  he  wouldn't  be  handling  his  feet  in  the  way 
he  is  doing.  I  should  so  like  to  step  down  and  just  shew 
you,  my  lady,  and  the  rest  of  the  good  people  here,  how 
we  dance  aboard.  If  I  had  but  Sam  Smatch  and  his 
fiddle,  I'U  warrant  people  would  say  which  was  the 
right  and  which  was  the  wrong  way,  pretty  quickly." 


264  TBUE  BLUE. 

The  Miss  Elmores,  who  had  hitherto  looked  upon 
True  Blue  somewhat  in  the  light  of  a  hero  of  romance, 
were  rather  disappointed  when  thej  heard  him  thus 
expressing  himself.  Lady  Elmore  explained  to  him, 
much  to  his  surprise,  that  none  but  the  actors  who  were 
paid  for  it  were  allowed  to  appear  on  the  stage;  but 
assured  him,  that  she  should  be  very  glad  if  some 
evening  he  would  give  them,  at  her  house,  an  exhibition 
of  his  skill  in  dancing  the  hornpipe. 

"  That  I  will,  my  lady,  with  all  my  heart,"  he  ex- 
claimed frankly.  "  There's  nothing  I  would 'nt  do  to 
please  you  and  the  young  ladies ;  and  I  think  that  you 
would  like  to  see  a  right  real  sailor's  hornpipe  danced. 
It  does  my  heart  good  to  dance  it,  I  know.  It  is  rare 
fun." 

On  driving  home.  Lady  Elmore  asked  him  how  he 
liked  the  play  altogether. 

*'  Well,  my  lady,"  he  exclaimed,  "  much  obliged  to 
you  for  taking  me  to  the  place.  It  was  very  good  sport, 
but  I  should  have  liked  it  better  if  I  could  have  lent  a 
hand  in  the  work.  When  there  is  a  scrimmage,  it  is 
natural-like  to  wish  to  be  in  it.  And  I  couldn't  bear  to 
see  that  black  pirate  fellow  carry  off  the  young  gal,  and 
all  the  gold  and  silver  plates  and  candlesticks,  and  not 
be  able  just  to  go  and  rout  out  his  nest  of  villains." 

This  visit  to  the  play  enabled  his  friends  to  under- 
stand True  Blue's  style  of  thought  and  manners  far 
better  than  they  had  before  done ;  and  was  in  reality  of 
considerable  benefit  to  him.  Gentle  of  heart  and  right- 
minded,  and  brave  as  a  lion,  he  was  still  a  rough  sailor, 
and  only  a  considerable  time  spent  in  the  society  of 
polished  people  could  have  given  him  the  polish  which 
is  looked  for  in  a  gentleman;  but  which,  in  his  case, 
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would  have    been  rather  an    incumbrance  than  an 
advantage. 

The  next  day  the  King  was  to  prorogue  parliament, 
which  ceremony  was  wisely  performed  in  those  days  at 
a  much  earlier  time  of  the  year  than  at  present.  Mr. 
Leslie  called  in  the  morning,  and  took  his  nephew  and 
young  guest  down  towards  Westminster  to  wait  for  his 
approach.  True  Blue  was  full  of  excitement  at  the 
thoughts  of  seeing  the  King.  "  I  wonder  what  he  can 
be  like.  He  must  be  a  very  grand  person,  to  have  so 
many  big  ships  all  of  his  own,"  he  observed  to  Mr. 
Leslie. 

"  You  would  find  His  Majesty  a  very  affable,  kind 
old  gentleman  if  he  was  to  speak  to  you  at  any  time," 
said  Mr.  Leslie.  **  Here  he  comes  though.  You  will 
see  him  inside  the  coach.  Take  off  your  hat  when  he 
passes." 

At  a  slow  and  stately  pace  the  carriage  of  the  kind- 
hearted  Monarch  of  Great  Britain  approached.  First 
came  the  body  of  Life  Guards,  their  belts  well- whitened 
with  pipe  clay,  and  their  heads  plastered  with  pomatum 
and  powder;  and  then  followed  the  royal  carriage,  as 
fine  as  gold  and  paint  and  varnish  could  make  it. 

"There's  King  George,  Freeborn,"  said  Mr.  Leslie, 
pointing  out  His  Majesty,  who  sat  looking  very  gracious 
as  he  bowed  now  out  of  one  window,  now  out  of  the 
other. 

*'  God  bless  him  then,''  shouted  True  Blue,  almost 
beside  himself  with  excitement,  throwing  up  his  hat  and 
catching  it  again.  •*  Three  cheers  for  King  George, 
boys.  Three  cheers  for  the  King.  Let  us  tell  him 
that  his  sailors  and  soldiers  are  ready  to  fight  for  him 
as  long  as  they  have  arms  to  fight  with,  or  a  drop  of 
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blood  in  their  veins.  Hurra!  hurra!  hurra,  boys! 
Hip,  hip,  hip,  hurra!"  True  Blue's  eye  had  fallen  on 
several  other  Blue-jackets,  who  happened  to  be  near  him 
in  the  crowd,  come  up  to  London  on  a  spree  to  get  rid  of 
their  prize  money.  Instantly  the  shout  was  taken  up 
by  them,  and  echoed  by  the  rest  of  the  crowd  till  the 
air  was  rent  with  cries  of  **  Long  live  the  King !  — 
Long  live  King  George!  Hurra!  hurra!  hurrai  for 
King  George !  —  Hurra  for  Old  England  !  Old 
England,  in  arms,  against  the  world  —  Old  England  for 
ever ! " 

Mr.  Leslie  was  highly  delighted,  and  he  and  his 
nephew  joined  in  the  shout  as  loudly  as  any  one,  while 
the  King,  looking  from  the  windows,  bowed  and  smiled 
even  more  cordially  than  before. 

"  Well,  I  Ve  had  a  good  sight  of  His  Majesty,  and 
ril  not  forget  his  kind  face  as  long  as  I  live,"  exclaimed 
True  Blue,  as  the  party  walked  homeward.  "  It  is  a 
pleasure  to  know  the  face  of  the  King  one  is  fighting 
for;  and,  God  bless  his  Majesty,  his  kind  look  would 
make  me  more  ready  than  ever  to  stand  up  for  him." 

All  the  way  home  True  Blue  could  talk  of  nothing 
but  the  King,  and  how  glad  he  was  to  have  seen  him. 
In  the  evening,  however,  one  of  the  young  ladies  began 
to  play  a  hornpipe,  the  music  of  which  Sir  Henry  not 
without  difficulty  had  procured  for  her. 

True  Blue  pricked  up  his  ears,  and  then  running  to 
the  piano,  exclaimed  —  "  You  play  it  very  well  indeed, 
Miss  Julia,  that  you  do;  but  I  wish  that  you  could  just 
hear  Sam  Smatch  with  his  fiddle, — he'd  take  the  shine 
out  of  you,  I  think  you'd  say.  Howsomedever,  my 
lady,  if  you  and  the  young  ladies,  and  Sir  Henry  please, 
and  Miss  Julia  will  just  strike  up  a  bit  of  a  tune,  I'll 
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shuffle  my  feet  about  and  shew  you  what  we  call  a 
hornpipe  at  sea.  Sir  Henry  knows  though  right 
well;  but,  to  say  truth,  I'd  rather  have  the  smooth 
deck  under  my  feet  than  this  grassy  sort  of  stuff, 
which  wants  the  right  sort  of  spring  in  it." 

*•  Never  mind,  Freeborn,"  said  Sir  Henry,  laughing. 
"  They  are  not  such  severe  judges  as  Ogle  and  Bush, 
and  Marline  and  our  other  shipmates.'* 

"To  be  sure  —  to  be  sure,"  said  True  Blue  in  a 
compassionate  tone.  ^'  Now,  Miss  Julia,  please  marm, 
strike  up  and  off  I  go." 

True  Blue  did  go  off  indeed,  and  with  the  greatest 
spirit  performed  a  hornpipe  which  deservedly  elicited 
the  admiration  of  all  the  spectators.  Miss  Julia's  lingers 
were  tired  before  his  feet,  and  having  made  the  usual 
bow  round  to  the  company,  throwing  back  his  hair,  he 
stood  ready  to  begin  again. 

The  applause  which  followed  having  ceased,  he 
laughed,  exclaiming — "  Oh,  it's  nothing,  ladies,  nothing 
to  what  I  can  do.  Sir  Henry  will  tell  you ;  but,  you 
see,  tliere's  a  good  deal  of  difference  between  the  fore- 
castle of  a  man  of  war  and  this  here  drawing-room  in 
big  London  City."  The  tone  of  his  voice  shewed,  that 
he  gave  the  preference  to  the  forecastle.  That  evening. 
Lady  Elmore  and  her  son  had  a  long  discussion. 

"  But  are  you  certain,  Henry,  that  we  are  doing  the 
best  thing  for  the  brave  lad?"  she  said. 

"  Oh  he'll  polish;  he'll  polish  rapidly,"  answered  her 
son.  "  He  has  no  notion  of  concealment,  or  that  it  is 
necessary  for  him  to  assume  shore-going  matters,  now 
that  he  has  got  over  his  bashfulness  at  finding  himself 
among  strangers.  He  says  exactly  what  he  thinks  and 
feels.      The  outside  husk  is  rough  enough,  I  own,  but 
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depend  cm  it  the  jewel  within  will  soon  take  a  polish, 
which  will  shine  brightly  llirough  the  shell,  and  light  up 
Ihe  whole  form.  Not- a  bad  notion  for  a  midshipman, 
Mother!" 

''  Oh  yon  were  always  poetical  and  warm-hearted  and 
good  and  enthusiastic,  Henry/'  said  Lady  Elmore, 
pressing  him  to  her  heart  *'  Do  as  you  think  best, 
but  I  have  no  doubt  our  young  sailor  will  turn  out  a 
shining  character.'* 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

True  Blue  refuses  Promotion. 

It  had  been  arranged  that  True  Blue  should  visit  Paul 
Pringle,  and  his  other  friends  at  Emsworth,  before 
returning  to  his  ship.  The  day  for  his  leaving  London 
was  fixed.  He  had  seen  all  the  sights,  and  been 
several  times  to  the  play,  and  though  he  thought  it  all 
very  amusing,  he  was,  in  truth,  beginning  to  get  some- 
what tired  of  the  sort  of  life,  and  of  the  description  of 
restraint  under  which  he  was  of  necessity  placed.  As 
to  Lady  Elmore  apd  her  daughter,  he  thought  them,  as 
he  said,  next  door  to  angels,  and  would  have  gone 
through  fire  and  water  to  serve  them. 

One  morning  he  awoke,  just  as  the  footman  walked 
in  with  a  jug  of  hot  water,  and  leaving  it  on  the  wash- 
hand-stand,  retired  without  saying  a  word.  Sir  Henry 
had  directed  that  he  should  be  waited  on  exactly  as  he 
was  himself.  True  Blue  jumped  out  of  bed;  but  when 
he  came  to  put  on  his  clothes,  they  had  disappeared. 
In  their  stead  there  was  a  midshipman's  uniform  suit, 
dirk,  and  hat,  and  cockade  complete,  while  a  chest  stood 
open,  containing  shirts,  and  socks,  and  shoes,  and  a 
quadrant,  and  books — indeed,  a  most  perfect  outfit. 

"There's  a  mistake,'*  he  said  to  himself.  "They 
have  been  and  brought  Sir  Henry's  traps  in  here,  and 
John  has  carried  off  my  clothes,  and  forgot  to  bring 
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lihem  back.  I  never  do  like  ringing  the  bell,  it  seems 
80  fine-gentleman-like.  Still,  if  he  doesn't  come,  it  iivill 
be  the  only  way  to  get  him."  While  waiting,  he  was 
looking  about,  when  his  eye  fell  on  a  paper  on  the 
dressing-table.  His  own  name  was  on  it.  It  was  a 
document  from  the  Admiralty,  directing  Mr.  Billy  True 
Blue  Freeborn,  midshipman  of  H.M.  Frigate  "  Kuby," 
to  go  down  and  join  her  in  a  week's  time.  He  rubbed 
his  eyes — he  read  the  paper  over  and  over  again — he 
shook  himself,  for  he  thought  that  he  must  be  still  in 
bed  and  asleep,  and  then  he  very  nearly  burst  into 
tears. 

"  No,  no  1"  he  exclaimed  passionately,  "  it 's  what  I 
don't  want  to  be.  I  can't  be  and  won't  be.  I  *11  not  go 
and  be  above  Paul,  and  Abel,  and  Peter,  and  Tom, 
which  I  should  be  if  I  was  on  the  quarter-deck,  I 
shouldn't  be  one  of  them  any  longer.  I  couldn't  mess 
with  them,  and  talk  with  them,  as  I  have  always  done. 
I  know  my  place ;  I  like  Sir  Henry  and  many  of  the 
other  young  gentlemen  very  much,  and  even  Mr.  Nott, 
though  he  does  play  curious  pranks  now  and  then ;  but 
I  never  wished  to  be  one  of  them,  and  what 's  more,  I 
won't,  and  so  my  mind  is  made  up." 

Just  then  he  saw  another  document  on  the  table.  It 
was  a  letter  addressed  to  him.  He  opened  it,  and  found 
that  it  came  from  Paul  Pringle.     It  began — 

"Dear  Godson — ^That  you  must  always  be  to  me. 
Who  should  come  to  see  me  first,  as  I  lefl  the  hospital, 
but  our  Captain — ^bless  him  !  He  tells  me  there  is  a 
talk  of  patting  you  on  the  quarter-deck.  Now,  that 's 
what  I  never  wished  for  you,  any  more  than  your  own 
fiither  did.  His  last  words  were — '  Let  him  be  brought 
up  as  a  true  British  seaman.' 
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"  That  *s  what  your  other  godfathers  and  I  have  done 
for  you — as  you'll  allow,  Billy.  Well,  as  to  the 
quarter-deck  idea.  We  all  met,  and  had  a  talk  about 
it.  The  long  and  the  short  of  what  we  came  to  is,  that 
you  must  do  as  you  wish.  A  n^an  may,  we  allow,  be 
on  the  quarter-deck,  and  yet  be  a  true  British  sailor  all 
over.  Many  of  our  officers  are  such,  no  doubt  of  it,  every 
inch  of  them ;  but  whether  a  man  is  the  happier  or  the 
better  for  being  an  officer,  without  being  in  the  way 
horn  to  it — that 's  the  question.  We  wouldn't  stand  in 
your  way,  Billy,  only  we  feel  that  we  shouldn't  be  to 
each  other  what  we  were.  We  don't  say  that  it  ought 
to  make  a  great  difference,  but  it  would.  That 's  the 
conclusion  we  've  come  to.  Bless  you  heartily,  boy,  we 
all  say,  whatever  course  you  steer. 

"  Your  loving  Godfather, 

"Paul  Pringle." 

True  Blue  read  the  epistle  over  several  times.  Though 
signed  by  him,  it  had  partly  been  written  by  Abel  Bush, 
and  partly  by  Peter  Ogle.  Probably  there  were  more 
orthographical  errors  than  in  the  extant  copy.  It  con- 
tained a  postscript,  inviting  him  to  come  down  to 
Emsworth,  whatever  the  determination  he  might  come 
to,  as  his  many  friends  there  were  anxious  to  see  him. 

The  mention  of  his  old  friends  roused  up  thoughts 
and  feelings  in  which,  for  some  time  past,  he  had  not 
indulged.  Both  Peter  Ogle  and  Abel  Bush  were 
married  men,  with  large,  well  brought  up  families,  for 
their  wives  were  thoroughly  good  sensible  women. 
With  them  he  felt  how  perfectly  at  home  and  happy  he 
should  be.  One  of  them,  too,  Mary  Ogle,  though  rather 
younger  than  himself,  had  always  been  his  counsellor 
and  friend,  and  had  also  materially  assisted  in  giving 
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him  tbe  amount  of  knowledge  he  possessed  in  reading 
and  writing.  Had  it  not  been  for  her,  he  coafeased  that 
he  shoold  hare  remained  a  sad  dance. 

After  he  had  thought  over  the  letter,  he  exclaimed — 
**  Then  again,  now,  if  I  was  an  officer,  I  should  have  to 
go  with  the  other  officers  wherever  they  went;  and  when 
the  ship  came  into  port,  I  should  be  for  starting  off  f(ff 
London,  and  couldn't  go  and  stay  comfortably  with  my 
old  Mends.  No— I*m  thankful  to  Sir  Henry — lam, 
indeed;  but  I  Ve  made  up  my  mind." 

He  rang  the  bell.  When  John  appeared,  he  asked 
for  his  clothes. 

"  There  they  are,  sir,"  said  John,  pointing  to  the 
midshipman's  uniform. 

"  I  see;  but  I  want  the  clothes  I  wore  yesterday, 
John,**  said  True  Blue. 

"  Master  said  those  were  for  you,  sir,"  explained  John. 

"  I*m  not  going  to  put  on  those  clothes,  John,**  said 
True  Blue,  quietly.  "  They  don't  suit  me,  and  I  don't 
suit  them." 

The  footman  was  astonished.  He  was  a  kind-hearted 
fellow,  and  he  wished  to  forward  the  interests  of  one 
who  had  performed  so  important  a  service  to  his  young 
master. 

**  But  they  will  make  you  an  officer  and  a  gentleman," 
said  he,  earnestly. 

**  That 's  just  what  I  don't  want  to  be,  John," 
answered  True  Blue.  "  They  wouldn't  do  it,  either. 
It  isn't  the  clothes  makes  the  man.  You  know  that. 
Bring  me  back  my  o¥rn  jacket  and  trowsers.  I  know 
Sir  Henry  wont  be  angry  with  you.  1*11  set  it  all 
right.     There 's  a  good  chap,  now— do  as  I  ask  you." 

John  still  hesitated. 
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"Very  well,"  continued  True  Blue;  "if  you  don't, 
I  '11  just  jump  into  bed  again,  and  there  I  '11  stay.  The 
only  clothes  I  *11  put  on  are  my  own.  They  were  bran 
new  only  last  week,  and  I  've  not  done  with  them." 

John,  seeing  that  the  young  sailor  was  in  earnest, 
went  and  brought  back  his  clothes. 

True  Blue  was  soon  dressed,  and  considerable  disap- 
pointment was  expressed  on  the  coimtenances  of  the 
ladies,  as  they  entered  the  breakfast  room,  when,  instead 
of  the  gay-looking  young  midshipman  they  expected  to 
see,  they  found  him  in  his  seaman's  dress.  He  looked 
up  frankly,  and  not  in  the  slightest  degree  abashed. 

"My  lady,"  he  said,  "I  know  what  you  and  Sir 
Henry  intended  for  me,  and  there  isn't  a  part  of  my 
heart  that  doesn't  thank  you;  but  d'  ye  see,  my  lady, 
I  was  born  a  true  sailor,  and  a  true  sailor  I  wish  to  be. 
I  have  old  friends.;  I  can't  leave  them.  I  know 
what  I  'm  fitted  for,  and  I  shouldn't  be  happy  in  a  mid- 
shipman's berth.  I  know,  too,  that  it  was  all  done  in 
great  kindness ;  but  it's  a  thousand  times  more  than  I 
deserve.  I  shall  always  love  you,  my  lady,  and  the 
young  ladies,  and  Sir  Henry,  and  if  ever  he  gets  a  ship, 
it  will  be  my  pride  to  be  with  him,  and  to  be  his 
coxswain.  There's  only  one  favour  more  I  have  to  ask 
— it  is  that  Sir  Henry  will  set  to  rights  the  order  about 
my  having  a  midshipman's  rating  aboard  the  '*  Ruby." 
It's  a  great  favour,  I'll  allow;  but  it's  one  I  don't 
deserve,  and  don't  want.  I  've  made  up  my  mind  about 
it,  and,  my  lady,  if  you  will  let  me  be  as  I  was— 
I  was  very  happy,  and  shall  not  be  happier  as  an 
officer." 

'*  I  think  very  likely  not,"  said  Lady  Elmore,  taking 
his  hand.     *'  But,  Freeborn,  we  are  all  anxious  to  shew 
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our  gratitude  to  you.     Can  you  point  out  liow  it  may 
best  be  done  ?" 

"  That 's  it,  my  lady,"  exclaimed  True  Blue,  vehe- 
mently.  "  I  have  done  nothing  to  speak  of,  and  I  do 
not  wish  for  anything.  Let  me  just  think  about  you 
all,  and  how  kind  you  've  been  to  me,  and  that 's  all  I 
want.  If  I  serve  with  Sir  Henry,  I  '11  always  be  by  his 
side,  and  I  '11  do  my  best  to  keep  the  Frenchmen's 
cutlasses  off  his  head." 

"  Thanks,  thanks,  my  boy;  your  love  for  my  son 
makes  me  take  a  double  interest  in  you,'*  said  Lady 
Elmore,  warmly,  though  somewhat  disappointed;  and 
then  she  added,  "  Still  I  wish  that  you  would  allow  us 
somewhat  to  lighten  the  load  of  obligation  we  owe 
you." 

As  True  Blue  had  not  the  slightest  notion  what  this 
meant,  he  made  no  reply. 

Every  body  in  the  house  was  sorry  to  part  with  the 
frank- spoken  young  sailor.  Even  the  butler  and  foot- 
men begged  him  to  accept  some  token  of  remembrance; 
and  Mrs.  Jellybag,  the  housekeeper,  put  him  up  a  box 
containing  all  sorts  of  good  things,  which  she  told  him 
he  might  share  with  his  friends  down  at  Emsworth. 
The  chest  accompanied  him,  stored  with  a  capital  sailor's 
outfit,  though  without  the  midshipman's  uniform.  He 
reached  Emsworth  in  the  evening,  and  right  hearty, 
though  somewhat  boisterous,  was  the  welcome  he 
received  from  all  the  members  of  the  Ogle  and  Bush 
families,  though  not  more  kind  than  that  old  Mrs. 
Pringle  and  Paul  bestowed  on  him. 

The  whole  party  assembled  to  tea  and  supper  at  Mrs. 
Pringle's,  and  he  had  not  been  many  minutes  in  the 
house  before  he  unpacked  his  chest,  and  produced  his 
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box  of  good  things  for  them.  He  insisted  on  serving 
them  out  himself,  and  he  managed  to  slip  the  largest 
piece  of  cake  into  Mary's  plate,  and  somehow  to  give 
her  a  double  allowance  of  jam. 

Then  there  were  a  couple  of  pounds  of  tea,  a  rare 
luxury  in  those  days  except  among  richer  classes,  and 
some  bottles  of  home-made  wines  or  cordials,  which 
served  still  more  to  cheer  the  hearts  of  the  guests.  The 
pipes  were  brought  in,  and  fragrant  tobacco  smoked ; 
not  the  coarse  stuff  of  the  present  day,  and  songs  were 
called  for.  Paul  and  Abel  struck  up.  True  Blue  sang 
some  of  his  best,  and,  as  he  every  now  and  then  gave 
Mary  a  sly  kiss,  suiting  the  action  to  the  words  of  his 
songs,  he  never  felt  30  happy  in  his  life. 

Supper  was  scarcely  over,  when  there  was  a  rap  at 
the  door,  and  a  well-known  voice,  exclaiming — **  What 
cheer,  mates,  what  cheer?" 

Billy  sprang  from  his  stool,  and  lifting  the  latch, 
cried  out  —  **  Come  in,  Sam,  come  in.  —  Hurra!  Here's 
Sam  Smatch.  We  were  just  wishing  for  you,  to  help 
us  shake  down  our  supper,  but  little  thought  to  see 
you." 

"Why  d*  ye  see,  I  wasn't  wanted  aboard  and  so  I 
got  leave,  and  just  worked  my  way  along  here,  playing 
at  the  publics  and  taking  my  time  about  it,"  said 
Sam. 

**  Not  getting  drunk,  I  hope,  Sam?"  asked  Paul. 

*'Why,  as  to  that,  Paul,  d'ye  see,  sometimes  more 
liquor  got  into  my  I  ead  than  went  down  into  my  heels, 
and  so  you  see  the  heels  was  overballasted  like,  and 
kicked  up  a  bit  just  as  the  old  Terrible  used  to  do  in  a 
heavy  sea ;  but,  as  to  being  drunk,  don't  for  to  go  and 
think  such  a  thing  of  me,  Paul,  I  who  was  always  fit 
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to  look  afler  the  cook's  coppers,  when  no  one  else  could 
have  told  whether  they  had  beef  and  duff  or  round 
shot  boiling  in  them." 

The  black's  countenance  and  the  twinkle  of  his  eyes 
belied  his  words,  but  he  was  not  the  less  welcome.  Paul 
told  him  to  sit  down,  and  he  was  soon  doing  ample 
justice  to  the  remains  of  the  supper.  Without  a  word, 
the  table  was  cleared  away.  Mrs.  Pringle  and  the 
older  people  retired  into  the  wide  chimney  recess.  Sam 
taking  his  fiddle  mounted  on  a  meal  tub,  which  stood  in 
a  corner  by  the  old  clock;  and  then  striking  up  one  of 
his  merriest  tunes,  he  soon  had  all  the  lads  and  lasses 
capering  and  frisking  about  before  him,  —  True  Blue 
being  the  most  lively  and  active  of  them  all.  Never 
did  his  heart  and  heels  feel  so  light,  as  he  bounded  up 
and  down  the  room  with  Mary  by  his  side,  sometiines 
grasping  her  hands,  and  sometimes  whirling,  not  unwiL- 
lingly  on  her  part,  round  and  round,  while  both  were 
shrieking  and  laughing  in  the  exuberance  of  their  spirits. 

He  felt,  though  he  could  not  tell  why,  as  if  a  IomL 
had  been  taken  off  his  mind.  Once  more  he  was  anKHOg 
his  old  friends  and  associates,  and,  without  confessing 
the  fact  to  himself,  he  infinitely  preferred  being  with 
them,  to  enjoying  all  the  luxury  and  refinement  whidi* 
Lady  Elmore's  house  in  London  had  afforded.  So  the 
days  flew  rapidly  by  till  the  party  of  seamen  had  opoe 
more  to  rejoin  their  ship. 

She  was  bound  for  the  Mediterranean.  Before  she 
sailed.  True  Blue  was  sent  for  into  the  cabin,  and  the 
Captain  in  the  kindest  way  told  him,  that  Sir  Henry 
£lmore*s  friends  were  anxious  to  have  him  placed  on 
the  quarter  deck,  and  asked  him  whether  he  had  changed 
his  mind  on  the  subject. 
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His  answer  was  the  same  as  he  had  before  given. 
He  was  content  as  he  was ;  and,  as  to  a  reward  for  what 
he  had  done,  he  repudiated  all  idea  of  deserving  it. 

"  T  believe  that  you  are  right  in  your  decision,"  said 
the  Captain,  **and  while  you  behave  as  well  as  you 
have  hitherto  done,  you  will  always  find  me  your 
friend." 

Sir  Henry  met  True  Blue  in  a  cordial,  frank  way, 
and  both  understood  their  relative  positions  too  well, 
not  to  know  how  to  behave  towards  each  other  on  duty. 
Sir  Henry  would  infinitely  rather  have  had  to  treat  True 
Blue  as  a  messmate;  but,  as  that  was  not  to  be,  he 
resolved  to  behave  towards  him  as  a  kind,  considerate 

■ 

superior. 

The  first  port  they  entered  was  that  of  Toulon.  The 
town  and  the  surrounding  fortifications  were  held  by 
the  Royalists,  aided  by  British,  Spanish,  Sardinians,  and 
Neapolitan  troops,  and  strong  parties  of  seamen  from 
the  English  and  Spanish  squadron.  The  Eepublican 
troops  were  besieging  the  place,  vowing  vengeance 
against  their  countrymen  who  opposed  them. 

Lord.  Hood,  the  British  Commander-in-chief,  was 
expecting  a  reinforcement  of  Austrian  toops  to  defend 
the  town.  He  sent  some  ships  to  convey  them,  but  an 
answer  was  returned,  that  they  could  not  be  spared;  and 
the  Republican  army  having  increased  rapidly  in  num- 
bers and  gained  several  posts,  a  council  of  war  was  held 
to  deliberate  as  to  the  advisability  of  longer  holding  the 
place.  The  result  was,  that  Toulon  must  be  abandoned. 
It  was  the  death-knell  to  thousands  of  the  inhabitants. 

Several  important  objects  had  to  be  accomplished. 
The  ships  of  war  must  first  be  carried  out  of  the 
harbours ;  the  defenders  withdrawn  from  the  batteries ; 
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the  Royalist  inhabitants  got  off;  and,  finally,  all  the 
French  ships,  magazines,  and  stores  which  could  not  be 
removed  destroyed. 

It  was  an  anxious  and  awful  period.  From  between 
forty  and  fifty  thousand  Republican  troops  were  pre- 
paring to  storm  the  works,  which  covering  a  vast  extent 
of  ground,  were  defended  by  less  than  eleven  thousand. 
Sir  Sidney  Smith  had  volunteered  to  destroy  the 
magazines  and  ships. 

On  the  18th  of  December,  all  the  troops  having  been 
withdrawn  from  the  forts  were  concentrated  in  the 
town.  Happily,  the  weather  was  fine,  and  the  sea 
smooth.  The  enemy  had  been  so  severely  handled,  that 
they  advanced  cautiously.  Among  those  who  volun- 
teered to  accompany  Sir  Sidney  Smith  was  Mr.  Alston, 
one  of  the  lieutenants  of  the  "  Ruby."  Mr.  Nott  accom- 
panied him,  as  did  Abel  Bush ;  and  True  Blue  got  leave 
to  go  also. 

The  Neapolitan  troops,  by  their  dastardly  desertion  of 
the  fort  of  the  Mississi,  at  which  they  were  stationed, 
nearly  disconcerted  all  the  arrangements.  Great  num- 
bers of  the  inhabitants  had  already  gone  on  board  the 
ships  of  war.  The  Princess  Royal  had  4,000  on  board 
at  one  time,  and  the  Robust  3,000;  altogether  15,000  of 
these  unhappy  people  received  an  asylum  on  board  the 
ships  of  the  British  fieet. 

Sad,  however,  was  the  fate  of  those  left  behind,  and 
who  fancied  that  they  might  trust  to  the  mercy  of  their 
Republican  countrymen. 

Sir  Sidney  Smith  had  with  him  the  Swallow,  a  small 
lateen- rigged  vessel,  three  English  and  three  Spanish  gun- 
boats, and  the  Yulcan  fire-ship,  luder  charge  of  Captain 
Charles  Hare,  with  a  brigade  of  boats  in  attendance. 
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The  ships  had  got  out,  the  boats  of  the  fleet  were 
waiting  to  carry  off  the  troops.  Already  shot  and  shell, 
from  the  surrounding  heights,  were  beginning  to  fall 
thickly  into  the  harbour.  The  galley  slaves,  in  the 
arsenal,  800  in  number,  were  threatening  to  interfere, 
but  were  kept  in  check  by  the  gun- boats;  the  enemy 
Were  descending  the  hill  in  numbers,  and  opening  fire 
with  musketry  and  cannon  on  the  British  and  Spanish. 

Night  came  on,  the  fire-ship  towed  by  the  boats 
entered  the  basin.  Her  guns  well-shotted  were  pointed 
so  as  to  keep  the  enemy  in  check.  The  Spaniards  had 
undertaken  to  scuttle  the  Iris  frigate  which  contained 
several  thousand  barrels  of  powder,  as  also  another 
powder  vessel,  the  Montreal  frigate. 

Hitherto  Sir  Sidney  Smith  and  his  gallant  companions 
had  performed  all  their  operations  in  darkness,  the  only 
light  being  the  flashes  of  the  cannon  and  muskets  play- 
ing on  them.  At  length  ten  o^clock  struck  —  a  single 
rocket  ascended  into  the  air.  In  an  instant  the  fire-ship 
and  all  the  trains  leading  to  the  different  magazines 
and  stores  were  ignited.  The  I  oats  lay  alongside  the 
former,  ready  to  take  off  the  crew.  There  was  a  loud 
explosion — the  priming  had  burst,  and  the  brave  Cap- 
tain Hare  narrowly  escaped  with  his  life.  *'  To  the 
boats,  lads,  for  your  lives  1"  he  shouted. 

Mr.  Nott  with  True  Blue  were  assisting  him.  Not 
a  moment  was  to  be  lost.  Upwards  burst  the  flames 
with  terrific  fury,  literally  scorching  them  as  they  ran 
along  the  deck  to  jump  into  the  boats.  Abel  Bush 
caught  True  Blue,  or  he  would  have  been  overboard. 

"  Bravo,  boy,"  cried  Abel,  "youVe  done  it  well." 

"  Yes,  we  Ve  done  it,  but  where 's  the  captain?"  asked 
Tlue  Blue,  about  to  spring  back  to  look  for  him. 
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Just  then  the  Captain  appeared,  >vitb  his  clothes 
almost  burnt  off  his  back.  The  flames  of  the  burning 
ships,  tlie  store-houses  and  magazines,  now  clearlj  ex- 
posed to  the  view  of  the  exasperated  Republicans  those 
who  were  engaged  in  the  work  of  destruction,  and 
showers  of  shot  and  shell  soon  came  rattling  down 
among  them. 

Still  the  gallant  seamen  persevered  in  the  work  they 
had  undertaken,  when  suddenly  the  very  air  seemed  to 
be  rent  in  two;  the  masts,  rigging  and  deck  of  the 
"  Iris  "  rose  upwards  in  a  mass  of  flame,  shattering 
two  gun-boats  which  happened  to  be  close  to  Her,  and 
scattering  her  burning  fragments  far  and  wide  around 
her  among  the  boats.  The  brave  fellows  in  the  latter, 
heedless  of  the  danger,  dashed  on  to  assist  the  crews  of 
the  gun-boats. 

Several  people  in  one  had  been  killed,  but  the  whole 
crew  of  the  other,  though  she  had  been  blown  into  the 
air,  were  picked  up  alive. 

That  is  the  ship  the  lazy  Spaniards  undertook  to 
scuttle,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Alston,  after  they  had  picked 
up  all  the  poor  fellows  they  could  find.  "However, 
bear  a  hand  :  we  have  plenty  of  work  before  us.  There 
are  two  seventy-fours.  We  must  destroy  them  by 
some  means  or  other." 

When,  however,  they  reached  the  seventy-fours,  they 
foimd  them  full  of  French  prisoners,  who  seemed  inclined 
to  protect  them. 

"  Very  well,  gentlemen,"  shouted  Sir  Sidney;  "  it  "will 
be  a  painful  necessity  to  have  to  burn  you  in  the  ships." 

The  hint  was  taken,  and  the  prisoners  thankfully 
allowed  themselves  to  be  conveyed  to  the  nearest  point 
of  land. 
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The  British  ran  no  little  risk  in  this  undertaking,  for 
the  French  far  outnumbered  them;  but  no  attempt  at 
rifling  was  made;  and  now  the  two  ships,  "  H^ros"  and 
•*  Th^mistocle,"  being  cleared  of  their  occupants,  were 
set  on  fire  in  every  direction,  and  were  soon  blazing  up 
brightly,  and  adding  to  the  general  conflagration. 

In  every  direction,  similar  large  bonfires  were  light- 
ing up  the  harbour  and  shores  of  Toulon,  among  which 
the  British  boats  were  incessantly  plying,  carrying  off 
the  remaining  troops,  and  rescuing  the  terrified  in- 
habitants. 

At  length,  the  work  of  destruction,  as  far  as  means 
would  allow,  was  well  nigh  accomplished,  when  another 
fearful  explosion,  even  greater  than  the  first,  took  place, 
close  to  where  the  tender  and  the  boats  were  at  the 
moment  passing. 

It  was  the  frigate  "  Montreal."  Down  came  around 
the  seemingly  devoted  boats,  a  complete  avalanche  of 
burning  timbers,  huge  guns,  blocks,  masts  and  spars. 
Kattling,  and  crashing,  and  hissing,  down  they  came; 
the  seamen,  already  almost  exhausted  with  their  exer- 
tions, could  scarcely  attempt  even  to  escape  the  fiery 
shower.  Many  of  the  poor  fellows  sunk  down  at  their 
oars,  and  those  in  each  boat  believed  that  their  com- 
rades had  been  destroyed ;  but  when  they  drew  out  of 
the  circle  of  destruction  and  mustered  once  more,  not 
one  had  been  injured. 

Although  fired  on  by  the  Republicans,  who  had 
taken  possession  of  forts  Balaguier  and  Aiguilette,  the 
boats  slowly  pulled  out  to  join  the  fleet,  already  outside. 
A  few  only,  whose  crews  had  still  some  strength  left, 
returned  to  aid  the  flying  inhabitants.  The  last  of  the 
troops  had  been  embarked  under  the  able  management 
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of  Captain  Elpbinstone,  of  the  "  Robust/'  and  otber 
captains,  without  the  loss  of  a  man,  the  ''  Robust " 
being  the  last  ship  to  leave  the  harbour,  when  the 
infuriated  Republicans,  breathing  vengeance  on  the 
helpless  inhabitants,  rushed  into  the  city. 

The  terrible  intelligence  reached  them,  that  even  in 
the  suburbs  neither  age  nor  sez  had  been  spared. 
Husbands  seized  their  wives  or  daughters — mothers 
their  children — and  rushing  from  their  houses,  on  they 
fled  towards  the  water,  where  their  friends  had  already 
long  ago  embarked  ;  shot  and  shell  were  remorselessly 
flred  down  on  them ;  numbers  were  cut  in  pieces  as  they 
fled.  Every  step  they  heard  behind  them,  they  thought 
came  from  a  pursuing  foe.  Many,  unable  to  reach  the 
boats,  preferring  instant  death  to  the  bayonets  of  their 
countrymen,  rushed,  with  their  infants  In  their  arms, 
and  perished  in  the  waves. 

Daylight  approached,  and,  with  sorrowful  reluctance, 
the  brave  seamen  had  to  draw  off  from  the  scene  of 
destruction,  to  avoid  falling  into  the  hands  of  the 
enemy. 

The  boat  in  which  True  Blue  pulled  the  bow  oar, 
was  one  of  the  last  to  quit  the  harbour,  and  for  many  a 
day  afterwards  the  shrieks  of  the  hapless  -  Toulonese, 
murdered  by  their  countrymen,  rang  in  his  ears. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

The  Cruise  of  the  **Ruby" — Preparations  for  a  groat  Battle. 

Tiiu  frigato  was,  soon  ailer  this,  sent  homo  with 
despatches ;  but  scarcely  was  she  clear  of  the  Gulf  of 
(libra! tar  than  the  wind  fell,  a  thick  fog  came  on,  and 
she  lay  becalmed  some  twenty  leagues  off  the  Spanish 
coast.  So  dense  was  the  fog,  that  no  object  could  be 
seen  a  quarter  of  a  mile  off. 

At  length  a  light  breeze  sprang  up  from  the  west- 
ward ;  but  though  strong  enough  to  fill  her  sails,  and 
send  her  slowly  gliding  over  the  mirror-like  surface  of 
the  water,  it  hud  not  the  power  of  blowing  away  the 
mist  which  hung  over  it. 

True  Blue  was  walking  the  forecastle  with  Paul 
Pringle,  when  his  quick  ear  caught  the  sound  of  a  distant 
bell,  lie  touched  Paul's  arm  as  a  sign  not  to  speak, 
and  stood  listening  ;  then  almost  simultaneously  another 
and  another  sounded,  and  the  ship's  bell  directly  after 
struck,  as  if  responding  to  them.  The  sounds,  it  was 
evident,  came  down  with  the  wind. 

"  Conio  aft  and  report  thenr,  in  case  the  officer  should 
not  have  hoard  them." 

Mr.  Brine  was  on  deck,  and  listened  attentively  to 
what  True  Blue  had  to  say.  **  How  far  off  were  the 
bells?"  ho  asked. 

^*  Half  a  mile,  sir/*  was  the  prompt  answer. 

T 
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"  Large  or  small,  should  you  say?" 

"  Large,  sir,**  said  True  Blue. 

'^  English  or  French?  I  take  it  that  there  is  a 
difference  in  the  sound." 

**  And  so  there  is,  sir,"  quickly  replied  True  Blue. 
"I  marked  it  when  we  were  aboard  the  "  Ralieuse;'' 
and  now,  sir,  you  ask  me,  I  should  say  they  were 
French." 

"  Very  clear,  indeed,"  remarked  the  first  lieutenant. 
"  Go  into  the  weather-rigging,  Freeborn,  and  keep  your 
eyes  about  you  and  your  ears  open,  and  report  anything 
more  you  may  discover." 

Mr.  Brine  then  went  into  the  cabin  to  consult  with 
the  Captain.  The  sentry  was  ordered,  when  his  half- 
hour-glass  was  run  out,  to  turn  it,  but  not  to  sound 
the  bell;  and  the  word  was  passed  along  the  decks  to 
keep  the  ship  as  quiet  as  possible. 

It  was  possible  that  they  were  in  the  presence  of  a 
greatly  superior  force  of  the  enemy.  The  frigate's 
course,  however,  was  not  altered.  The  breeze  was 
freshening,  and  any  moment  the  veil  might  be  lifted 
from  the  face  of  the  waters,  and  the  vessels  floating  on 
it  disclosed  to  each  other.  Everything  on  board  the 
frigate  was  prepared  for  flight  or  battle ;  and,  in  spite 
of  the  probability  of  having  to  contend  with  a  superior 
force,  the  crew  shewed  by  their  remarks,  that  they 
would  infinitely  prefer  the  latter  to  the  former  alter- 
native. 

The  only  two,  probably,  on  board  who  wished  to  avoid 
a  fight,  were  Sam  Smatch  and  Gregory  Gipples,  who  stiU 
remained  on  board.  Poor  Gregory  would  gladly  have 
followed  some  more  pacific  calling,  but  his  poverty  and 
not  his  will  compelled  him  to  be  a  sailor.     Besides,  he 


QIPPLES  FBIQHTENED.  275 

as  now  a  big,  stout,  well-fed  fellow,  and  could  pull 
id  haul  as  well  as  many  seamen  ;  and,  in  those  days, 
le  press-gang  took  care  that  once  a  sailor,  a  man 
lould  remain  always  a  sailor.  Big  as  he  was,  and 
dined  to  bully  all  fresh  hands,  Tim  Fid  defied  him, 
id  never  ceased  playing  him  tricks,  and  quizzing 
Im. 

"  Gipples,  my  boy,  they  say  that  there  are  three  big 
renchmcn  coming  down  upon  us,  and  that  we  are  to 
;}it  them  all/*  cried  Fid,  giving  his  messmate  a  dig  in 
Hi  ribs.  "  One  down,  t'other  come  on,  I  hope  it  will 
3 ;  but  whether  we  drub  them  or  not,  some  of  us  will 
3  losing  the  numbers  of  our  mess." 

"  Oh  don't  talk  so,  Fid,"  answered  Gipples,  looking 
iry  yellow.  *•  What's  the  use  of  it?  We  don't  see  the 
lomy." 

**  No,  but  wo  very  soon  shall,"  said  Fid.  "  Just  let 
e  mist  lifl,  and  then  they'll  be  all  as  big  as  life 
ght  on  our  quarters,  so  that  every  shot  they  fire  will 
ike  us  pretty  nigh  fore  and  afl.  Our  Captain 's  not  a 
an  to  give  in,  as  you  well  know,  so  we  shall  soon 
ive  our  sticks  a-rattling  down  about  our  l^ads,  and 
le  round-shot  whizzing  by  us,  and  splinters  flying 
jout,  and  arms  and  legs  and  heads  tumbling  off.  How 
)cs  yours  feel,  Gipples  ?  It 's  odd  a  shot  has  never 
)me  foul  of  it  yet.  Howsomedever,  you  can't  ex- 
ict  that  always  to  be.  But  never  mind,  old  fellow. 
11  tell  the  old  people  at  home  how  you  died  like  a 
ue  British  sailor;  and  if  you  have  any  message  to 
)ur  old  chums,  just  tell  me  what  to  say." 

Thus,  with  an  ingenious  talent  at  tormenting,  Tim 
id  ran  on,  till  from  the  vivid  picture  he  drew,  poor 
ipples  was  fairly  frightened  out  of  his  senses.     Tim 
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was  just  then  called  off  by  the  boatswain.  When  he 
came  back  Gipples  was  no  where  to  be  seen,  and  the 
idea  seized  Fid,  that  he  must  have  jumped  overboard  to 
avoid  the  expected  contest.  The  crew  had  been  sent 
quietly  to  their  quarters  without  the  usual  beat  of  dram. 
Gipples  ought  to  have  been  seated  on  his  powder-tab, 
but  he  was  not.  He  had  been  seen  to  go  forward.  Fid 
looked  anxiously  for  him.     He  did  not  return. 

A  considerable  time  passed.  No  Gipples  appeared, 
and  Fid  felt  sure  that  he  must  have  slipped  purposely 
overboard.  The  idea  did  not,  however,  make  him  as 
anxious  as  it  ought  to  have  done,  his  conscience  not 
being  of  a  very  delicate  character,  and  he  soon  com- 
forted himself  with  the  thought — "  Well,  he  was  a  big 
coward,  and  would  never  havie  made  a  seaman ;  it  was 
his  own  look-out.  I  did'nt  tell  him  to  jump  over- 
board." 

Still,  Fid  was  not  as  happy  as  usual.  True  Bine 
asked  him  what  was  the  matter.  He  told  him  of  his 
fears  about  Gipples.  Indeed,  the  unguarded  powder- 
tub  was  strong  evidence  that  he  was  right  in  his  sur- 
mises. Another  boy  was  ordered  to  take  charge  of  the 
tub,  and  nobody  but  Tim  thought  much  more  about  the 
hapless  Gregory. 

The  wind  had  gradually  been  increasing,  and  at 
length  it  gained  sufficient  strength  to  sweep  before  it 
the  banks  of  heavy  mist,  when  the  loud  sharp  cry  of  the 
look-outs  announced  five  sail  right  astern,  and  some  five 
or  six  miles  distant.  As  they  could  be  seen  clearly 
from  the  deck,  numerous  glasses  were  instantly  pointed 
at  them,  when  they  were  pronounced  without  doubt  to 
ly's  ships. 

saw  the  frigate,  and  instantly  bore  up  in 
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chase.  Had  they  all  been  line-of- battle  ships,  the  swift- 
footed  little  "Ruby*'  might  easily  have  escaped  from  them, 
but  two  looked  very  like  frigates;  and  many  of  that 
class  in  those  days  were  superior  in  speed  to  the  fleetest 
English  frigates,  while  even  the  French  line-of-battle 
ships  were  very  fast. 

All  sail  was  made  on  the  ''  Ruby,"  and  she  was  kept 
due  north.  "  We  may  fall  in  with  one  of  our  own 
squadrons,  or  we  may  manage  to  keep  ahead  of  the 
enemy  till  night,  and  then  I  shall  have  no  fear  of  them/' 
observed  the  Captain,  as  he  walked  the  quarter-deck 
with  his  first  lieutenant. 

•'  We  shall  soon  see  how  fast  the  Frenchmen  can 
walk  along  after  us,"  answered  Mr.  Brine,  "  I  hope  the 
*  Ruby'  wont  prove  a  sluggard  on  this  occasion ;  she  has 
shewn,  that  she  can  go  along  when  in  chase  of  an 
enemy." 

**  Even  should  the  two  frigates  come  up  with  us,  we 
must  manage  to  keep  them  at  bay,"  said  the  Captain, 
"  I  know,  Brine,  that  you  will  never  strike  as  long  as  a 
hope  of  escape  remains." 

**  That  I  will  not,  sir,"  exclaimed  the  first  lieutenant 
warmly,  and  Mr.  Brine  was  not  the  man  to  neglect  such 
a  pledge. 

By  the  crew  the  pursuing  enemy  were  viewed  with 
the  most  intense  dislike;  and  had  the  proposal  been 
made  to  them,  to  blow  up  their  own  ship,  so  that  they 
could  have  destroyed  one  or  two  of  the  French,  they 
would  eagerly  have  accepted  it. 

"  Never  fear,  lads,"  said  Paul  Pringle;  *'  the  Captain 
carried  us  clear  with  about  as  great  odds  against  us 
once  before,  and  he'll  do  it  again  now  if  the  breeze 
holds  fair." 
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''Bat  suppose  it  does'nt,  and  those  thundering  big 
Frenchmen  manage  to  get  along  side  of  us,  what  are  we 
to  do  then?"  asked  a  yoimg  seaman  who  had  lately 
been  impressed  from  a  merchantman. 

*'What  do,  Dunnage!— Why  fight  them,  man," 
answered  Paul  briskly.  **  You  don't  suppose,  do  you, 
that  we  should  do  anything  else  till  we  have  done  that? 
We  may  knock  away  their  spars,  or  may  be  a  shift  of 
wind  may  come,  or  a  gale  spring  up,  or  we  may  give 
such  hard  knocks  that  the  enemy  may  think  us  a  bad 
bargain.  At  all  events,  the  first  thing  a  man-of-war  has 
to  do  is  to  fight.'* 

All  the  bystanders  echoed  the  sentiment.  The 
breeze  continued  to  increase;  and  the  bending  masts  and 
cracking  spars  of  the  frigate  told  that  she  was  carrying 
as  much  canvass  as  she  could  bear.  Still  not  a  sheet 
nor  a  tack  was  started. 

The  oflScers  walked  the  deck  with  more  hurried  steps 
and  cast  more  anxious  looks  astern  than  before.  The 
pursuing  ships  were  coming  up,  not  rapidly ;  but  still 
they  were  gaining  on  the  "  Euby." 

Paul  and  Tom  Marline,  and  True  Blue,  and  those 
who  knew  from  experience  how  the  French  Republicans 
treated  their  prisoners,  began  to  think  that  they  should 
have  another  taste  of  such  attentions  as  they  had  already 
received. 

In  a  short  time,  however,  it  was  seen  that  the  two 
frigates  took  the  lead,  and  that  one  of  them  was  much 
ahead  of  the  other.  **  All  right,"  said  Paul  when  he 
perceived  this,  **  We  shall  be  able  to  settle  with  one 
before  the  other  comes  on." 

The  oflScers,  however,  knew  well  enough,  as  in  reality 
did  Paul,  that  a  vessel  much  inferior  in  size  might  so 
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far  cripple  them,  and  impede  their  progress,  as  to  allow 
the  more  powerful  ships  to  come  up. 

Still,  the  **  Ruby"  was  well  ahead  when  the  sun  went 
down.  As  twilight  rapidly  dispersed  into  the  gloom  of 
night,  the  spirits  of  all  on  board  increased.  A  light 
was  now  shewn  at  the  cabin  window.  There  was  no 
moon,  and  the  night  became  very  dark.  Meantime,  a 
cask  had  been  ])repared  with  a  bright  light  on  the  top 
of  it.  The  loftier  sails  were  handed,  the  cask  was 
lowered,  and,  at  the  same  instant,  the  afler  ports  were 
closed.  The  light  was  seen  floating  brightly  and  calmly 
astern.  The  helm  was  then  put  down,  the  yards  braced 
up,  and  the  frigate  stood  away  on  a  bowline  close-hauled 
to  the  westward. 

For  some  hours,  she  tore  on  with  her  hammock- 
nettings  almost  in  the  water;  but  it  was  a  race  for 
freedom,  and  what  Britons  would  not  undergo  any  risk 
for  that.  No  one,  even  the  idlers  thought  of  turning  in. 
Dawn  came  at  length.  £ager  and  sharp  eyes  were  on 
the  look-out  at  the  mast  heads,  but  not  a  sign  of  the 
enemy  was  perceived.  Once  more  the  helm  was  put  up, 
and  the  frigate  stood  to  the  north-west. 

Never  did  a  ship's  company  turn  to  at  their  breakfast 
with  more  hearty  good- will  than  did  that  of  the  '*  Euby." 
The  only  person  missing  at  his  mess  was  Gregory 
Gipples ;  and  this  convinced  Tim  Fid,  that  he  must  have 
thrown  himself  overboard.  True  Blue  and  Harry 
Harland,  however,  differed  with  him,  and  argued  the 
point.  If  he  was  such  a  coward  and  so  afraid  of  shot, 
how  surely  he  would  not  deliberately  go  and  destroy 
himself,  said  they. 

Fid  insisted  that  his  great  fear  of  shot  made  him 
dread  less  the  idea  of  drowning. 
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''He  was'nt  quite  such  a  fool  as  all  that/'  said 
Hany.  *'Here  comes  Sam  Smatch.  Let's  ask  him 
what  he  thinks  about  it." 

"  What  do  I  think  about  it?"  exclaimed  Sam,  after 
they  had  laid  the  state  of  the  case  before  him.  "I'll 
tell  ye,  boys,  big  Gipples,  him  no  fool.  He's  stowed 
his  fat  carcass  away  somewhere  down  in  de  hold. 
Let's  you  all  and  me  go  and  look  for  him,  and  we  soon 
rouse  him  up  like  one  great  rat  with  rope's  end." 

"  Set  a  thief  to  catch  a  thief,"  whispered  Harry  to 
Fid ;  **  I  thought  he  would  know  where  Gipples  was 
likely  to  be  found." 

Sam  had  been  known,  on  more  than  one  occasion,  to 
have  stowed  himself  snugly  away  during  action.  When 
discovered,  he  had  boldly  avowed  the  wisdom  of  his 
conduct.  *'  For  why  ?"  he  argued.  "  Suppose  now  my 
arm  shot  away,  ship's  company  lose  fiddler,  for  how  I 
fiddle  without  arm ;  and  suppose  no  fiddler,  how  anchor 
got  up — ^how  ship  go  to  sea — and  how  take  prize — and 
how  dance  and  be  merry.  No,  no;  you  men  no  signify, 
go  and  be  shot — I  berry  important— take  care  of  self.'* 

Accordingly,  Sam  being  the  guide,  the  party  set  out 
with  proper  authority  to  look  for  the  missing  Gipples. 
They  searched  in  every  vacant  space  in  the  cable  tier, 
and  in  every  accessible  spot  in  the  hold,  among  the 
water  casks,  and  more  bulky  stores,  not  under  lock  and 
key,  but  no  Gregory  was  forthcoming. 

Fid  began  to  fear  that  his  forebodings  would  prove 
true.  One  spot,  however,  had  to  be  visited,  commonly 
called  the  coal-hole.  It  was  very  dark  and  close,  and 
not  a  place  that  any  one  would  willingly  pass  a 
day  in. 

They  thought  that  every  corner  had  been  explored, 
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when  just  ns  they  were  retiring,  Fid  heard  a  suppressed 
groan.  Ho  started,  and  had  he  been  alone,  he  felt  that 
he  should  not  have  liked  it;  but  he  was  a  brave  little 
follow,  especially  in  company  with  others,  so  he  stopped 
and  listened,  and  called  Sam,  who  held  the  lantern  to 
examine  the  spot  whence  the  groan  had  proceeded. 

There  was  a  loose  pile  of  fire- wood  in  one  corner;  and, 
on  examining  it,  there  was  no  doubt  that  it  had  slipped 
over  during  the  night.  '*He  or  his  ghost  is  under 
there/*  said  Fid,  pointing  to  it, 

'U']ven  if  it 's  his  ghost,  it's  not  a  pleasant  place  to 
be  in,"  exclaimed  True  Blue,  setting  to  work  to  remove 
the  logs  of  wood. 

This  was  soon  accomplished;  and,  there  sure  enough, 
black  as  a  sweep  from  the  coal-dust,  and  bruised  with 
the  logs,  lay,  not  the  ghost  of  Gipples,  but  Gipples  him- 
self, terribly  frightened  with  the  idea  that  he  was  looked 
for  only  that  he  might  be  drawn  forth  to  be  punished. 

"  Oh,  lagged — lagged  !"  he  exclaimed,  bitterly.  **  I'll 
not  do  it  again,  indeed  I  won't,  your  worship.  Just  let 
me  oiF  this  once.     Oh  do  ?** 

*'  What's  the  fellow  singing  out  about  ?"  exclaimed 
Sam.  *^  Just  you  come  out.  No  one  *s  going  to  hurt 
you.  Just  wash  yourself,  and  come  and  have  some 
breakfast.     You  look  pretty  near  dead  already." 

The  truth  was,  that  the  poor  wretch  was  already 
almost  out  of  his  wits  with  fright,  starvation,  and 
sleepiness,  and  had  a  very  confused  idea  of  where  he 
was  or  what  had  happened. 

Sam  Smutch  now  acted  the  part  of  a  good  Samaritan 
towards  him.  He  got  him  up  on  the  lower  deck,  and 
then  went  and  called  the  doctor,  and  said  that  he  had 
found  him  bruised  all  over,  and  apparently  out  of  his 
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wits.  So  he  seemed  to  be  when  the  doctor  came  to 
him,  aa '  consequently  ordered  him  to  be  put  into  a 
hammock  in  the  sick  bay. 

Sam,  however,  first  got  him  washed  and  cleaned,  and 
gave  him  some  food,  which  considerably  revived  him. 
Afler  this,  when  Gipples  came  to  himself,  Sam  admin- 
istered a  severe  lecture  to  him  for  his  cowardice. 

"But  you,  Sam,  you're  afraid,  I'm  sure,  Sam," 
whimpered  the  culprit. 

"  No,  I  not  afraid,"  he  answered,  indignantly;  "but 
why  for  I  go  lose  my  head  or  arm,  when  I  get  noding 
for  it.  I  am  paid  to  play  the  fiddle  and  help  the  cook. 
I  do  my  duty,  and  keep  out  of  harm's  way.  You, 
Gipples,  are  paid  to  be  shot — ^you  must  stay  where  the 
shot  comes,  or  you  not  do  your  duty.  There  all  de 
difference." 

"  Then  I  '11  try  and  get  a  rating,  where  I  needn't  stop 
and  be  shot,"  cried  Gipples,  as  if  a  bright  idea  had 
seized  him.  "  If  I  can't,  I  '11  cut  and  run.  I  can't  stand 
it,  that  I  can't." 

Had  not  the  doctor  reported  the  boy  Gipples  as  having 
met  with  an  accident,  he  would  have  been  severely 
fiogged  for  not  having  been  at  his  quarters.  As  it  was, 
he  escaped  without  further  punishment;  but  he  got 
the  name  from  his  messmates  of  "  Gregory  Coal-bole." 
Indeed,  Tim  Fid  was  never  tired  of  finding  new  appella- 
tions for  him  suitable  to  his  character. 

The  ship,  without  further  adventure,  reached  Ports-* 
mouth.  At  this  time,  in  spite  of  the  destruction  of  so 
many  ships  and  magazines  at  Toulon,  the  French 
Republic  were  preparing  an  armament  so  great,  that 
they  hoped  to  be  able  at  once  to  crush  with  it  the  fleets 
of  Old  England. 
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Her  government  had  not  been  idle;  and  a  superb 
fleet  of  thirty-four  Ime-of-battle  ships,  and  numerous 
frigates,  under  Lord  Howe,  lay  at  Portsmouth,  ready  to 
sail  to  meet  the  enemy. 

Besides  fighting,  the  Admiral  had,  however,  two  im- 
portant objects  in  view.  One  was  to  intercept  a  convoy 
of  some  three  hundred  and  fif)^  merchant  vessels  coming 
from  the  ports  of  the  United  States,  laden  with  provi- 
sions, and  the  produce  of  the  West  India  Islands,  for  the 
supply  of  the  people  of  France,  who  were  threatened 
with  starvation  for  the  want  of  them ;  the  other  object 
was  to  see  the  British  East  and  West  India  and  New- 
foundland convoys  clear  of  the  Channel,  where  they 
might  be  intercepted  by  French  cruisers. 

The  *'Ruby"  was  now  attached  to  Lord  Howe's 
squadron.  It  was  a  magnificent  sight,  when,  on  the 
morning  of  the  2nd  of  May,  1794,  a  fleet  of  onehimdred 
and  forty-eight  sail  collected  at  St.  Helen's,  of  which 
forty-nine  were  ships  of  war,  weighed  by  signal,  and 
vdth  the  wind  at  north-east,  stood  out  from  that  well- 
known  anchorage,  at  the  east  end  of  the  Isle  of  Wight, 
from  which  they  were  clear  by  noon.  The  weather  was 
fine;  the  crews  were  in  good  discipline;  the  ships 
kept  well  together;  and  the  men  felt  that  they 
were  well  able  to  fight  and  conquer  any  foe  they  might 
encounter. 

Never  had  Paul  Pringle  felt  more  proud  of  his 
country  and  his  profession,  as  walking  the  deck  of  the 
frigate,  with  True  Blue  at  his  side,  he  looked  out  at 
the  numerous  magnificent  ships  which  glided  proudly 
over  thd  blue  ocean. 

"  Look  there,  Billy — look  there,  my  boy.  Isn't 
that  a  sight  to  make  a  sailor's  heart  swell  high  with 
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pride  }^he  exclaimed,  as  he  swept  his  arm  round  the 
horizon. 

"  It  does,  godfather — ^it  does,"  answered  True  Blue, 
warmly.  "  And  if  I  hadn't  loved  the  sea,  and  the  Hfe 
of  a  sailor  better  than  anything  else,  I  should  have 
loved  it  now,  I  think." 

"  Eight,  boy,  right,"  iexclaimed  Paul.  "  It 's  the 
calling  for  a  man — there 's  no  doubt  on 't.  Look  there 
now,  at  Earl  Howe's  ship,  the  *  Queen  Charlotte,'  called 
after  our  own  good  Queen,  with  her  hundred  guns ;  and 
then  the  *  Royal  George,'  with  Admiral  Sir  Alexander 
Hood's  Flag,  and  the  '  Royal  Sovereign'  which  carries 
that  of  Admiral  Graves,  each  with  their  hundred 
bull-dogs ;  and  the  *  Barfleur,*  and  the  *  Impregnable,* 
and  the  *  Queen,'  and  the  *  Glory,'  each  of  them  not  much 
smaller;  and  the  'Gibraltar,'  and  the  'Caesar,'  of 
eighty  guns  each ;  and  then  look  at  that  heap  of  seventy-' 
fours.  There's  the  * Billjrruffian,'  and  the  'Tre- 
mendous,' and  the  *  Ramillies,*  and  the  '  Audacious,' 
and  the  *  Leviathan,'  and  *  Majestic,*  and  the  '  Orion/ 
and  *  Marlborough,*  and  *  Brunswick,'  and  *  Cullo- 
den,'  they  '11  make  a  noise  in  the  world  some  day,  and 
perhaps  before  long  too." 

"  That 's  it,  Paul,"  said  True  Blue,  looking  up  at  his 
godfather's  face.  "  I  like  our  ship,  as  you  know,  right 
well,  and  every  timber  and  plank  in  her ;  but  I  should 
like  to  be  aboard  jone  of  those  seventy-fours  when  the 
day  of  battle  comes.  We,  aboard  the  frigates,  will  see 
what  is  going  on ;  but  the  fine  fellows  belonging  to  them 
will  have  the  real  work. 

Paul  glanced  down  approvingly  at  True  Blue.  ••  Never 
mind  that,  boy,"  he  answered.  **  We  have  had  our 
turn  while  the  line-of-battle- ships  were  in  harbour  doing 
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nothing,  and  we  shall  have  it  again,  no  fear  of  that. 
Besides,  d'  ye  see,  the  enemy  have  frigates,  and  we  may 
pick  out  one  of  them  to  lay  aboard ;  or  what  do  you  say 
when  the  Frenchmen  take  to  flight,  we  may  then  go  in 
chase  of  some  of  their  ships,  and,  big  as  they  are,  make 
them  haul  down  their  colours. 

"  Aye,  that's  some  consolation,"  answered  True  Blue, 
*^  Still,  it  is  not  like  being  in  the  middle  of  the  fight» 
that  you  '11  allow,  godfather." 

"  No,  True  Blue,  it  is  not,  boy;  but  in  the  middle 
of  the  fight  you  see  nothing  oflen — only  your  own  gun 
and  the  side  of  the  enemy  at  which  you  are  firing  away," 
remarked  Paul.  "  Now  aboard  a  frigate  we  are  outside 
of  all,  and  can  see  all  the  movements  of  our  own  ships 
as  well  as  those  of  the  enemy;  and  as  to  fighting,  a 
frigate  with  a  smart  captain  gets  twice  as  much  of  that 
as  nearly  any  line-of-battle  ship ;  except,  perhaps,  three 
or  four  favourites  of  fortune,  which  somehow  seem  to 
bo  in  at  everything.  Look,  now,  there's  Lord  Howe 
signalizing  away,  and  Admiral  Montague  answering 
him." 

The  fleet  was  now  off  the  Lizard.  The  signal  was 
made  for  the  different  convoys  to  part  company,  and  for 
Admiral  Montague,  with  six  seventy-fours  and  two 
frigates,  to  protect  them  as  far  as  the  latitude  of  Cape 
Finisterre. 

Away  sailed  the  rich  argosies ;  many  of  the  Indiamen, 
worth  hundreds  of  thousands  of  pounds,  and  almost  as 
large  as  the  line-of-battle  ships  themselves.  Truly  it 
was  a  grand  sight,  as  Paul  observed.  Extending  far  as 
the  eye  could  reach,  they  covered  the  glittering  ocean 
with  their  bright  canvass  and  shining  hulls,  their  flags 
streaming  out  gaily  to  the  breeze. 
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Lord  Howe,  with  the  remainder  of  the  fleet,  now 
steered  for  Ushant;  and,  arriving  there,  sent  some 
frigates  to  look  into  Brest,  to  ascertain  if  the  French 
were  there.  The  frigates  returned  with  the  report  that 
they  were  there,  a  large  number  of  ships  having  been  clearly 
seen  in  the  harbour.  Lord  Howe  calculating  the  time 
that  the  expected  convoy,  with  provisions  from  America, 
would  probably  arrive,  steered  straight  on  a  course  to 
intercept  them.  The  line-of-battle  ships  had  of  necessity 
to  keep  together,  in  case  of  encountering  an  enemy's 
squadron;  but  the  frigates  were  scattered  farand^vride; 
and  True  Blue  had  no  reason  to  complain  of  want  of 
employment,  as  night  and  day  a  sharp  look-out  was 
kept  for  a  strange  sail. 

None,  however,  were  seen ;  and  once  more  the  fleet 
returned  to  the  neighbourhood  of  Brest.  Two  frigates, 
with  two  line-of-battle  ships  to  support  them,  were  now 
ordered  to  look  once  more  into  Brest  harbour. 

On  going  in,  they  met  with  an  American  merchant- 
man coming  out,  and  a  boat  from  the  "  Leviathan " 
boarding  her,  the  master  informed  the  officer  in  com- 
mand, that  the  French  fleet  had  sailed  some  days  before. 
This  report  was  found  to  be  correct;  and  the  same 
evening  the  reconnoitering  detachment  rejoined  the  fleet 

Without  loss  of  time.  Lord  Howe  sailed  in  search  of 
the  French  fleet.  This  consisted  of  some  twenty-five 
ships-of-the-line,  and  sixteen  frigates,  or  corvettes,  un- 
der the  command  of  Admiral  Villaret- Joyeuse,  in  the 
"Montague,"  of  120  guns;  besides  this  ship,  considered 
so  enormous  in  those  days,  there  were  three  of  110 
guns,  and  four  eighty-gun  ships,  all  the  rest  being 
seventy-fours. 

The  first  object  of  this  fleet  was  to  protect  the  ex- 
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pected  convoy  of  provision  ships,  while  that  of  the 
English  was  to  capture  it. 

The  French  Admiral  steered,  therefore,  a  direct 
course  to  the  point  where  he  hoped  to  intercept  the 
convoy.  His  ships,  indeed,  passed  so  close  to  those  of 
the  British  during  a  thick  fog,  that  they  heard  the 
usual  fog-signals  of  the  latter,  such  as  the  ringing  of 
bells  and  beating  of  drums ;  but  as  their  object  was  not 
then  to  fight,  they  did  their  best  not  to  be  discovered, 
and  on  the  following  morning,  when  the  fog  cleared, 
they  were  out  of  sight  of  each  other. 

Lord  Howe  had,  however,  determined  to  overtake  and 
bring  the  Frenchmen  to  action;  and  as  the  ocean  at 
that  time  was  covered  with  vessels  of  all  nations,  play- 
ing somewhat  a  puss-in-the-corner  game  as  they  ran 
from  port  to  port,  he  had  every  reason  to  expect  that 
he  would  obtain  the  required  information  as  to  their 
movements. 

On  the  evening  of  the  19th  of  May,  a  frigate  appeared, 
despatched  by  Admiral  Montague,  saying,  that  while 
cruising  in  the  latitude  of  Cape  Ortugal,  he  had  captured 
a  French  20-gun  ship  and  a  corvette,  with  ten  British  sail 
of  the  Newfoundland  convoy,  which  they  had  taken ;  that 
from  the  information  he  obtained  from  the  prisoners,  he 
found  that  the  squadron  protecting  the  American  mer- 
chant fleet  now  consisted  of  nine  line-of-battle  ships 
and  several  frigates,  and  requesting,  therefore,  reinforce- 
ments. He  was  then,  he  stated,  about  to  proceed  along 
the  same  parallel  of  longitude  to  the  latitude  of  45°  47' 
north,  in  which,  according  to  the  information  of  the 
prisoners,  the  Rochfort  squadron  had  been  directed  to 
cruise. 

On  learning  this,  Lord  Howe,  believing  that  Admiral 
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Montaguc^s   squadron  was  in  danger  of  being  over- 
powered by  Villaret,  made  all  sail  to  his  rescue. 

On  the  21st,  however,  the  look-out  gave  notice  of  a 
strange  fleet  in  sight.  Chase  was  made,  and  ten  out  of 
fifteen  sail  of  merchantmen — part  of  the  Lisbon  convoj 
captured  by  the  Brest  fleet — were  retaken. 

The  vessels  were  burnt,  as  Lord  Howe  could  not 
weaken  his  crews  by  sending  them  into  port.  From 
the  prize  crews  taken  in  them,  he  learned  that  the 
French  had  prepared  red-hot  shot,  and  that  the  oflicers 
had  determined  to  engage  at  close  quarters.  At  the 
first  piece  of  information  the  British  seamen  were 
inclined  to  laugh ;  and  as  to  the  second,  though  inclined 
to  doubt  it,  they  only  hoped  it  might  be  true. 

No  sooner  was  the  information  received,  that  the 
French  fleets  were  so  near,  than  Lord  Howe  abandoned 
his  intention  of  joining  Admiral  Montague,  whom  he 
considered  in  safety,  and  stretched  away  to  the  north- 
ward and  westward,  in  daily  expectation  of  coming  up 
with  them. 

On  the  24th,  three  strange  sail  were  seen  boldly  ap- 
proaching the  fleet.  They  had  got  within  signal  distance 
before  they  altered  their  course  to  escape.  It  was  then 
very  evident  that  they  were  French,  and  had  mistaken 
the  British  fleet  for  their  own. 

One  was  a  line-of-battle  ship,  with  a  brig  in  tow; 
the  other  two  were  small  ships  of  war.  While  the 
fleet  chased  the  line-of-battle  ship,  the  "  Ruby,"  with 
two  other  frigates,  made  sail  after  the  sloops  of  war. 
The  latter  did  their  best  to  escape ;  but  the  "  Ruby  " 
was  too  nimble  for  them.  They  soon  hauled  down 
their  colours ;  and  they  proved  to  be  a  20-gun  ship,  and 
a  16-gun  brig. 
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Tlie  rage  and  disgust  of  the  Frenchmen  was  exces- 
sively amusing,  when  they  discovered  that  it  was 
entirely  owing  to  their  own  want  of  caution,  or  rather 
stupidity,  that  they  were  taken.  H#w  they  stamped 
and  swore,  and  abused  the  English  as  well  as  them- 
selves ;  nor  was  it,  till  brought  under  the  influence  of 
Sam  Smatch's  fiddle,  that  they  began  to  bear  their 
misfortune  with  philosophical  composure. 

Their  ships  were,  however,  as  well  as  all  other  prizes 
taken  on  the  cruise,  committed  to  the  flames. 

All  the  information  he  gleaned,  confirmed  Lord  Howe 
in  the  opinion,  that  he  was  but  a  short  distance  from 
the  enemy.  The  morning  of  the  28th  of  May  found 
the  IJritish  fleet,  with  a  strong  wind  at  south-by-west, 
and  a  heavy  sea,  formed  in  order  of  sailing,  with  the 
look-out  frigates  stationed  around  them. 

The  "  Ruby  "  was  to  windward,  about  one  hundred 
and  forty  leagues  west  of  Ushant;  and  True  Blue  was 
one  of  the  look-outs.  Great  was  his  delight,  when,  at 
Gh.  30m.  A.M.,  he  discovered  a  sail  to  the  south-south- 
east; and  scarcely  had  he  hailed  the  deck  with  the 
information,  than  he  made  out  a  strange  fleet  directly 
to  windward.  « 

"  Hurra !  there  is  the  enemy  !*'  was  the  general  cry 
throughout  the  British  fleet. 

Intense  was  the  interest  on  board  every  English  ship. 
In  about  two  hours,  the  French  were  seen  bearing  down 
in  somewhat  loose  order ;  but  when  about  ten  miles  off, 
they  hauled  their  wind,  and  began  to  form  in  order  of 
battle. 

The  frigates  were  now,  for  safety,  recalled,  and  the 
main  body  continued  in  the  order  of  sailing,  except 
the    "  Bellerophon,"    "  Leviathan,"    "  Marlborough," 
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"  Audacious,"  "  Russell,"  and  "  Thunderer,"  wWch 
were  a  considerable  distance  in  advance  to  windward, 
and  were  coming  fast  up  with  the  enemy's  rear.  The 
ever-exciting  sigval  of  the  whole  fleet  to  chase  and  pre- 
pare for  action,  was  now  thrown  out  from  the  "  Queen 
Charlotte."  Every  sail  the  ships  could  carry  was 
immediately  set,  and  away  the  whole  fleet  plunged 
through  the  rolling  tumbling  sea,  in  chase  of  the  flying 
enemy. 

It  was  not,  however,  till  towards  the  evening,  that 
Admiral  Pasley,  in  the  "  Bellerophon,"  closed  with  the 
rear  ship  of  the  enemy's  line,  a  three-decker,  on  which 
he  commenced  a  firm  and  resolute  attack,  supported 
occasionally  by  the  ships  in  his  division. 

The  "Bellerophon,**  however,  being  soon  disabled, 
fell  to  leeward,  and  just  then  the  "  Audacious  "  came 
up,  and  for  two  hours  most  gallantly  engaged  the 
Frenchman,  which  proved  to  be  the  "  Revolutionnaire,'* 
of  110  guns.  The  enemy's  mizen-mast  falling  over- 
board, and  her  lower  yards  and  maintopsail-yard  having 
been  shot  away,  she  fell  athwart  hawse  of  the  "  Auda- 
cious." 

Getting  clear,  however,  she  put  before  the  wind,  nor 
was  it  in  the  power  of  the  latter,  from  her  own  crippled 
condition,  to  follow  her.  Several  other  ships  on  both 
sides  were  engaged. 

The  **  Audacious  "  was  herself  very  nearly  captured 
by  the  enemy ;  but  by  the  unremitting  exertions  of  her 
officers  and  crew,  she  was  able  in  the  morning  to  make 
sail ;  though,  even  then,  it  was  only  owing  to  a  fog  that 
she  ultimately  managed  to  escape  them,  and  to  find  her 
way  into  Plymouth. 

The  "  Bevolutionnaire  "  was  saved  from  capture  by 
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Admiral  Villaret,  who  bore  down  to  her  rescue;  and 
she  was  ultimately  towed  into  port  by  a  frigate.  The 
two  following  days  were  spent  in  manoeuvring,  and  in 
some  partial  engagements  between  the  line-of-battle 
ships,  in  which  the  gallant  ''  Queen  Charlotte,"  espe- 
cially, took  a  prominent  part. 

Still  the  French,  though  having  the  weather-gauge, 
and,  therefore,  having  it  entirely  in  their  power  to 
enguge  avoided  an  action.  By  the  persevering  efforts 
of  some  of  the  weathermost  ships  of  the  British,  several 
of  their  ships  most  to  leeward  were  compelled  to  fight. 

One  of  them,  indeed,  struck ;  but  a  consort  coming  up 
and  pouring  a  broadside  into  her,  as  a  gentle  reminder 
of  her  duty,  she  again  hoisted  her  colours.  The  frigates 
meantime  were  hovering  about  ready  to  obey  any 
orders  they  might  receive ;  their  captains  and  officers,  as 
well  as  their  crews,  naturally  severely  criticising  the 
movements  of  the  two  fleets,  and  jealous  that  they 
themselves  were  not  permitted  to  take  part  in  the 
now  active  work  going  on. 

"  That's  always  like  thei^,  Abel,  is*nt  it?"  exclaimed 
Paul  Pringle,  as  he  watched  the  main  body  of  the 
French  fleet  still  keeping  aloof.  "  It  puts  me  just  in  mind 
of  what  they  used  to  do  in  the  West  Ingies.  When 
they  numbered  twice  as  strong  as  we  did,  they  would 
come  down  boldly  enough ;  but  when  we  shewed  our 
teeth  and  barked,  they  *d  be  about  again  thinking  that 
they  would  wait  for  a  better  opportunity." 

**  Aye,  Paul,  I  mind  it  well.  Even  Billy  here  minds  it, 
too,  though  he  was  a  little  chap  then/'  answered  Abel, 
placing  his  hand  on  the  lad's  shoulder.  "  And,  True 
Blue,  what's  more,  do  you  tell  it  to  your  children's 
children,  never  mind,  how  big  may  be  the  ships  of  the 
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enemj,  or  how  many  gang  they  maj  carry,  let  Britisli 
seamen  when  they  meet  them  as  we  do  now-a-days, 
feel  sure  that  they  will  conquer,  and  I  am  very  sure 
that  conquer  they  will;  aye,  however,  the  Frenchmen 
may  bluster,  and  boast  of  their  mountain  ships  just  as 
the  French  Admiral  does  now.'* 

"  That 's  it,  mate,"  chimed  in  Peter  Ogle.  "  That 's 
the  way.  Go  at  them.  Shew  them  that  you  know  you 
are  going  to  thrash  them — stick  to  it.  Never  mind  if 
you  are  getting  the  worst;  be  sure  you'll  be  getting  the 
better  before  long,  and  as  Abel  was  a-saying,  so  you 
will  in  the  end." 

"  Right,  right,"  said  Abel  impressively.  **  Suppose 
now  they  were  for  to  go  for  to  cover  up  their  ships  with 
padding,  or  thick  coats  of  wood  or  iron,  just  as  men 
once  had  to  do  their  bodies,  I  've  heard  tell  when  they 
went  to  battle, — not  that  in  the  matter  of  ships  it  could 
be  done  on  course,  ha  I  hal  ha!  but  we  never  knows 
what  vagaries  the  Mounseers  may  try.  Well,  what 
should  we  do.  Stand  and  play  at  long  bowls  with  them. 
No,  I  should  think  not ;  but  go  at  them,  run  them  down, 
or  lay  them  alongside  just  as  we  do  now,  and  give  them 
the  taste  of  our  cutlass.  They  *11  never  stand  them  as 
long   as  there's  muscle  and  bone  in  an  Englishman's 


arm." 


*'  Never  did  you  say  a  truer  word,  Abel,"  exclaimed 
Paul.  **  And  mind  you  remember  it.  True  Blue.  But 
I  say,  mates,  what 's  the  '  Caesar'  about  there?  I've 
been  watching  her  for  some  hours,  and  there  she  is  still 
under  treble-reefed  topsails;  and  instead  of  boldly 
standing  up  along  the  French  line,  she  has  been  edging 
away,  and  now  she's  been  and  tacked  as  if  she  was 
afraid  of  the  enemy.     What  can  she  be  about  ?     That's 
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not  the  way  British  seamen  have  gained  their  character 
for  bravery.  He 's  making  the  Frenchmen  fancy  that 
tliere  is  a  British  officer  in  this  fleet  who  fears  them. 
Oh,  boys,  for  my  part  I  would  sooner  be  the  cook  than 
the  Captain  of  that  ship.  But  don't  let  *s  look  at  him ; 
it  makes  niy  heart  turn  sick.  Look  instead  at  our 
brave  old  Admiral.  He  is  a  fine  fellow.  See,  see — he 
has  tacked.  He  does  'nt  care  a  rap  for  the  Frenchman's 
fire.  The  Queen  Charlotte  must  be  getting  it  pretty 
warmly  though.  There,  he 's  standing  right  down,  and 
he's  going  to  break  the  French  line.  There's  a 
broadside  the  old  lady  has  poured  into  the  quarter 
of  one  of  those  rear  French  ships.  Now  he  luffs 
up  right  under  her  stern,  and  has  repeated  the  dose. 
The  Frenchman  will  not  forget  it  in  a  hurry.  There 
go  the  '  Billy  Ruffian'  and  the  *  Leviathan.'  They  'II 
cut  off  a  couple  of  Frenchmen  if  they  manage  well. 
Hurra !  That 's  the  way  to  go  about  the  work.  It 
cannot  be  long  before  our  fine  old  chief  makes  the 
Frenchmen  fight,  whether  they  will  or  not." 

In  the  French  ships,  the  "Tyrannicide"  and  "In- 
domitable," although  almost  cut  off  and  taken,  were, 
owing  to  the  crippled  condition  of  the  **  Bellerophon*' 
and  **  Leviathan,''  rescued  in  a  spirited  and  seaman- 
like way  by  Admiral  Villaret. 

Several  other  ships,  besides  those  observed  by  Paul 
Pringle  and  True  Blue,  were  hotly  engaged  during  the 
course  of  that  twenty-ninth  of  May,  and  lost  a  con- 
siderable number  of  officers  and  men. 
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CHAPTER  XrX. 
The  Battle  of  the  Ist  of  June. 

Day  broke  over  the  ocean  on  the  1st  of  June,  1794,  in 
latitude,  47°  16'  north;  longitude,  18°  30'  west,  where 
the  British  fleet  was  steering  to  the  westward  with  a 
moderate  breeze,  south-by-west,  and  a  tolerably  smoolli 
sea.  AH  night,  Lord  Howe  had  carried  a  press  of  sail 
to  keep  up  with  the  French  fleet,  which  he  rightly  con- 
jectured would  be  doing  the  same ;  and  as  he  eagerly 
looked  forth  at  early  dawn,  great  was  his  satisfaction  to 
descry  them  about  six  miles  off  on  the  starboard  or  lee 
bow  of  his  fleet,  still  steering  in  a  line-of-battle  on  the 
larboard  tack.  His  great  fear  had  been,  that  the 
French  Admiral  would  weather  on  him  and  escape ;  now 
he  felt  sure  that  he  had  him. 

At  about  5  A.M.,  the  ships  of  the  British  fleet  bore 
up,  steering  first  to  the  north-west,  then  to  the  north; 
and,  then  again,  having  closed  with  the  Frenchmen,  they 
hauled  their  wind  once  more,  and  the  Admiral,  knowing 
that  their  crews  had  heavy  work  before  them,  ordered 
them  to  heave  to,  and  to  pipe  to  breakfast. 

The  frigates,  the  **  Ruby"  among  them,  and  the 
smaller  vessels  brought  up  the  rear.  Exactly  at  twelve 
minutes  past  8  a.m..  Lord  Howe  made  the  looked-for 
signal,  for  the  fleet  to  fill  and  bear  down  on  the  enemy; 
then  came  one  for  each  ship  to  steer  for,  and  independ- 
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ently  engage,  the  ship  opposed  to  her  in  the  enemy's 
line. 

The  British  line  was  to  windward,  and  Lord  Howe 
wished  that  each  ship  should  cut  through  the  enemy's 
line,  astern  of  her  proper  opponent,  and  engage  her  to 
leeward. 

Soon  after  9  a.m.,  the  French  ships  opened  their  fire 
on  the  advancing  British  line,  which  was  warmly 
returned.  The  gallant  old  English  Admiral  set  an 
example  of  bravery,  by  steering  for  the  stern  of  the 
largest  French  ship,  the  **  Montague,"  and  passed 
between  her  and  the  "  Jacobin,"  almost  running  aboard 
the  latter. 

So  energetically  did  the  men  labour  at  their  guns, 
and  so  tremendous  was  tlie  fire  that  they  poured  into 
both  their  opponents,  that  in  less  than  an  hour  the 
*'  Montague"  had  her  stern-frame  and  starboard  quarter 
shattered  to  pieces,  and  a  hundred  killed  and  two 
hundred  wounded.  In  this  condition,  she  was  still  able 
to  make  sail,  which  she  did,  as  did  also  the  "  Jacobin," 
the  "  Queen  Charlotte"  being  too  much  disabled  in  her 
masts  and  rigging  to  follow. 

Most  of  the  other  British  ships  were  in  the  meantime 
hotly  engaging  those  of  the  enemy;  the  "Queen" 
especially  received  a  tremendous  fire  from  several  ships, 
and  became  so  crippled  that  the  *^  Montague/*  after  she 
had  got  clear  of  the  "  Queen  Charlotte,"  followed  by 
several  other  ships,  bore  down  to  surround  her. 

Lord  Howe,  however,  having  once  more  made  sail  on 
his  ship,  wore  round  followed  by  several  other  ships  to 
her  rescue.  The  "  Montague,"  though  she  had  suffered 
so  much  in  her  hull,  and  had  lost  so  many  men.  had 
her  masts  and  rigging  entire;  and  this  enabled  her  to 
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make  sail  ahead,  followed  by  other  ships  which  had  in 
the  same  way  escaped  with  their  rigging  uninjured. 
Twelve  French  ships,  however,  were  by  half-past  eleven 
almost  totally  dismasted,  while  eleven  of  the  British 
were  in  little  better  condition ;  but  then  the  Frenchmen 
had  suffered  in  addition,  far  more  severely  in  the  hulls. 

The  proceedings  of  the  line-of-battle  ships  had  been 
viewed  at  a  distance  by  the  eager  crew  of  the  "  Ruby." 
As  one  ship  after  the  other  was  dismasted,  their  enthu- 
siasm knew  no  bounds. 

"Oh,  Paul,  I  wish  I  was  there,"  cried  True  Blue 
vehemently.  '*  There !  — there !  —  another  Frenchman 
is  getting  it !  Down  comes  her  fore-mast ! — see  1 — her 
main-mast  and  mizen-mast  follow! — oh  what  a  crash 
there  must  be.  That's  the  eighth  Frenchman  without  a 
lower  mast  standing.   Hurra!  we  shall  have  them  all !" 

"  Not  quite  so  sure  of  that,  boy,"  observed  Peter 
Ogle,  who  had  come  upon  the  forecastle.  "  Two  of  our 
own  ships,  you  see,  are  no  better  off;  and  several  have 
lost  their  top-masts  and  topgallant-masts.  Still  they 
are  right  bravely  doing  their  duty.  I  Ve  never  seen 
warmer  work  in  my  day.     Have  you,  Peter?" 

"  No.  With  Lord  Rodney  we  have  had  hot  work 
enough,  but  the  Frenchmen  didn't  fight  as  well  as  they 
do  to-day ;  I  must  say  that  for  them,"  observed  Peter. 
**  See  now  that  Admiral  of  theirs;  he  's  bearing  down 
once  more  to  help  some  of  his  disabled  ships.  See,  his 
division  seems  to  have  four  or  five  of  them*  under  their 
lee;  but  there  are  a  good  many  more  left  to  our 
share." 

*•  Hurra!"  cried  True  Blue,  who  had  been  watching 
an  action  briskly  carried  on  in  another  direction. 
"  There  *8  one  more  Frenchman  will  be  ours  before 
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long.    That's  a  tremendous  drubbing  the  "Brunswick" 
has  given  her. 

No  ship's  company  displayed  more  determined  gal- 
lantry during  that  eventful  day  than  did  the  "  Bruns- 
wick/* commanded  by  the  brave  Captain  Harvey. 
Second  astern  to  Lord  Howe  in  going  into  action,  from 
tlie  slanting  direction  she  took  along  the  enemy's  line 
even  before  she  had-  fired  a  gun  she  had  lost  many  of 
her  crew,  killed  and  wounded.  Being  prevented  from 
passing  between  the  "Achille"  and  •' Vengeur,"  in 
consequence  of  the  latter  shooting  a-head  and  filling  up 
the  intervening  space,  she  ran  foul  of  the  "  Vengeur," 
her  own  starboard  anchors  hooking  on  the  Frenchman's 
larboard  fore-shrouds  and  fore- channels. 

*'  Shall  we  cut  away  the  anchor,  sir  ?"  inquired  the 
master,  Mr.  Stewart,  of  the  Captain. 

**  No,  no — we  have  got  her  and  we  will  keep  her," 
replied  Captain  Harvey. 

The  two  ships  on  this  swung  close  to  each  other,  and 
paying  off  before  the  wind  with  their  heads  to  the  north- 
ward, with  their  yards  squared,  and  with  a  considerable 
way  on  them,  they  speedily  ran  out  of  the  line,  com- 
meutting  a  furious  engagement.  The  British  crew,  unable 
to  open  the  eight  lower-deck  starboard  ports  from  the 
third  abaft,  blew  them  off.  The  "Vengeur's"  musketry, 
meantime,  and  her  poop-carronades,  soon  played  havoc 
on  the  "  Brunswick's "  quarter-deck,  killing  several 
otficers  and  men  and  wounding  others,  among  whom 
were  Captain  Harvey,  three  of  his  fingers  being  torn 
away  by  a  musket- shot,  though  he  refused  to  leave  the 
deck. 

For  an  hour  and  a  half,  the  gallant  "  Brunswick  " 
carried    on    the    desperate    strife,  the   courage  of  her 
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opponents  crew  being  equal  to  that  of  her  own;  when 
at  about  11  a.m.,  a  French  ship  was  discovered  through 
the  smoke,  with  her  fore-mast  only  standing,  bearing 
down  on  her  larboard  quarter,  with  her  gangways  and 
rigging  crowded  with  men,  prepared,  it  wa3  evident,  to 
board  her,  for  the  purpose  of  releasing  the  **  Vengenr.** 
Instead  of  trembling  at  finding  the  number  of  their 
enemies  doubled,  the  British  seamen  cheered,  and  the 
men  stationed  at  the  five  aftermost  lower-deck  guns  on 
the  starboard  side,  were  turned  over  to  those  on  the 
larboard  side,  on  which  the  fresh  enemy  appeared.  A 
double-headed  shot  was  added  to  each  of  these  guns, 
already  loaded  with  a  32-pounder.  The  main  and 
upper-deck  guns  were  already  manned. 

"  Now,  my  lads,"  cried  the  officer,  "  fire  high,  and 
knock  away  her  remaining  mast." 

The  stranger,  which  was  the  "  Achille,"  had  now  got 
within  musket-shot,  and  wonderfully  surprised  were 
her  crew  at  the  hot  fire  with  which  they  were  received. 
Round  after  round  from  the  after-guns  were  discharged 
in  rapid  succession,  till,  in  a  few  minutes,  do>vn  cajne 
the  Frenchman's  fore-mast,  falling  on  the  starboard 
side,  where  the  wreck  of  the  main  and  mizen«-mast 
already  lay,  and  preventing  him  making  the  slightest 
resistance.  The  British  cheered;  a  few  more  rounds 
were  given.  They  were  unreturned,  and  down  came 
the  Frenchman's  colours,  which  had  been  hoisted  on 
one  of  her  remaining  stumps.  The  "  Brunswick,"  how- 
ever, was  utterly  unable  to  take  possession,  not  having 
a  boat  that  would  swim,  and  being  still  hotly  engaged 
with  her  opponent  on  the  opposite  side. 

When   the    Frenchmen   discovered   this,    they  once 
more   re-hoisted  their  colours,  and  setting  a  sprit-sail 
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on  the  bowsprit,  endeavoured  to  make  off.  The 
"  Brunswick,*'  ns  they  did  so,  gave  them  a  parting 
dose;  but  it  had  not  the  effect  of  making  them  once 
more  lower  their  colours.  All  this  time,  the  crews 
stationed  at  the  **  Brunswick's "  lower  and  main-deck 
guns  were  heroically  labouring  away.  Profiting  by 
the  rolling  of  the  "Vengeur,"  they  frequently  drove 
home  the  coins  and  depressed  the  muzzles  of  the 
guns,  which  were  loaded  with  two  round-shot ;  and 
then  before  the  next  discharge,  withdrew  the  coins  and 
pointed  the  muzzles  upwards;  thus  alternately  firing 
into  their  opponent's  bottom  and  ripping  up  her  decks. 
While,  however,  they  were  hurling  destruction  into 
the  side  of  the  enemy  below,  the  French  musketry 
was  sweeping  the  quarter-deck,  forecastle  and  poop, 
whence,  in  consequence,  it  was  scarcely  possible  to 
work  the  guns.  Several  times  also  she  had  been  on 
lire  from  the  wadding  which  came  blazing  on  board. 

The  brave  Captain  Harvey,  on  passing  along  the 
deck,  was  knocked  down  by  a  splinter;  but,  though 
seriously  injured,  he.  was  quickly  on  his  legs  again, 
encouraging  his  men.  Soon  afterwards,  however,  the 
crown  of  a  double-headed  shot  which  had  split,  struck 
his  right  arm  and  shattered  it  to  fragments.  He  fell 
into  the  arms  of  some  of  those  standing  round. 

"  Stay  a  moment  before  you  take  me  below,*'  he 
exclaimed,  believing  that  he  was  mortally  wounded. 
"  Persevere,  my  brave  lads,  in  your  duty.  Continue  the 
action  with  spirit  for  the  honour  of  our  king  and 
country ;  and  remember  my  last  words — The  colours  of 
the  *  Brunswick  *  shall  never  he  struck,^* 

Hearty  shouts  answered  this  heroic  address,  and  the 
crew  set  to  work  with  renewed  energy  to  compel  their 


300  TRUE   BLUE. 

opponents  to  succumb.  Never,  perhaps,  however,  were 
two  braver  men  than  the  Captains  of  the  •*  fimnswick" 
and  •*  Vengeur,"  opposed  to  each  other,  and  thai 
spirits  undoubtedly  animated  their  crews.  If  the 
British  had  resolved  to  conquer,  the  French  had  dete^ 
mined  not  to  yield  as  long  as  their  ship  remained  afloat. 

Still  it  appeared  doubtful  which  would  come  off  the 
victor.  At  this  crisis,  for  an  instant,  as  the  smoke 
cleared  off,  another  line  of  battle  ship  was  seen  ap- 
proaching the  "  Brunswick."  If  a  Frenchman,  all  oa 
board  saw  it  would  go  hard  with  her;  still  they  deter- 
mined not  to  disappoint  their  Captain's  hopes,  and  to 
go  down  with  their  colours  flying  rather  than  strike. 

The  command  had  now  devolved  on  Lieutenant 
Cracraft.  For  three  hours  the  two  ships  had  been 
locked  in  their  fiery  embrace,  pounding  away  at  each 
other  with  the  most  desperate  fury,  when  near  1  pji., 
the  "  Vengeur,'*  tearing  away  the  three  anchors  from 
the  "  Brunswick's"  bow,  rolled  herself  clear,  and  the 
two  well-matched  combatants  separated. 

As  the  smoke  cleared  still  more  away,  the  new  comer 
was  seen  to  be  the  "  Ramillies,"  with  her  masts  and 
spars  still  uninjured.  Having,  indeed,  had  but  two 
seamen  killed  and  seven  wounded,  she  was  quite  ft 
fresh  ship.  She,  however,  waited  for  the  French  ship 
to  settle  further  from  the  *'  Brunswick."  in  order  to 
have  room  to  fire  at  her  without  injuring  the  latter. 
The  brave  crew  of  the  "  Brunswick"  were,  however,  not 
idle  even  yet ;  and  continued  their  fire  so  well  directed 
that  they  split  the  "  Vengeur's"  rudder,  and  shattered 
her  stern  post,  besides  making  a  large  hole  in  her 
counter,  through  which  they  could  see  the  water  rushing 
furiously. 
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At  this  spot  the  *'  Ramillies,"  now  only  forty  yards 
distant,  pointed  her  guns,  and  the  "  Brunswick/'  still 
firinp;,  in  a  few  minntes  reduced  the  brave  "  Vengeur** 
to  a  sinking  state.  Just  then,  it  being  seen  from  the 
"  Kamillies'*  that  the  '*  Achille"  was  endeavouring  to 
make  her  escape,  all  sail  was  made  on  her,  and  away 
sIk?  stood  from  the  two  exhausted  combatants  in  chase 
of  the  fugitive,  which  she  ultimately  secured  without 
opposition.  Soon  after  1  p.m.,  the  two  gallant  opponents 
ceased  firing  at  each  other,  and  at  the  ^ame  time  a 
Union  Jack  was  displayed  over  the  quarter  of  the 
Frenchman,  as  a  token  of  submission,  and  a  desire  to  be 
relieved. 

Not  a  boat,  however,  could  be  sent  from  the 
'^  Brunswick,"  and  in  a  few  minutes  her  mizen-mast 
went  by  the  board,  and  made  her  still  less  able  to 
render  assistance.  It  made  the  hearts  of  the  brave 
crew  of  the  "  Brunswick,"  bleed  to  think  of  the  sad  fate 
which  awaited  their  late  enemies,  and  which  no  exertion 
they  had  the  power  of  making  could  avert. 

Mr.  Cracraft  now  considered  what  was  best  to  be 
done.  The  French  Admiral  Villaret,  was  now  leading 
a  fresh  line  on  the  starboard  tack,  to  recover  as  many 
as  he  could  of  his  dismasted  ships ;  and  the  difficulty 
of  the  "  Brunswick,"  was  to  rejoin  her  own  fleet,  without 
passing  dangerously  near  that  of  the  French ;  the  loss  of 
the  uiizcn-mast,  and  the  wounded  state  of  the  other 
masts,  rendering  it  impossible  to  haul  on  a  wind  as  was 
necessary.  Accordingly,  the  head  of  the  **  Brunswick,** 
was  put  to  the  northward  for  the  purpose  of  making  the 
best  of  her  way  into  port,  while  all  possible  sail  wns 
made  on  her. 
'  Sad  was  her  state ;  her  mizen-mast  was  gone,  and  her 
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two  other  masts  and  bowsprit  ¥r»re  desperately  wonndei 
ber  yards  were  shattered ;  all  her  numing,  and  most 
ber  standing  rigging  was  shot  away,  and  ber  sails  we 
in  shreds  and  tatters.  Twenty-three  guns  lay  di 
mounted ;  her  starboard  quarter  gallery  had  been  earn 
away,  and  her  best  bower  anchor,  with  the  staiboi 
cat-head  was  towing  under  her  stem. 

Her  brave  Captain  was  mortally  wounded,  and  fl 
had  three  officers,  eleven  marines,  and  thirty  seam 
killed,  and  three  officers,  nineteen  marines,  and  ninel 
one  seamen  wounded.  The  survivors  immediatf 
began  to  fish  the  masts,  repair  the  damaged  riggii 
and  to  secure  the  lower  deck  ports,  through  which  t 
water  was  rushing  at  every  roll.  Her  adventures  m 
not  over  though,  for  at  3  p.if.,  on  her  homeward  coor 
she  fell  in  with  the  *'  Jemmappes,"  wholly  dismast* 
and  moved  only  by  means  of  her  spritsails.  T 
"  Brunswick,"  which  had  received,  early  in  the  di 
considerable  annoyance  from  her,  luffed  up  under  1 
lee  for  the  purpose  of  capturing  her ;  but  her  crew  d 
played  the  Union  Jack  over  her  quarter,  and  hail 
that  she  had  struck  to  the  English  Admiral,  at  the  sai 
time  pointing  at  the  "  Queen,"  then  a  considerable  d 
tance  on  the  south.  The  assertion  being  credited,  t 
"  Brunswick,"  stood  on,  and  happily  reached  Plymoi 
Sound  in  safety,  where  on  the  30th,  her  brave  Capta 
John  Harvey,  died. 

Her  gallant  opponent,  meantime,  the  "  Yengei] 
soon  after  they  parted,  lost  her  wounded  fore  and  ma 
masts,  the  latter  in  its  fall  carrying  away  the  head 
the  mizen-mast.  Thus  reduced  to  a  complete  wre 
she  rolled  her  ports  deeply  in  the  water,  and  the  lidf 
those  on  the  larboard  side  having  been  torn  or  knocl 
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off  in  her  late  engagement,  she  filled  faster  than  erer. 
Hopeless  seemed  the  fate  of  all  on  board.  Her  officers 
scarcely  expected  that  she  could  float  many  hours,  or 
indeed  minutes  longer. 

None  of  her  own  consorts  could  como  to  her  assistance. 
Her  boats  were  knocked  to  pieces ;  there  was  no  time  to 
construct  n  raft,  and  the  sea  was  t(X>  rough  to  launch  one. 
Her  decks  were  covered  with  the  dead  and  dying ;  her 
cockpit  full  of  desperately  wounded  mem,  not  less  than 
two  himdred  in  all.  Discipline  was  at  an  end.  Many 
broke  into  the  spirit  room,  as  unhappily  Kngljiih  sailors 
have  done,  afraid  to  face  death  as  alone  he  shotdd  bo 
encountered.  Many  burst  forth  into  wild  Jiepiiblican 
songs,  and  insisted  on  the  tri-coloured  flag  being  again 
hoisted. 

Their  bravo  Captain  looked  on  with  grief  and  pain  at 
what  was  going  forward,  and  did  his  utmost  to  restore 
order.  He  had  a  young  son  with  him — a  gallant  little 
fellow,  who  had  stood  unharmed  by  his  side  during  the 
hottest  of  the  fight;  and  was  he  now  thus  to  perish  ? 
Could  he  save  the  boy  ?     There  seemed  no  hope. 

Captain  Garland  had  been  aloft  all  day  with  his  glass, 
as  had  also  several  of  his  officers,  eagerly  watching  the 
proceedings  of  the  two  fleets.  Never  for  a  moment  did 
he  doubt  on  which  side  Victory  would  drop  her  wreath  of 
laurel ;  still  his  heart  beat  with  an  anxiety  unusual  for 
him.  He  had  remarked  the  two  ships  remaining  hotly 
engaged,  yard-arm  and  yard-arm,  out  of  the  line,  and  he 
had  never  lost  sight  of  them  altogether.  What  their 
condition  would  be  afler  so  desperate  and  lengthened  an 
encounter  he  justly  surmised,  and  he  at  length  bore 
down  to  aid  a  friend  in  capturing  an  enemy,  or  to 
succour  one  or  the  other. 
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The  '^Ruby,'*  had  more  than  one  ship  to  contend 
with  on  her  way,  and  her  boats  were  summoned,  by 
signal,  to  take  possession  of  a  prize,  so  that  the 
evening  was  drawing  on  when  she,  with  another  ship, 
and  the  "Battler''  cutter,  got  down  to  the  sinking 
Frenchman. 

Evidently,  from  the  depth  of  the  shattered  seventy- 
four  in  the  water,  and  the  slow  way  in  which  she 
rolled,  she  had  but  a  short  time  longer  to  float.  The 
guns  were  secured  and  every  boat  that  could  swim  wss 
instantly  lowered  from  the  sides  of  the  British  ships. 
The  gallant  seamen  now  shewed  themselves  as  eager  to 
save  life  as  they  had  before  been  to  destroy  it. 

**  Jump,  jump,  Jean  Crapeau — jump,  jump,  friends," 
they  shouted,  as  they  got  alongside.  "  We'll  catch  yon, 
never  fear,'*  they  added,  holding  out  their  arms. 
•  Numbers  of  Frenchmen,  begrimed  with  powder  and 
covered  with  blood,  threw  themselves  headlong  into  the 
boats,  and  had  it  not  been  for  the  English  seamen 
would  have  been  severely  injured.  Some  refused  to 
come,  and  looked  through  the  ports,  shouting,  "  Vive 
la  Nation — Vive  la  R^publique." 

"  Poor  fools,"  cried  Paul  Pringle,  sadly.  "  They  '11 
soon  be  singing  a  different  tune  when  the  water  is 
closing  over  their  heads.  That  will  bring  them  too  late 
to  their  senses." 

The  boats,  as  fast  as  their  eager  crews  could  urge 
them,  went  pulling  backwards  and  forwards  between 
the  sinking  Frenchmen  and  the  English  ships.  Some 
hundreds  had  been  taken  off;  but  still  the  wounded 
and  many  of  the  drunken  still  remained. 

Sir  Henry  Elmore  commanded  one  of  the  boats,  and 
True  Blue  was  in  her.     In  one  of  her  early  trips,  an 
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ofEcer  appeared  at  one  of  the  ports  dragging  forward  a 
young  midshipman. 

**  Monsieur/*  he  said,  hearing  Sir  Henry  speak 
French,  "  I  beg  that  you  will  take  this  brave  boy  in 
your  boat.  He  wishes  to  be  one  of  the  last  to  leave 
the  ship,  and,  as  you  see,  we  know  not  how  soon  she 
may  go  down,  he  may  be  lost.  He  is  our  Captain's 
son,  and  where  his  father  is  I  cannot  say.*' 

"  Gladly— willingly,"  answered  Sir  Henry.  "And 
you,  my  friend,  come  with  the  boy." 

The  lad  shewed  signs  of  resistance;  but  True  Blue 
sprang  up  into  the  port,  aided  by  a  boat-hook  which  he 
held,  and  taking  the  lad  round  the  waist,  leaped  with 
him  back  into  the  boat.  The  officer  refused  to  come, 
saying  that  he  had  duties  to  which  he  must  attend ; 
and  the  boat  being  now  full,  Sir  Henry  had  to  return 
to  the  frigate. 

On  hastening  back  to  the  ship,  the  officer  again 
appeared.  •*  I  will  accompany  you  now,"  he  said, 
leaping  in  and  taking  his  seat  in  the  stem-sheets. 
**  But  I  have  been  searching  in  vain  for  our  brave 
Captain  Renaudin.  What  can  have  become  of  him 
I  do  not  know.  If  he  is  lost  it  wiU  break  that  poor 
boy*s  heart,  they  were  so  wrapped  up  in  each  other." 

The  boat,  as  he  spoke,  was  rapidly  filling  with  French 
seamen. 

"  Shove  off  I — shove  off  I"  cried  Sir  Henry  ener-* 
getically. 

It  was  time,  indeed.  There  was  a  general  rush  from 
all  the  decks  and  ports  of  the  hapless  "  Vengeur." 
Some  threw  themselves  into  the  water,  some  headlong 
into  the  boats ;  others  danced  away,  shouting  as  before; 
while   one,   more  drunken  or  frantic  than  the  rest, 
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wayed  over  ber  counter  the  tri-coloured  flag  undor 
which  the  ship  had  been  so  gallantly  fought. 

The  boats  shoved  off  and  pulled  away  as  fast  as  they 
could  move ;  there  was  danger  in  delay.  The  mm 
pulled  for  their  lives.  The  ship  gave  a  heavy  lurch — 
the  madmen  shouted  louder  than  ever,  and  then  every 
voice  was  silent,  and  down  she  went  like  some  huge 
monster  beneath  the  waves,  which  speedily  closed  oyer 
the  spot  where  she  had  been;  not  a  human  being 
floating  upwards  alive  from  her  vast  hull,  now  the 
tomb  of  nearly  a  third  of  her  crew. 

There  were  many  other  desperate  encounters  that 
day,  but  none  so  gallantly  fought  out  to  the  deatih  as 
that  between  the  "  Brunswick"  and  the  **  Vengeur." 

Six  line-of-battle  ships  were  secured  as  prizes,  on 
board  of  one  of  which,  the  "  Sans  Pareil,"  chiefly  «i- 
gaged  with  the  "  Glory  "  and  the  "  Royal  George,"  the 
enormous  number  of  260  men  were  killed  and  120 
wounded;  and  the  "  America  "  lost  134  killed  and  110 
wounded ;  while  the  loss  on  board  the  other  four  was 
very  severe.  The  total  loss  of  the  French,  in  killed, 
wounded  and  prisoners,  was  not  less  than  7,000  men, 
of  whom  fully  8,000  were  killed. 

Had  the  British  ships  been  faster  sailers,  and  some 
of  the  Captains  shewn  more  spirit  and  energy,  certainly 
the  four  ships  which  struck  and  were  recovered  by 
Admiral  Villaret,  and  perhaps  more,  would  have  been 
captured,  besides  the  six  which  were  secured  and 
carried  into  port,  and  the  imfortunate  '*Yengenr" 
which  sunk. 

The  whole  loss  of  the  English,  on  the  1st  of  June, 
and  on  the'  previous  days,  was  290  killed,  and  858 
wounded,  including  among  the  killed.  Captain  Mon- 
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tague  and  Captain  John  Harvey,  who  was  mortally 
wounded,  Admiral  Bowyer  and  Rear- Admiral  Pasley; 
and  Captain  Hutt  with  the  loss  of  a  leg.  The  French 
having  suffered  more  in  their  hulls  than  in  their  masts 
and  rigging,  were  able  to  manoeuvre  better  than  the 
English;  and  Admiral  Villaret  being  content  with 
having  secured  four  of  his  ships,  made  no  attempt 
to  renew  the  battle,  but  under  all  the  sail  he  could  set, 
with  the  dismasted  ships  in  tow,  stood  away  to  the 
northward,  and  by  6  p.m.  was  completely  out  of  sight, 
a  single  frigate  only  remaining  astern  to  reconnoitre. 

Thus  ended  this  celebrated  sea-fight,  worthy  of  being 
chronicled  in  the  Naval  annals  of  England  as  Lord 
Howe's  victory  of  the  1st  of  June.  Its  immediate 
results  were  in  themselves  not  impbrtant;  but  it  shewed 
Englishmen,  what  they  were  ready  enough  to  believe, 
that  they  could  thrash  the  Frenchmen  as  in  days  of 
yore;  and  it  taught  the  French  to  dread  the  dogged 
resolution  and  stem  courage  of  the  English,  and  to  be 
prepared  to  suffer  defeat  whenever  they  should  meet 
on  equal  terms. 

Notwithstanding  the  imtiring  exertions  of  all  the 
crews,  so  battered  were  both  many  of  the  British  ships, 
and  also  the  prizes,  that  it  took  till  5  a.m.  on  the  drd 
before  Lord  Howe  was  able  to  make  sail.  Never  had 
the  crew  of  the  "  Ruby  "  harder  work  than  in  assisting, 
to  put  to  rights  one  of  the  prizes,  to  which  Captain 
Garland  was  ordered  to  direct  his  attention.  Night 
and  day,  and  during  a  second  night,  they  worked  till 
they  were  able  to  get  some  canvass  on  her;  and  then 
away  the  whole  fleet  steered  to  the  north-east;  and  nine 
having  been  ordered  to  put  into  Plymouth,  the  remain- 
der arrived  on  the  18th  at  Spithead. 
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The  news  of  the  victory  reached  London  on  the  10th. 
So  important  was  it  considered,  that  Lord  Chatham 
carried  the  account  of  it  to  the  Opera;  and  just  after 
the  second  act,  it  was  made  known  to  the  house.  A 
burst  of  transport  interrupted  the  opera,  and  never  was 
any  scene  of  emotion  so  rapturous  as  the  audience 
exhibited  when  the  band  struck  up  "  Rule  Britannia.*' 

The  joy  continued  for  the  whole  night,  and  at  intervals 
the  acclamations  of  triumph  drowned  the  performance. 
The  Duke  of  Clarence  himself  went  to  Covent  Garden 
Theatre,  where  he  communicated  the  joyful  intelligence 
to  the  manager,  who  ordered  it  to  be  announced  to  the 
house,  which  was  accordingly  done  by  Mr.  Licledon. 
The  orchestra  played  "  God  save  the  King,"  and  "  Rule 
Britannia,'*  which  were  loudly  applauded. 

Lord  Mulgrave  and  Colonel  Fhipps,  in  the  mean 
time,  went  to  the  Drury  Lane  house,  and  informed  the 
manager  of  the  glorious  achievements  of  the  British 
navy,  which  he  ordered  to  be  announced  to  the  audience 
by  Mr.  Suett.  The  band  and  the  performers  joined  in 
the  loyal  sounds  of  "God  save  the  King!"  and  "Rule 
Britannia!"  which  were  loudly  applauded  by  the  whole 
house. 

The  event  was  celebrated  throughout  the  night  by 
the  ringing  of  bells  and  firing  of  cannon ;  and  the  next 
day  at  noon  by  the  firing  of  the  Park  and  Tower  guns. 
For  three  successive  evenings,  also,  the  whole  metropolis 
was  illuminated,  and  some  windows  of  houses  were 
broken,  belonging  to  those  who  refused  to  exhibit  this 
mark  of  satisfaction  at  the  important  victory  which  had 
been  obtained. 

A  few  days  afterwards,  the  king  himself,  with  the 
the  queen  and  royal  family,  went  to  Portsmouth  to  visit 
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the  fleet.  Lord  Howe's  flag  was  shifted  to  a  frigate, 
and  the  royal  standard  hoisted  on  board  the  '^  Queen 
Charlotte."  The  whole  garrison  was  under  arms,  and 
the  concourse  of  people  was  immense.  The  king,  with 
his  own  hand,  carried  a  valuable  diamond-hilted  sword 
from  the  commissioner's  house  down  to  the  boat. 

As  soon  as  His  Majesty  arrived  on  board  the  "  Queen 
Charlotte,"  with  numbers  of  his  ministers  and  nobles, 
and  the  officers  of  the  fleet  standing  round  on  the 
quarter-deck,  he  presented  the  sword  to  Lord  Howe, 
as  a  mark  of  his  satisfaction  and  entire  approbation 
of  his  conduct.  It  was  a  grand,  impressive  and  inter- 
esting scene4  His  Majesty  also  presented  a  gold  chain, 
to  which  a  medal  was  to  be  attached,  to  Sir  Alexander 
Hood  and  Rear-Admiral  Gardner. 

The  like  honour  was  conferred  on  Lord  Howe's  first 
Captain,  Sir  Roger  Curtis;  while  it  was  notified  that 
the  wounded  Admirals  Bowyer  and  Pasley,  who  could 
not  attend,  would  have  similar  marks  of  favour  bestowed 
on  them. 

As  their  majesties*  barges  passed,  the  crews  cheered, 
the  ships  saluted,  the  bands  played  martial  symphonies, 
and  every  sign  of  a  general  enthusiasm  was  exhibited. 

The  next  day,  the  king  gave  audience  to  the  oflicers 
of  Lord  Howe's  fleet,  and  to  the  officers  of  the  army  and 
navy  generally ;  and  after  their  majesties  had  dined  at  the 
commissioner's  house,  they  proceeded  up  the  harbour 
to  view  the  six  French  prizes  which  lay  there  at  their 
moorings. 

It  must  ever  be  remembered,  that  it  was  the  moral 
effect  produced  by  the  victory  of  the  1st  of  June  which 
made  it  so  important;  and  on  that,  as  on  every  other 
occasion,  Lord  Howe  shewed  himself  to  be  one  of  the 
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greatest  of  British  Admirals.  The  primary  object  for 
which  the  fleet  had  put  to  sea  was  not  accomplished; 
the  great  American  convoy  was  not  fallen  in  with,  nor 
did  Admiral  Montague  succeed  in  intercepting  it,  though 
he  himself  met  Admiral  Yillaret's  defeated  squadron, 
and  might,  had  the  French  shewn  more  courage,  been 
overpowered  by  it.  He  avoided  an  engagement,  and 
returned  into  port;  and  a  day  or  two  afterwards,  the 
expected  convoy  appeared  off  the  French  coast,  and 
gained  a  harbour  in  safety. 

The  "  Ruby  "  had  arrived  with  the  rest  of  the  fleet 
at  Spithead.  The  seamen  treated  their  prisoners  with 
the  greatest  kindness  and  humanity;  and  even  Paul 
Pringle  declared  that  the  Jean  Crapeaus  were  not,  after 
all,  such  bad  fellows,  if  you  got  them  by  themselves 
to  talk  to  quietly. 

Young  Henaudin,  the  son  of  the  brave  Captain  of 
the  "  Vengeur,"  during  their  ten  days*  passage  home, 
became  a  great  pet  among  the  ofHcers  and  midshipmen. 
Still  his  spirits  were  very  low,  and  he  was  very  despond- 
ing, from  believing  that  his  father  was  lost  to  him  for 
ever.  He  had  especially  attached  himself  to  Sir  Henry 
Elmore  and  Johnny  Nott,  who,  remembering  their  own 
preservation  from  foundering,  had  a  fellow-feeling  for 
him,  and  more  especially  looked  after  all  his  wants,  while 
True  Blue  was  appointed  to  attend  on  him. 

The  day  afler  their  arrival.  Sir  Henry  got  leave  to 
go  on  shore,  and  take  their  young  prisoner,  as  well  as 
Nott  and  True  Blue,  with  him.  Scarcely  had  they 
touched  the  point,  than  the  boy  sprung  from  the  boat, 
and,  breathless  with  excitement,  rushed  into  the  arms 
of  a  gentleman,  who  had  just  landed  with  some  English 
officers. 


AN   UNEXPECTED  MEETING.  311 

"  Mon  pere  !  mon  pere^  exclaimed  the  boy.  "Father! 
father  V 

"  MonfiU  I  monfiU!  My  son  I  my  son  I"  cried  the 
gentleman,  enclosing  him  in  his  arms  and  bursting  into 
tears. 

It  was  the  gallant  Captain  of  the  "  Vengeur."  Till 
that  moment,  both  father  and  son  were  uncertain 
whether  the  other  had  escaped. 

"  Next  to  winning  the  battle,  I  would  sooner  have 
seen  that  meeting  between  the  brave  French  Captain 
and  his  son,  than  anything  else  I  know  of/'  exclaimed 
True  Blue,  as  he  recounted  the  adventure  to  Tim  Fid, 
Harry  Hartland,  and  other  messmates  on  board  the 
"  Ruby." 
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CHAPTER  XX. 
Blue  Jackets  ashore. 

A  CONSIDERABLE  time  had  passed  afler  that  celebrated 
first  of  June,  and  the  French  had  learned  to  suspect  who 
were  to  be  the  masters  at  sea,  whatever  thej  might 
have  thought  of  their  own  powers  on  shore,  when  a 
fine  new  Corvette  of  18  guns,  the  "  Gannet,"  was  stand- 
ing across  the  British  Channel  on  a  cruise.  Her 
master  and  commander  was  Captain  Brine,  long  first 
lieutenant  of  the  "  Ruby.**  Her  first  lieutenant  was  a 
very  gallant  officer,  Mr.  Digby ;  and  her  second  was  Sir 
Henry  Elmore,  who  was  glad  to  go  to  sea  again  with 
his  old  friend  Captain  Brine.  She  had  a  boatswain, 
who  had  not  long  received  his  warrant  for  that -rank, 
Paul  Pringle  by  name ;  her  gunner  was  Peter  Ogle,  and 
her  carpenter  Abel  Bush ;  while  one  of  her  youngest, 
though  most  active  A.B's  was  Billy  True  Blue  Freeborn. 
She  had  a  black  cook  too.  He  was  not  a  very  good  one; 
but  he  played  the  fiddle,  and  that  was  considered  to 
make  amends  for  his  want  of  culinary  knowledge. 

"  For  why,"  he  used  to  remark,  '*  If  my  dufiT  hard,  I 
fiddle  much;  you  dance  de  more,  and  den  de  duff  go 
down — what  more  you  want  ?" 

True  Blue's  three  godfathers  had  resolved  to  become 
warrant  officers  if  they  could ;  and  all  had  studied  hard 
to  pass  their  examinations,  which  they  did  in   a  veiy 
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satisfactory  way,  and  were  considered  well-fitted  for 
their  rank. 

Their  example  was  not  lost  upon  True  Blue.  "  I 
have  never  been  sorry,  that  I  am  not  on  the  quarter- 
deck," said  he  one  day  to  Paul.  "But, 'godfather,  I 
shall  be,  if  I  cannot  become  a  boatswain.  That^s  what 
I  am  fitted  for,  and  that's  what  my  father  would  have 
wished  me  to  be,  I  *m  sure." 

"  That  he  would,  Billy,"  answered  Paul ;  **  You  see  a 
boatswain's  an  ofiicer  and  wears  a  uniform,  and  he*s 
a  seaman,  too,  so  to  speak,  and  that 's  what  your  father 
wished  you  to  be;  and  I'll  tell  you  what,  god-son,  if 
some  of  these  days  when  you're  old  enough,  you 
becomes  a  boatswain,  and  when  the  war's  over  you  goes 
on  shore  and  marries  Mary  Ogle,  so  that  you'll  have  a 
home  of  your  own  when  I  am  under  hatches;  that's  all 
I  wishes  for  you.  It 's  the  happiest  lot  for  any  man,  a 
good  wife,  a  snug  little  cottage,  a  garden  to  dig  in,  with 
a  summer  house  to  smoke  your  pipe  in ;  and  may  be  a 
berth  in  the  dock-yard  just  to  keep  you  employed  and 
your  legs  going,  is  all  a  man  like  you  or  me  can  want 
for,  and  that  is  what  I  hope  you  may  get." 

Billy's  blushes  appeared  through  his  sun-burnt 
cheeks,  when  he  looked  up  into  his  godfather's  face  to 
reply.  The  truth  was,  that  he  and  Mary,  when  he  was 
last  on  shore,  had  had  some  little  talk  about  the  future; 
and  though  nothing  was  settled  positively,  for  what  can 
a  sailor  do  in  the  way  of  settling ;  they  had  hoped  a 
good  deal,  and  in  fact  perfectly  understood  each  other. 

Some  young  men  would  have  turned  the  matter  off 
with  a  laugh,  but  True  Blue  replied,  "  Aye,  godfather, 
there  is  'nt  such  a  girl,  between  the  North  Foreland  and 
the  Land's  End,  so  good  and  so  pretty  to  my  mind  as  Mary 
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Ogle,  and  that  111  maintain,  let  others  say  what  tliej 
will." 

'^  True,  boy,  true,"  cried  Paul,  slapping  him  affeotion- 
ately  on  the  shoulder.  <'  You  are  right  about  Mary; 
and  when  a  lad  does  like  a  girl,  it*8  pleasant  to  see  that 
he  really  does  like  her  right  heartily  and  honestly,  and 
is'nt  ashamed  of  saying  so." 

It  did  not  occur  to  honest  True  Blue,  that  he  had 
used  language  exactly  similar  to  that  in  which  Knights 
of  old  with  spear  in  rest  were  wont  to  speak  of  the 
ladies  of  their  love;  both  prompted  by  the  pure  spirit  of 
true  chivalry. 

The  ^'  Gannet"  had  altogether  a  picked  crew;  and 
Captain  Brine  was  on  the  look-out  to  give  them  eveiy 
opportunity  of  distinguishing  themselves.  There  were, 
to  be  sure,  some  not  quite  equal  to  the  rest.  Tim  Fid 
and  Harry  Hartland  had  joined  with  True  Blue,  and  poor 
Gregory  Gipples  had  managed  still  to  hang-on  in  the 
service,  though  as  his  messmates  observed  he  was  more 
suited  to  sweep  the  decks  than  to  set  the  Thames  on  fire. 

As  yet,  the  saucy  little  •*  Gannet,"  as  her  crew  de- 
lighted to  call  her,  had  done  nothing  particularly  to 
boast  of,  except  capturing  and  burning  a  few  chasse- 
mar^s,  looking  into  various  holes  and  comers  of  the 
French  coast,  exchanging  shots  with  small  batteries 
here  and  there,  and  keeping  the  French  coast-guard  in 
a  very  lively  and  active  condition »  never  knowing  when 
they  might  receive  a  nine  pound  round-shot  in  the 
middle  of  one  of  their  look-out  towers,  or  be  otherwise 
disturbed  in  their  nocturnal  slumbers. 

Captain  Brine  was  up  the  coast  and  down  the  coast 
in  every  direction,  and  if  he  could  manage  to  appear  at 
a  point  where  the  wind  was  least  likely  to  allow  him  to 
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be,  by  dint  of  slashing  at  it  in  the  offing  against  a 
head  wind,  or  by  creeping  in  shore  with  short  tacks,  he 
was  always  more  pleased  and  satisfied,  and  so  it  may 
be  depended  on  were  his  crew. 

The  wind  was  north-east,  the  ship^s  head  was  south ; 
it  was  in  the  month  of  March,  and  the  weather  not  over 
balmy. 

^'A  sail  on  the  weather  bow!"  cried  the  look-out 
from  the  mast  head. 

"  What  is  she  like  ?"  asked  the  second  lieutenant, 
who  had  charge  of  the  deck. 

''  She  looms  large,  sir,"  was  the  answer. 

"  A  ship  or  a  frigate  ?" 

The  information  was  notified  to  the  Captain,  who  was 
on  deck  in  an  instant. 

Whether  the  stranger  was  friend  or  foe,  was  the 
the  next  question  to  be  ascertained.  Doubts  were  ex- 
pressed as  to  that  point  both  fore  and  aft.  She  was 
a  frigate,  that  was  very  certain ;  still  without  trying  her 
with  the  private  signal,  Captain  Brine  did  not  like  to 
haul  his  wind  and  make  sail  away  from  her.  The 
nearer  she  drew  the  more  French  she  looked.  Eighteen 
guns  to  thirty-eight  or  forty  which  probably  the 
stranger  carried,  was  a  greater  disproportion  than  even 
the  gallant  Brine  was  inclined  to  encounter.  All  hands 
stood  ready  to  make  sail  at  an  instant's  notice. 

At  length,  the  two  ships  drew  almost  near  enough  to 
exchange  signals.  **  That  ship  is  French  depend  on  it, 
sir,"  exclaimed  the  first  lieutenant  to  the  Captain, 

"  I  am  not  quite  so  certain  of  that,  Digby,"  answered 
Captain  Brine.  '!  But  if  she  is  not  an  enemy,  she  is 
the  "  Diamond"  frigate,  commanded  by  Sir  Sidney 
Smith.     He  has  a  wonderful  knack  of  disguising  his 


316  TRUE  BLUE. 

ship.  I  have  known  him  to  deceiye  the  French  them- 
selyes,  and  quietly  to  sail  under  a  battery,  look  into  a 
port  and  be  out  again  before  he  was  suspected.  He 
delights  in  such  sort  of  work,  and  is  not  over  bashful  in 
describing  afterwards  what  he  has  done.  We  shall 
soon,  however,  ascertain  the  truth.  Try  the  stranger 
now  with  our  private  signals." 

The  flags  were  run  up,  and  in  a  short  time.  Sir 
Henry  exclaimed, — **  You  are  right,  sir.  She  replies 
and  makes  the  '  Diamond's'  number.  There  is  another 
signal  now.     Sir  Sidney  orders  us  to  close  with  him." 

"  I  felt  almost  certain  that  it  was  the  '  Diamond,' " 
said  the  Captain.  '^  Well,  gentlemen,  I  have  no  doubt, 
that  we  shall  soon  have  some  work  to  do." 

As  soon  as  the  corvette  got  within  a  short  distance 
of  the  frigate,  she  hove  to,  and  a  boat  being  lowered, 
Captain  Brine  went  on  board  to  pay  his  respects  to  his 
superior  officer.     He,  however,  speedily  returned. 

"  Sir  Sidney  proposes  a  cruise  round  the  French 
coast  together,  which  accords  with  our  instructions,"  he 
said,  addressing  his  two  lieutenants,  and  the  news  soon 
spread  through  the  ship. 

Away  the  frigate  and  corvette  sailed  together,  and 
soon  fell  in  with  a  large  lugger,  to  which  they  gave 
chase ;  but  she  turned  out  to  be  the  "  Aristocrat,"  a 
hired  vessel,  fitted  out  by  Grovernment,  and  commanded 
by  Lieutenant  Gossett.     Sir  Sidney  rubbed  his  hands. 

"  We  could  not  be  better  oiF,"  he  exclaimed.  "The 
*  Lion,'  •  Wolf,*  and  *  Jackal '  all  hunting  in  company." 

Not  many  days  had  passed  before  a  fleet  of  vessels 
was  espied  under  the  land,  and  evidently  French. 
One  was  made  out  to  be  a  corvette,  and  the  others 
brigs,  schooners,  and  luggers,  which  she  was  apparently 
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mnvoyhip;,  Cham  wm  initantly  giveo^  and  Uie  §irmger$ 

Awtty  thyjr  wcttt,  doie  in  with  th«  mhorw,  juntai* 
}t<ird  of  oxan  run  aloug  a  b&(lg&  looking  for  an  o{>i;ning 
UiU)  vfhliih  to  e«cape«  At  kngth,  i\n$  water  slumk'd  so 
inu/;h  tliat  tbe  fHgato  bad  to  batil  off.  Tba  corvette 
Mt/>od  on  a  little  longer^  and  bad  to  do  tbe  mnw ;  wbilo 
ihti  lugj/er^  running  on  itill  furtlieri  signalized  tbat  all 
the  itnitmy  had  run  into  a  harbour^  under  sonm  high 
lar^l  whieh  apjieared  to  be  surmounted  with  batteries* 

Hir  Hiilney^  on  tbis^  called  the  other  two  vessiils  near 
U)  hm,  and  informed  their  commanders  that  be  knew 
the  plmm,  and  tbat  be  intended  surveying  the  entrance^ 
which  he  believed  was  deep  enough  for  the  frigate  Iter* 
mtU,  Hie  frigate  and  her  consorts,  then  stoo<l  oft  till 
the  approach  of  evening,  as  if  giving  up  the  pursuit,  as 
soori,  liowever,  as  it  was  dark^  they  once  more  ap* 
proacliwl  tlwj  land. 

All  the  night,  gir  Sidney  and  bis  lieutenants,  and 
CajHain  J^rine  and  bis,  were  busily  sounding  the 
channel,  but  V>efore  day-break/  the  little  squadron 
was  too  far  from  the  bind  to  be  seen  from  it*  A 
favotirable  breea^  carried  them  back,  and  witliout 
hesitating,  undoubtedly  much  to  the  surprise  of  the 
French,  tliey  stood  boldly  on  towards  the  mouth  of  the 
lH)rt.  The  entrance  to  it  was  guarded  by  two  batteries, 
one  iMiyond  the  other,  on  the  left  band,  and  by  several 
f^unUf  jK>sted  on  a  commanding  point,  which  it  was 
nccesnary  to  round  liefore  the  bar1:>our  could  l)e  entered* 
For  the  forts  Bir  Sidney  was  prepared,  as  he  knew  of 
th<;ir  exist<;nce;  and  he  had  directed  four  of  bbi  own 
boats,  with  three  from  the  corvette,  and  one  from  the 
lugger,  to  attack  and  carry  them  in  succession. 
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Mr.  Digby,  from  a  wound  in  his  right  arm,  which 
prevented  him  from  using  it,  was  unable  to  go,  and  so 
Sir  Hemy  Elmore  had  command  of  the  "  Gannet^s 
boats,  and  True  Blue  went  in  his  boat  as  his  coxswain, 
Mr.  Nott,  now  a  mate,  accompanying  him.  Paul  Piingle, 
the  boatswain,  had  command  of  another  boat,  and  a 
mate  and  midshipman  of  the  "  Gannet"  had  choi^  of 
the  other  two.  The  whole  expedition  was  under  die 
command  of  the  first  lieutenant  of  the  frigate,  who  was 
accompanied  by  a  lieutenant  and  the  mannes  of  the 
two  ships.  As  soon  as  the  frigate  and  corvette  got 
within  range  of  the  guns  on  the  point,  the  latter  opened 
a  hot  fire  on  them ;  but  so  well  did  the  ships  ply  theirs 
in  return,  as  they  passed,  that  the  gunners  were  speedily 
driven  from  them. 

On  rounding  the  point,  however,  the  vessels  became 
exposed  to  a  severe  fire  from  the  two  batteries.  A  con- 
siderable tide,  also  was  running  out,  and  Sir  Sidney  saw, 
as  he  expected,  that  the  ships  might  suffer  a  severe  loss 
before  they  could  be  passed,  unless  the  batteries  could 
be  silenced. 

The  order  was,  therefore,  given  for  the  boats  to  be 
lowered,  and  instantly  to  shove  off.  Away  they  dashed, 
with  loud  cheers.  The  French  troops,  not  expecting 
such  a  mode  of  attack,  hurried  down  from  their  batteries 
to  oppose  them  on  the  beach.  This  was  just  what  Sir 
Sidney  wished,  as  it  enabled  the  ships  to  creep  up 
without  being  fired  at.  The  boats,  as  they  advanced, 
were  so  warmly  received  by  the  troops  on  the  beach, 
that  they  could  not  effect  a  landing  at  the  spot 
proposed. 

True  Blue's  quick  eye,  however,  observed  what  he 
thought  looked  like  a  landing-place,  close  under  the 
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nearest  fort.  He  pointed  it  out  to  Sir  Henry,  who, 
calling  the  boats  nearest  to  him  to  follow,  dashed  on 
towards  it.  The  first  lieutenant  of  the  "  Diamond," 
meantime,  so  entirely  kept  the  troops  on  the  beach  em- 
ployed, that  no  one  saw  what  was  occurring. 

In  another  minute,  Sir  Henry  and  his  followers  were 
on  shore.  True  Blue  was  next  to  him,  carrying  the 
fiag.  A  rocky  height,  almost  a  precipice,  had  to  be 
climbed  to  reach  the  fort.  Up  they  all  went  at  once, 
like  goats,  making  violent  springs,  or  climbing  up  with 
hands  and  knees.  True  Blue  was  one  of  the  first, 
helping  up  Sir  Henry,  whose  strength  was  often  not 
equal  to  his  spirit. 

Paul  Pringle  followed  some  little  way  lower  down. 
'*  That's  like  our  True  Blue,"  he  exclaimed,  proudly, 
turning  to  Tom  Marline;  ''ever  first,  and  lending  a 
helping  hand  to  others." 

When  the  English  were  half  way  up,  the  French 
caught  sight  of  them,  and  now  the  whole  body  hurried 
along  the  road  to  regain  the  fort.  It  was  a  desperate 
race  between  the  two  parties.  The  English  had  a 
short  but  rugged  height  to  scale;  the  French  a  longer 
but  smoother  path  to  traverse. 

The  frigate's  boats,  however,  by  a  well-directed  fire, 
assisted  to  in^pede  their  progress,  and  to  thin  their  num- 
bers as  they  went. 

On  sprang  the  daring  seamen.  True  Blue  was  the 
first  over  the  parapet,  and  into  the  fort.  Sir  Henry,  in 
no  way  jealous,  followed  close  to  him.  The  French 
were  almost  at  the  gate,  which  was  left  open. 

••  Here,  Freeborn,"  he  exclaimed,  '•  this  gun,  slew  it 
round,  and  give  it  them.  It  is  loaded  and  primed, 
Bee. 
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The  gun  which  Sir  Henry  touched  was  a  field-piece, 
evidently  brought  for  the  occasion  into  the  fort.  Several 
seamen  assembling,  the  gun  was  instantly  got  rounds 
and  as  the  leading  body  of  French  appeared.  True  Blue 
pointing  it,  fired  it  directly  in  their  faces ;  then  with  a 
loud  shout,  drawing  his  cutlass,  he  and  Sir  Henry 
rushed  furiously  at  them,  followed  by  most  of  the  men. 
So  unexpected  was  the  assault,  that  the  leading  files 
gave  way,  and,  pressing  on  the  others,  hurried  down 
the  narrow  path.  Sir  Henry,  calling  back  his  com- 
panions, they  re-entered  the  fort. 

The  gate  was  then  shut,  lest  the  enemy  should  return, 
and  all  the  guns  were  immediately  spiked.  The  com-^ 
mander  of  the  expedition,  and  the  lieutenant  of  marines 
and  his  men,  had,  in  the  meantime,  come  round  and 
gained  the  height,  in  spite  of  a  heavy  flank  fire  fix)m 
the  French.  Several  of  the  guns  were  now,  besides 
being  spiked,  tumbled  over  down  the  precipice,  and  a 
considerable  amount  of  destruction  effected  in  the 
fort. 

The  French,  however,  were  now  collecting  in  stronger 
force,  and  the  work  on  which  they  were  sent  being 
accomplished,  a  return  to  the  ships  became  necessary. 
The  officer  in  command,  seeing  that  if  they  attempted  to 
return  by  the  steep  way  they  ascended,  they  might  be 
shot  down  in  detail,  resolved  to  make  a  bold  dash  and 
cut  his  way  back  to  the  boats,  which  had  been  com- 
pelled to  return,  under  shelter  of  the  ships.  The  plan 
suited  the  spirits  of  the  men.  The  gate  was  thrown 
open.  Out  of  the  fort  they  dashed,  and  down  the  hill 
at  a  double  quick  march.  They  had  not  got  far  before 
they  encountered  a  large  body  of  French,,  who  attempted 
to  oppose  them;  but  the  enemy,  though  of  double  ^eir. 
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numbers,  could  no  more  withstand  their  headlong 
charge,  than  does  the  wooden  village  the  force  of  the 
avalanche.  Down  before  them  went  the  Frenchmen, 
scattered  right  and  lefl;  but  some  got  up,  and  others 
came  on,  and  the  English  found  themselves  nearly  sur- 
rounded, while  a  considerable  body,  remaining  at  a 
distance,  kept  up  a  hot  and  galling  fire,  which  brought 
down  several  of  the  bold  invaders. 

Pistols  were  flashing.  Cutlasses  were  clashing ;  and 
the  marines  were  charging  here  and  there,  with  their 
bayonets,  keeping  the  French  back  while  they  retired 
towards  the  water,  when  another  large  body  of  French 
were  seen  coming  over  the  hill.  Their  friends  below 
saw  them  also,  and  now  all  uniting  made  a  furious 
onslaught  on  the  English. 

^^  Charge  them,  my  lads,  and  drive  them  back,  or 
they  will  not  let  us  embark  quietly,"  shouted  the 
^  Diamond's'  lieutenant. 

Sir  Henry  Elmore,  with  a  number  of  followers, 
carried  on  by  their  ardour,  went  fUrther  than  was 
necessary,  when  a  shot  from  a  distance  brought  him  to 
the  ground. 

At  that  moment,  the  retreat  was  sounded;  for  the 
fresh  body  of  French  were  coming  oi.  True  Blue  had 
two  stout  Frenchmen  to  attend  to,  and  had  just 
disabled  one,  and  driven  the  other  back  when  he  saw 
what  had  occurred. 

Sir  Henry's  followers  were  almost  overpowered  and 
retreating.  True  Blue  saw  that  he  would  be  made 
prisoner  or  killed,  and  that  not  a  moment  should  bo  lost 
if  he  was  to  be  rescued. 

"  Back,  lads,  and  help  our  officerP  he  shouted, 
springing  desperately  onward. 
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Several  of  the  corvette's  crew,  headed  bj  Tom 
Marline,  followed  him,  Tom  shouting  —  **  Hurra,  lads, 
hurra!  We  mustn't  let  our  True  Blue  be  made 
prisone;r." 

The  French,  who  had  already  had  a  sufficient  taste 
of  the  English  seaman's  quality,  hurriedly  retreated 
for  a  few  yards,  keeping  up,  however,  a  galling  fire. 

They  then  waited  till  the  reinforcement  came  up,  and 
left  the  young  Baronet  unmolested.  This  gave  time  to 
True  Blue  to  spring  forward  and  lift  him  in  his  arms, 
and  to  nm  back  with  him  through  showers  of  bullets 
among  his  shipmates,  before  the  enemy  could  recover 
their  prisoner. 

Sir  Henry,  though  suffering  great  pain,  was  perfectly 
conscious.  '*  Thanks,  my  brave  friend, — thanks.  Free- 
bom,"  he  exclaimed,  '*  YouVe  again  saved  me  from 
worse  than  death.  But  now,  my  lads,  back  to  our 
boats ;  we  shall  do  nothing  now,  I  fear," 

The  boats  only  just  then  reached  the  beach,  and  True 
Blue  had  but  bare  time  to  spring  with  his  charge  -  into 
the  first,  which  proved  to  be  their  own  when  the 
French  troops  came  charging  down  upon  them.  The 
last  man  to  leave  the  beach  was  the  officer  of  marines, 
who,  like  a  true  scjldier,  retreated  with  his  face  to  the 
foe,  amidst  thick  showers  of  bullets.  He  had  just 
stepped  into  one  of  the  boats,  when  he  fell  back  into  the 
arms  of  the  Captain  with  a  cry,  shot  through  the  body. 
He  was  lifted  up  and  placed  in  the  stem  sheets. 

"  Shove  oiF — shove  ojff!"  cried  the  officer. 

The  sailors  shoved  away  with  their  oars,  while  the 
marines  stood  up  with  their  muskets  returning  the  fire  of 
the  enemy,  desirous  to  punish  them  for  the  loss  of  their 
officer.      One  marine  and  two  seamen  had  fallen ;  but 
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several  men  were  wounded.  In  another  minute,  they 
would  with  difficulty  have  got  oflf;  for,  in  the  rear  of 
the  reinforcement,  there  came  rattling  along  two  small 
field-pieces. 

The  boats  were  afloat,  the  men  pulled  away  with  all 
their  might,  and  were  soon  on  board  the  ships.  True 
Blue  would  allow  no  one  but  himself  to  carry  the  young 
lieutenant  below  to  his  cabin.  Of  course,  he  had  to 
return  to  his  duty  on  deck,  for  there  was  hot  work 
going  on ;  but  he  stood  anxiously  waiting  till  he  could 
hear  the  surgeon's  report. 

"  Ah,  mates,''  he  said  to  Fid  and  Hartland,  and  other 
friends  stationed  near  him,  "  If  you  had  seen,  as  I  have, 
young  Sir  Henry  at  home,  and  how  her  ladyship,  his 
mother,  and  sisters  loved  him,  and  made  much  of  him, 
you  would  understand  what  a  killing  blow  it  would  be 
to  them  if  they  heard  that  he  was  dead  or  even  hurt. 
I'd  rather  lose  my  own  right  arm  any  day,  and  my  life 
too,  than  have  them  hear  such  a  tale." 

As  soon  as  the  boats  returned,  the  fire  from  the  frigate 
and  corvette  knocked  over  the  two  field-pieces  and  several 
of  the  men  who  served  them,  and  the  ships  then 
proceeded  up  the  harbour.  The  French  troops,  as  they 
did  so,  followed  them  along  the  shore,  keeping,  however, 
as  well  as  they  could,  concealed  behind  the  inequalities 
of  the  ground;  and  only  occasionally  halting  and  firing 
rapid  volleys  at  them. 

The  French  corvette,  and  several  brigs  and  schooners, 
and  three  armed  lugg^^,  were  soon  seen  either  at  anchor 
close  to  the  beach  or  on  shore.  The  frigate  could  not 
venture  to  close  with  them,  but  the  gallant  little 
"  Gannet"  with  the  lead  going,  stood  on  till  she  had 
scarcely  a  foot  of  water  irnder  her  keel,  and  then  drop- 
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ping  an  anchor  with  a  spring  to  the  cable,  so  as  to 
keep  her  broadside  to  the  corvette,  opened  her  fire. 

The  Frenchmen  replied  briskly  enough  at  first;  bnt, 
as  they  occasionally  got  a  dose  from  the  frigate's  loDg 
gims,  they  gradually  slackened  in  their  efforts  to  defend 
their  ships,  and  finally  were  seen  taking  to  their  boats, 
and  escaping  on  shore.  Mr.  Nott  instantly  volunteered 
to  board  and  set  fire  to  the  corvette.  He  beckoned  to 
True  Blue,  who  flew  to  the  boats  which  had  been  kept 
ready  on  the  side  of  the  ship  away  from  the  shore. 

Within  a  minute,  two  boats  were  pulling  under  a  hot 
fire  towards  the  French  ship.  True  Blue  and  his  com- 
panions speedily  climbed  through  her  ports  both  fore 
and  afl.  They  had  brought  abundance  of  combustibles. 
These  were  instantly  carried  below,  and  the  most  in- 
flammable materials  being  thrown  together  in  piles, 
along  her  lower  deck,  were  set  on  fire.  The  thick 
wreaths  of  smoke  which  ascended  assisted  to  conceal 
the  party  in  their  rapid  retreat;  the  more  rapid  as  they 
could  not  tell  at  what  moment  a  spark  might  enter  the 
magazine  and  blow  them  all  into  the  air. 

Back  they  pulled,  and  were  on  board  the  *'  Gannet" 
once  more,  within  five  minutes  after  they  had  lefl  her 
side,  not  a  man  having  been  hurt,  and  the  work  so 
thoroughly  accomplished,  that  the  corvette  was  in  a 
furious  blaze  fore  and  afb;  the  flames  already  licking  the 
heels  of  her  top-masts  in  their  upward  ascent. 

All  this  time,  the  frigate  astern  and  the  lugger 
ahead  of  the  "  Gannet,"  were  keeping  up  a  warm  fire  on 
the  shore,  to  hold  the  troops  in  check.  They  wisely 
concealed  themselves  when  no  boats  appeared;  but  as 
the  various  merchantmen,  one  after  the  other,  were 
attacked  by  the  boats   of  the  squadron,  they   sallied 
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bravely  out,  and  endeavoured  to  drive  back  their 
assailants.  In  vain,  however,  they  made  the  attempt, 
the  British  seamen  persevered;  and  before  the  evening 
every  vessel  in  the  harbour  was  destroyed. 

Not  a  moment  had  honest  True  Blue  been  idle,  from 
the  time  that  the  boats  had  been  first  sent  away  till 
dark ;  nor  had  he  had  an  opportunity  of  enquiring  after 
the  second  lieutenant.  At  length  the  surgeon  came  on 
deck  to  take  a  breath  of  fresh  air.  True  Blue  stepped 
up  to  him,  and  touching  his  hat,  enquiring  after  Sir 
Henry. 

"Hurt  very  badly,  my  lad,"  answered  the  surgeon; 
"  And  I  am  very  much  afraid  will  slip  through  our 
fmgcrs,  but  do  not  let  that  vex  you.  He  has  told  me  of 
the  gallant  way  in  which  you  brought  him  off  irom  the 
enemy ;  and  his  great  anxiety  seems  to  be,  that  your 
interest  should  be  oared  for — that  you  should  be  re- 
warded." 

<'  Rewarded,  sir! "  exclaimed  True  Blue,  in  a  tone  of 
indignation  and  sorrow.  **  Oh,  sir,  I  don't  want  any 
reward.  Sir  Henry  knows  that  I  would  go  through 
fire  and  water  to  serve  him ;  that  I  would  sooner  have 
lost  my  own  right  arm  or  my  life,  than  that  he  should 
be  hurt.  Do  tell  him,  sir,  that  I  am  unhappy  when  I 
hear  about  a  reward.  I  shall  be  joyful,  indeed,  if  he 
gets  round  again,  and  is  able  to  go  to  his  duty." 

The  surgeon  looked  at  him  somewhat  with  astonish- 
ment. He  had  a  kind  heart,  and  really  wished  to  please 
the  young  sailor,  of  whose  disinterested  affectionate 
character  he  had  no  conception. 

*'  All  right,  my  lad,  I  will  tell  him;  and  I  hope,  after 
all,  he  may  recover,  and  settle  the  matter  with  you  in 
your  own  way." 
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"1  hope  80,  sir,  I  hope  so,"  said  True  Blue;  but  he 
felt  very  sad  about  the  matter. 

This  conversation  took  place  during  a  short  cessation 
of  firing,  when  for  some  reason,  not  ascertained,  the 
French  troops  retreated.  Thej  now  came  back  with 
more  field-pieces,  and  opened  on  the  ships.  HappOj 
the  ebb  just  then  made,  and  a  light  breeze  sprung  up 
and  blew  down  the  harbour.  A  fire  was  kept  up  from 
the  ships,  however,  all  the  time,  while  the  anchor  was 
weighed ;  and,  the  topsails  being  sheeted  home,  they 
stood  out  of  the  harbour. 

Still  the  shot  followed  them.  They  had  got  some 
way  when  True  Blue  felt  himself  struck  to  the  d^k. 
He  lay  some  little  time  before  being  observed  in  the 
dark,  and  then  he  was  carried  below.  He  knew  no 
more,  till  he  heard  a  voice,  in  a  tone  of  deep  grief, 
saying,  **  Oh,  doctor,  is  he  killed  ?*' 

It  was  that  of  Paul  Pringle. 

"  I  hope  not,  boatswain,"  was  the  answer.  **  I  have 
extracted  the  bullet,  which  was  pretty  deep  in ;  and  I 
trust  he  may  do  well," 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

Capture  of  Sir  Sidney  Smith — Home  again — A  Press  Gang. 

As  True  Blue  lay  wounded  in  his  hammock,  he  made 
daily,  almost  hourly,  inquiries  after  Sir  Henry;  and 
nothing  seemed  to  expedite  his  own  recovery  so  much  as 
hearing  that  the  lieutenant  was  considered  out  of  danger. 

Paul  Pringle  had  not  been  so  anxious  about  his  godson 
as  might  have  been  supposed,  for  he  knew  that  he  had  a 
good  constitution;  and  he  had  seen  so  many  people 
recover  from  bad  wounds,  that  he  was  not  alarmed.' 
Still,  every  moment  he  could  spare  from  duty  was 
passed  by  the  side  of  his  hammock  ;  indeed,  his  other 
godfathers  and  friends  bore  him  constant  company, 
and  assisted  to  keep  up  his  spirits. 

The  "  Gannet "  still  continued  in  company  with  the 
"  Diamond";  and  True  Blue's  chief  unhappiness  arose 
at  not  being  allowed  to  join  the  various  cutting-out 
expeditions,  in  which  the  crews  of  the  two  ships  were 
engaged. 

At  length,  by  the  time  that  they  once  more  stood  up 
channel  both  Sir  Henry  and  True  Blue  were  suffi- 
ciently recovered  to  go  on  deck,  the  lieutenant  being 
almost  fit  to  do  some  duty,  though  the  latter  was  not 
allowed  to  exert  himself. 

Sir  Sidney  had  invited  the  young  lieutenant  to  spend 
a  day  or  two  on  board  the  frigate,  as  he  said,  for  change 


328  TRUE  BLUE. 

of  air ;  and  Sir  Henry  got  leave  for  True  Blue  to 
accompany  him,  for  the  purpose,  in  reality,  of  making 
him  known  to  one  who,  brave  himself,  could  so  well 
appreciate  bravery  in  others;  and  who,  if  he  had  the 
will,  would  probably  have  the  means  of  forwarding  the 
young  seaman's  interests. 

Soon  after  this,  in  a  thick  fog,  the  frigate  parted 
company  with  the  corvette.  The  *'  Diamond"  had 
taken  a  number  of  prizes,  and  sent  them  away  imder 
the  command  of  various  officers,  so  that  she  had  very 
few  left.  Sir  Sidney  had  intended  to  go  the  next  day 
into  Portsmouth  to  pick  them  up,  when  he  fell  in  with 
a  schooner  making  for  the  French  coast,  which  turned 
out  to  be  a  prize  to  a  French  privateer  lugger,  the 
**  Vengeur,"  known  to  have  taken  a  number  of  prizes. 

From  the  prisoners.  Sir  Sidney  learned,  that  she 
had  the  character  of  being  very  fast,  that  she  was 
armed  with  ten  nine-pounders,  that  her  commander 
was  a  very  enterprizing  character  himself,  and  that 
she  had  been  in  vain  chased  on  several  occasions  by 
British  cruisers. 

•*  Then  we  must  put  a  stop  to  this  gentleman's  pro- 
ceedings," exclaimed  Sir  Sidney.  "  We  may  not  gain 
much  glory,  but  we  shall  be  doing  good  service  to  the 
commerce  of  our  country ;  and  that,  afler  all,  is  our 
duty,  and  I  take  it  we  could  not  be  engaged  in  more 
honourable  work  than  in  the  performance  of  our  duty." 

"  Certainly  not,  sir,"  warmly  responded  the  young 
lieutenant,  his  guest.  "And,  if  you  will  give  me  leave, 
I  will  accompany  you.  I  am  quite  able  to  endure 
fatigue,  and  will  take  my  young  shipmate.  True  Blue 
Freeborn,  with  me,  of  whom  I  spoke  to  you ;  a  gallant 
fellow,  who  has  twice  saved  my  life." 
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Sir  Sidney,  who  delighted  in  the  sort  of  spirit 
exhibited  by  the  young  lieutenant,  at  once  acceded  to 
his  wishes;  and  arranged  that  he  should  have  charge 
of  one  of  the  boats.  The  frigate  stood  in,  and  soon 
discovered  the  lugger  at  anchor  in  the  outer  roads. 
The  first  lieutenant  was  on  shore  in  England,  the 
second  was  very  ill,  and  the  third  lay  in  his  berth 
severely  wounded  ;  so  Sir  Sidney  gave  notice  that  he 
himself  would  take  command  of  the  expedition. 

The  information  was  received  with  infinite  satisfaction 
on  board,  because,  in  the  first  place,  it  seemed  certain 
that  there  was  some  dashing  work  to  be  done;  and,  in 
the  second,  it  was  believed  in  whatever  the  Captain 
engaged  he  succeeded.  The  necessary  preparations 
were  rapidly  carried  out.  An  18-pounder  carronade 
was  mounted  in  the  frigate  launch,  and  her  crew 
were  also  armed  with  muskets  ;  three  other  boats 
were  armed  with  smaller  guns  ,on  swivels,  and  muskets ; 
and  one  with  muskets  only,  a  wherry,  pulling  two 
oars. 

Everything  was  ready  by  ten  o'clock  at  night,  when 
Sir  Sidney  Smith,  who  was  in  high  spirits^  pushed  off 
from  the  frigate,  taking  the  lead  of  the  other  boats,  in 
his  small  wherry.  In  perfect  silence  they  pulled  away, 
till  through  the  darkness  they  perceived  the  lugger 
ahead  of  them.  The  crews  now  lay  on  their  oars,  while 
their  Captain,  in  a  clear,  distinct  voice,  issued  his 
definitive  orders. 

"  Understand,  my  lads,  we  must  not  alarm  the  enemy 
sooner  than  we  can  help.  Give  her  a  wide  berth, 
therefore,  and  get  between  her  and  the  shore,  so  that 
those  on  board,  if  they  see  us,  may  fancy  that  we  are 
fishing-boats  dropping  out  of  the  harbour.     Then  pull 
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directlj  for  the  lugger^  and  be  on  board  her  as  soon  as 
possible." 

No  further  words  were  wasted.  When  thej  had  got 
to  the  position  indicated,  no  apparent  notice  was  taken 
of  them,  and  they  hoped  to  get  close  alongside  undis- 
covered. 

"  Pass  the  word  along  to  the  men  to  reserve  their 
fire  till  the  Frenchmen  open  theirs,"  said  the  Captain, 
who  continued  ahead.  ''Now,  my  lads,  pull  straight 
for  her." 

Away  dashed  the  boats  as  fast  as  their  crews  could 
urge  them..  The  Frenchmen  were  all  asleep,  or  the 
watch  on  deck  had  not  made  them  out.  When,  how- 
ever, about  a  musket-shot  off,  lights  were  seen,  and 
there  was  a  considerable  bustle  on  deck,  and  hallooing 
and  shouting;  on  they  dashed;  they  had  got  within 
half-pistol  shot  of  the  lugger,  when  '*  Tire!  tire! — ^"  was 
heard,  and  a  volley  was  let  fiy  amongst  them.  As 
usual,  the  dose,  instead  of  checking  their  progress^  only 
stimulated  them  to  greater  exertions.  The  marines 
and  small-arm  men  returned  the  fire  in  right  good 
earnest,  while  the  boats  advanced  more  rapidly  than 
before. 

The  Frenchmen  had  been  very  much  taken  by  sur- 
prise; they  had  barely  time  to  load  their  guns;  but  as 
they  had  not  pointed  them  precisely,  most  of  the  shots 
flew  over  the  heads  of  their  opponents,  and  there  had 
been  no  time  to  trice  up  the  boarding-nettings.  The 
British  were,  therefore,  soon  alongside;  a  fierce  hand- 
to-hand  conflict  commenced  with  pistols,  boarding-pikes 
and  cutlasses,  and  the  gallant  assailants  began  to  climb 
over  her  low  bulwarks,  and  furiously  to  attack  the  enemy 
with  cutlass  and  pistol.     The  French  crew,  though  far 
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outnumbering  the  British,  oould  not  withstand  the 
desperate  onslaught. 

Sir  Sidney  Smith  was  one  of  the  first  on  board.  True 
Blue,  cutlass  in  hand,  leaped  over  the  bulwarks  at  the 
same  moment  from  another  boat,  with  Sir  Henry 
Elmore.  There  was  a  rapid  mingling  of  shouts  and 
cheers  and  cries,  and  rattling  of  musketry,  and  the  crack 
of  pistols  and  clash  of  cutlasses;  and  then  the  privateer*8 
men  gave  way,  leaped  down  below,  and  cried  for  quarter. 
It  was  given ;  and  the  prisoners  were  at  once  secured. 

Scarcely  was  this  done,  when  True  Blue,  who  was 
forward,  discovered  that  the  cable  was  cut,  and  that  the 
vessel  was  drifting  with  the  tide,  now  making  strong  up 
the  river,  rapidly  towaixis  the  shore.  He  reported  the 
circumstance  to  Sir  Sidney,  who  instantly  ordered  the 
boats  to  go  ahead  and  tow  her  away.  Meantime,  search 
was  made  for  an  anchor  to  hold  the  vessel  against  the 
tide  making  up  the  Seine,  every  instant  apparently 
increasing  in  strength. 

"  Here 's  a  small  kedge,  sir,"  cried  True  Blue,  who, 
one  of  the  most  active,  was  searching  away  in  the  fore- 
hold.     "  It  will  be  of  little  service,  I  fear,  though." 

"  Get  it  bent  on.  We  will  try  what  our  canvass  will 
do  first,"  answered  the  Captain. 

Every  stitch  of  sail  the  lugger  could  carry  was  set  on 
her;  but  still  the  breeze  refused  to  blow  with  sufficient 
strength  to  enable  her  to  stem  the  tide,  even  with  all 
the  boats  towing  ahead.  The  kedge  was,  therefore,  let 
go,  but.  as  was  expected,  though  it  somewhat  stopped 
her  way,  still  she  dragged  it  rapidly  on.  Higher  and 
higher  she  drilled  up  the  Seine,  till  at  length  she 
brought  up  oiF  Harfleur,  on  the  northern  bank  of  the 
river,  two  miles  above  the  town  of  Havre. 
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It  seemed  as  if  nothing  more  could  now  be  done. 

''  I  ought  to  return  to  the  frigate/'  said  the  Captain. 
"  Sir  Henry,  you  will  accompany  me.  Mr.  Wright, 
you  will  get  under  weigh  the  instant  the  tide  slackens 
or  a  breeze  springs  up,  and  run  out  to  us." 

Sir  Henry  begged  that  he  might  remain  on  board 
the  lugger  and  share  the  risk  with  the  rest;  though 
it  was  not  without  considerable  reluctance  that  Sir 
Sidney  consented  to  leave  him.  Sir  Sidney  then  pulled 
off  in  his  small  boat  for  the  frigate. 

Daylight  was  now  coming  on,  and  bj  its  means 
several  boats  were  seen  coming  down  the  Seine,  evi- 
dently with  the  intention  of  trjdng  to  recapture  the 
«  Yengeur."  At  the  same  time,  however,  a  small  boat 
was  observed  approaching  from  the  frigate,  and  soon 
afterwards  Sir  Sidney  Smith  himself  stepped  on  board. 

"  My  lads,"  he  said,  "  I  believe  that  we  shall  have 
to  fight  for  our  piize,  and  I  have  returned  to  lend  a 
hand  in  defending  her.  However,  we  have  more  boats 
and  people  than  are  required.  Sir  Henry  Elmore,  I 
must  beg  you  to  undertake  the  charge  of  landing  the 
prisoners  at  Honfieur,  on  the  southern  bank  of  the 
river,  in  the  launch  and  pinnace,  and  then  return 
to  the  "  Diamond."  These  are  my  orders.  We  must 
first,  however,  make  the  Frenchmen  give  us  their  parole 
not  in  any  way  to  interfere  in  whatever  takes  place.  I 
propose  fighting  the  lugger  under  weigh,  till  the  breeze 
and  ebb-tide  enable  us  to  carry  her  out.  The  tide  will 
soon  make,  and  I  hope  to  be  alongside  the  frigate  in  an 
hour,  or  little  more." 

Very  unwillingly  Sir  Henry  quitted  his  gallant  chief 
and  friend,  taking,  of  course,  True  Blue  with  him. 

The  Frenchmen  behaved  very  well,  not  a  little  pleased 
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at  being  landed ;  but  of  course  expressed  their  convic- 
tion that  the  lugger  would  very  speedily  be  captured  by 
the  approaching  flotilla.  They  politely  bowed  to  Sir 
Henry  and  thanked  him  for  his  courtesy  when  he 
landed  them,  and  the  boats  then  made  the  best  of  their 
way  on  board  the  frigate.  He  could  scarcely  resist  the 
temptation  of  returning  to  assist  Sir  Sidney ;  and  had 
not  his  orders  been  very  strict  would  have  done  so. 

It  was  now  broad  daylight,  and  all  the  glasses  of  the 
frigate  were  turned  towards  the  "  Vengeur.**  Another 
large  lugger  as  big  as  herself  was  seen  approaching 
her.     She  got  under  weigh,  and  a  warm  action  began. 

'*  She  is  giving  it  her ! — she  is  giving  it  her  I"  shouted 
True  Blua     "  Sir  Sidney  will  beat  him  I  am  certain." 

So  it  seemed  probable,  by  the  gallant  way  in  which 
the  "  Vengeur "  met  her  approach.  The  latter  was 
soon  seen  to  sheer  off  and  drop  up  the  river  again, 
evidently  having  had  fighting  enough.  Most  anxiously 
a  breeze  was  looked  for. 

Though  victorious  in  this  instance,  the  prize  was 
even  in  a  more  perilous  position  than  before,  having 
drifted  still  more  up  the  river,  and  numerous  boats 
being  seen  in  the  distance  approaching  her.  Down 
they  came,  their  numbers  rapidly  increasing.  Now  she 
opened  her  fire,  right  and  left  upon  them.  They 
returned  it  with  heavy  discharges  of  musketry,  till  she 
was  completely  surrounded  by  smoke,  an  evidence  also 
that  she  had  no  breeze  to  assist  her  in  manosuvring. 

Further  and  further  off  she  drifted,  till,  with  hearts 
foreboding  evil,  the  spectators  on  board,  the  **  Diamond," 
lost  sight  of  her  in  the  distance,  surrounded  by 
smoke.  In  vain  they  waited.  The  day  wore  on; 
there  was  not  a  sign  of  their  gallant  Captain  aild  his 
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brave  followers;  and  at  length  it  became  too  certain 
that  they  must  have  been  taken  prisoners  bj  the* 
French. 

A  strong  breeze  now  sprung  up.  Afler  waiting  off 
the  port  all  the  night,  the  '^  Diamond/'  ran  across  the 
channel,  and  anchored  at  Spithead,  with  the  intelli- 
gence of  Sir  Sidney  Smith's  capture.  The  "  Grannet" 
had  not  yet  appeared,  and  True  Blue,  as  well  as  Sir 
Henry  began  to  be  anxious,  fearing  that  some  mishap 
might  have  befallen  her. 

Two  days  passed  by.  On  the  third,  True  Blue  was 
coking  out  to  the  south-east,  when  he  espied  two  ships 
standing  in  towards  the  anchorage.  He  looked  and 
looked  again.  One  was,  he  thought,  and  yet  dSubted, 
the  "  Gannet/*  so  diflferent  did  she  look  to  the  trim  and 
gallant  little  ship  she  had  but  lately  been;  the  other 
was  a  craft  much  of  her  size,  with  the  English  ensign 
flying  over  the  tricolour  of  France.  The  first  soon 
made  her  number,  and  left  no  doubt  as  to  her  being  the 
*<  Gannet." 

An  action,  and  a  well  fought  one,  had  evidently  taken 
place,  and  the  corvette  had  brought  in  her  captured 
prize;  but  then  came  the  question,  who  among  ship- 
mates and  friends  had  suffered  ?  True  Blue  could  not 
help  thinking  of  Paul  Pringle,  whom  he  loved  with  an 
affection  which  could  not  have  been  surpassed  had  Paul 
been  his  father,  and  Peter  Ogle,  and  Abel  Bush,  and 
his  own  messmates.  Had  any  of  them  been  killed  or 
hurt? 

He  knew  that  Sir  Henry,  who  had  remained  doing 
duty  on  board,  would  feel  somewhat  as  he  did ;  so  he 
went  to  him,  and  Sir  Henry  gratified  him,  by  saying 
that  he  would  at  once  ^make  arrangements  for  going  on 
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board  the  corvette^  the  instant  she  anchored.  A  boat 
was  got  ready,  and  away  they  pulled  for  her.  They 
were  on  board  almost  as  soon  as  the  anchor  was 
dropped. 

True  Blue  glanced  eagerly  forward.  Paul  Pringle 
was  on  the  forecastle,  call  in  mouth,  issuing  the 
necessary  orders  for  furling  sails.  His  heart  felt  re- 
lieved. Ho  would  not  interrupt  him  in  his  duty  by 
shewing  himself.  Peter  Ogle  was  not  to  be  seen,  nor 
was  Abel  Bush ;  but  they  might  be  about  some  duty 
below ;  nor  were  Tim  Fid  nor  Gregory  Gipples  visible, 
though  they  ought  to  have  been  on  deck. 

Having  reported  himself  as  come  on  board  with  Sir 
Henry,  to  the  first  lieutenant,  who  was  near  the  gang- 
way, he  dived  below.  Numerous  hammocks  slung  up 
forward  shewed  that  there  were  many  sick  or  wounded, 
while  groups  of  Frenchmen,  with  sentries  over  them, 
proved  that  a  prize  had  been  taken. 

lie  first  hurried  to  the  gunner's  cabin.  The  door 
was  closed — he  knocked — there  was  no  answer— his 
heart  sunk  within  him — his  thoughts  flew  to  Mary  and 
her  mother.  Gould  Peter  Ogle  be  among  the  killed  in 
the  late  action  ?  He  dared  not  ask ;  he  opened  the  door 
and  looked  in.  The  cabin  was  empty.  He  went  next 
to  that  of  Abel  Bush. 

''  Come  in,"  said  the  carpenter,  in  a  weak  voice,  very 
unlike  his  usual  sturdy  bass.  ''  True  Blue,  is  it  you, 
my  lad  ?  Right  glad  to  see  you,"  he  exclaimed,  in  a 
more  cheerful  tone.  "  Well,  we  have  had  a  warm  brush. 
Only  sorry  you  were  not  with  us;  but  we  took  her  as 
you  see,  though  she  had  a  hard  struggle  for  it.  Do 
you  know,  Billy,  these  Frenchmen  do  fight  well  some- 
times.    They  've  given  mo  an  ugly  knock  in  the  ribs ; 
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but  the  doctor  says  I  shall  be  all  to  rights  soon;  so  no 
matter.  I  don't  want  to  be  laid  up  in  ordinary  yet 
Time  enough  when  I  am  as  old  as  Lord  Howe.  He 
keeps  afloat,  so  may  I  for  twenty  years  to  come  yet,  I 
hope." 

Thus  he  ran  on.  He  was  evidently  feyerish  from  his 
wound. 

"  But,  oh  Abel,  where  is  Peter  Ogle  ?"  exclaimed 
True  Blue,  interrupting  him  at  length. 

**  Peter !  oh,  aboard  the  prize,"  answered  AbeL 
"  Where  did  you  think  he  was  ?" 

"  All  right,"  replied  True  Blue,  not  liking  to  say,  still 
less  to  confess,  why  he  was  more  than  ever  deeply 
interested  in  his  godfather,  though  Abel  knew  the  &ct 
as  well  as  he  did. 

There  had,  however,  been  several  casualties  on  board 
t^e  corvette,  eight  killed,  including  a  master*s  mate, 
and  fourteen  wounded,  including  the  carpenter,  and  two 
other  officers.  It  had  been  a  most  spirited  action,  and 
the  Frenchman  had  not  struck  till  after  being  warmly 
engaged  for  two  hours,  when  she  had  lost  three  times 
as  many  men  as  the  "  Gannet." 

In  the  evening,  both  ships  went  into  the  harbour  to 
be  refitted,  an  operation  which,  from  the  battered  con- 
dition of  the  corvette  and  her  prize,  would  evidently 
take  some  time. 

Captain  Brine  having  only  lately  been  made  a  com- 
mander, was  not  promoted  as  he  deserved;  but  he  was 
promised  his  next  step  in  rank  in  a  short  time. 

Scarcely  was  the  ship  moored,  when  Sir  Henry  sent 
for  True  Blue,  and  told  him  that  on  account  of  his 
having  been  wounded,  he  had  obtained  leave  for  him  to 
have  a  run  on  shore,  and  that  if  he  liked  he  woidd  take 
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him  up  to  London  with  him,  and  let  him  see  more  of 
the  wonders  of  the  great  metropolis. 

The  colour  came  to  the  young  sailor's  cheeks. 
"  Thank  you,  Sir  Henry — thank  you,"  he  answered, 
^'  But,  to  be  honest,  I  ^d  as  lief  go  to  my  friends  at 
Ems  worth,  you  see,  sir.  They  know  me,  and  I  know 
them,  and  though  I  should  like  to  see  her  ladyship,  and 
the  young  ladies,  indeed  I  should,  there 's  Mary  Ogle- 
Peter  Ogle's  daughter,  and  the  truth  is,  weVe  come  to 
understand  each  other,  and  talk  of  splicing  one  of  these 
days,  when  I  *m  a  bo'sun  perhaps,  or  may  be  before 
til  at.  If  you  saw  Mary,  sir,  I  *m  sure  you  wouldn't  be 
offended  at  my  wishing  to  go  down  there,  rather  than 
go  up  to  big  London  with  you,  sir.  But  you  '11  give,  I 
hope,  my  dutiful  respects  to  your  mother,  sir,  and  the 
young  ladies,  and  tell  them  it's  not  for  want  of  love  and 
duty  to  them  that  I  don't  come." 

"  I  am  sure  that  they  will  think  everything  right  of 
you,  Freeborn,"  answered  the  young  baronet,  struck  by 
True  Blue's  truthful  frankness.  **  But  instead  of  being 
a  boatswain,  why  not  aim  at  being  placed,  as  I  long  ago 
wished,  on  the  quarter-deck.  Surely  it  would  please 
your  Mary  more,  and  I  dare  say  my  friends  would 
accomplish  it  for  you." 

"  Thank  you.  Sir  Henry— thank  you — ^I  *ve  thought 
the  matter  over  scores  of  times,  and  never  thought 
differently,"  answered  True  Blue,  with  a  thoughtful 
look.  '*  And  do  you  know,  sir,  I  'm  sure  that  Mary 
wouldn't  love  me  a  bit  the  more,  because  I  was  a 
Captain  than  she  does  now,  or  than  she  will  when  I  am 
a  bo'sun.  She  is'nt  a  lady,  and  doesn't  set  up  for  a  lady, 
and  why  should  she  ?  I  couldn't  love  her  a  bit  the 
more  than  I  now  do  if  she  did.     You  see.  Sir  Henry, 
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she  *8  a  right  true  honest  good  girl,  and  what  more  can 
a  man  like  me  want  in  the  world  to  make  him  happy  ?" 

"  You  are  right,  Freeborn — you  are  right,"  exclaimed 
the  young  baronet,  springing  up,  and  taking  his  friend's 
hand.  "And  I  wish  you  every  happiness  your.Maiy 
can  give  you.  Bemember,  too,  if  I  am  in  England, 
invite  me  to  your  wedding,  and  I  '11  do  my  utmost  to 
come  to  it.  I  have  not  oflen  been  at  a  wedding,  and 
never  thought  of  marrying ;  but  I  am  very  sure  that 
somehow  or  other  you  will  set  me  on  the  right 
course,  by  the  pleasure  I  shall  experience  on  that 
occasion." 

The  next  day,  while  Sir  Henry  went  up  to  London, 
True  Blue  started  oflf  by  himself  to  Emsworth,  his 
godfather  having  too  much  to  do  in  refitting  the  ship, 
t^  be  spared  away  from  her.  He  had  not  given  notice 
that  he  was  coming ;  and  the  cry  of  pleasure  with  which 
he  was  received,  when  his  smiling  countenance  appeared 
at  Peter  Ogle's  cottage  door,  showed  him  that  he  might 
depend  on  a  hearty  welcome. 

A  fair  girl,  with  the  sweetest  of  faces,  rose  from  her 
seat  and  running  towards  him,  put  out  both  her  hands, 
and  did  not  seem  overwhelmed  with  astonishment  when 
he  threw  an  arm  round  her  waist  and  kissed  her 
heartily. 

**  Hillo,  Master  True  Blue,  are  those  the  manners 
you  have  learned  at  sea  ?"  exclaimed  Mrs,  Ogle,  not 
very  angrily  though. 

"  Yes,  mother,"  answered  [Billy,  laughing,  and  still 
holding  Mary  by  the  hand,  and  looking  into  her  face. 
"  It 's  the  way  I  Ve  behaved  scores  of  times  whenever 
I  Ve  thought  of  the  only  girl  I  ever  loved ;  and  now, 
though  I  didn't  intend  to  do  it,  I  couldn't  help  it,  indeed 
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I  couldn't.     I  hope  you'll  forgive  me,    Mrs.  Ogle,  if 
Majy  does." 

**  Well,  Billy,  as  my  good  man  has  known  you  since 
you  were  a  baby,  and  I  've  known  you  not  much  less 
time,  I  suppose  I  must  overlook  it  this  time,"  answered 
Mrs.  Ogle.  "  And  now  tell  me,  how  is  my  husband, 
and  Pringle,  and  the  rest. 

**  Ogle  and  Pringle  are  very  well;  but  Abel  Bush 
has  had  an  ugly  knock  on  his  side.  It  will  grieve  poor 
Mrs.  Bush,  I  know,  when  I  tell  her.  He  '11  be  here 
as  soon  as  he  is  out  of  hospital;  but  he  wants  to  be 
aboard  again  when  the  ship  is  ready  for  sea." 

Good  Mrs.  Ogle,  on  hearing  this,  said  that  she  would 
go  in,  and  prepare  her  neighbour  for  the  news  of  Abel 
being  wounded;  and  after  she  had  done  so,  True  Blue 
went  and  told  her  all  the  particulars,  and  comforted  her 
to  the  best  of  his  power,  and  then  he  hurried  off  to  see 
old  Mrs.  Pringle,  who  forgave  him  for  not  coming  first 
to  her,  which  he  ought  to  have  done.  He  owned  that  she, 
though  not  his  grandmother,  was  as  loving  and  kind  as 
a  real  one  could  have  been. 

The  hours  of  True  Blue's  short  stay  flew  quickly  by 
•—quicker  by  far  than  he  wished.  Never  had  the 
country  to  his  eyes  looked  so  beautiful ;  the  meadows 
so  green,  the  woods  so  fresh,  and  the  flowers  so  bright. 
Never  had  the  birds  seemed  to  sing  so  sweetly;  and 
never  had  he  watched  with  so  much  pleasure  the  sheep 
feeding  on  the  distant  downs,  or  the  cattle  come  trooping 
in  to  tiieir  homesteads  in  the  evening. 

"  After  all,  Mary,"  said  he,  "  I  really  do  think  there 
are  more  things  on  shore  worth  looking  at  than  I  once 
fancied.  Once  I  used  to  think  that  the  sea  was  the  only 
place  fit  for  a  man  to  live  on,  and  now,  though  I  don't 
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like  it  less  than  [I  did,  I  do  love  the  look  of  thsB  place 
at  all  events." 

Mary  smiled.  They  were  sitting  on  a  mossy  bahk 
on  the  hill-side,  with  green  fields  before  them,  and  a 
wood  on  the  right,  in  which  the  leaves  were  bursting 
forth  fresh  and  bright,  and  a  wide  piece  of  water, 
some  hundred  yards  below,  in  which  several  wild  fowl 
were  dipping  their  wings,  while  beyond  rose  a  range  of 
smooth  downs,  the  intermediate  space  being  sprinkled 
over  with  neat  farm-houses  and  labourers'  cottages; 
while  rising  above  the  trees,  appeared  the  grey,  ivy- 
covered  tower  of  the  parish  church,  with  the  taper  spire 
pointing  upwards  to  the  clear  blue  sky,  not  more 
clear  or  bright  though  than  his  Mary's  eyes — so  True 
Blue  thought,  whether  he  said  it  or  not. 

"  Yes,"  said  Mary ;  **  I  am  sure,  True  Blue,  when 
you  come  to  know  more  of  dear  Old  England,  youll 
love  it  as  I  do." 

"  I  love  it  now,  Mary,  that  I  do,  and  everything  in  it 
for  your  sake,  Mary,  and  its  own  sake,"  exclaimed 
True  Blue,  enthusiastically.  **  I  used  to  think  only  of 
fighting  for  the  King,  God  bless  him ;  but  now  I  won't 
fight  the  less  for  him  than  I  did ;  but  I  '11  fight  for  (Md 
England  and  for  you,  too,  Mary,  and  not  the  worse  either, 
because  I  shall  be  thinking  of  you,  and  of  how  I  shall 
hope  some  day  to  come  and  live  on  shore  with  you,  and 
perhaps  go  no  more  to  sea." 

Mary  returned  the  pressure  of  his  honest  hand,  and 
in  the  wide  realms  of  England  no  two  people  were 
happier  than  they  two  were;  for  they  were  faithful, 
guileless,  and  true ;  honest,  and  virtuous ;  and  no  shadow, 
cast  by  a  thought  of  future  misfortime,  crossed  their 
path. 


A   PRESS-GANG.  841 

Thus  the  days  sped  on.  Then  a  letter  came  from  Sir 
Henry,  saying  that  he  had  obtained  another  fortnight's 
leave  for  True  Blue,  and  the  different  families  looked 
forward  to  a  visit  from  the  three  warrant  officers  of  the 
"  Gannet,'*  and  how  proud  did  they  all  feel  that  they 
should  be  at  seeing  them  in  their  uniforms.  Abel 
Bush  was  so  far  recovered  that  he,  at  all  events,  was 
expected  in  a  day  or  two. 

Such  was  the  state  of  affairs,  when  one  evening 
True  Blue  heard  that  an  old  shipmate  of  his  in  the 
'^  Ruby"  was  ill,  at  a  little  public  house  about  three 
miles  off,  nearer  the  sea;  so  at  once  off  he  set  to  visit 
him,  intending  to  bring  him  up  to  Mrs.  Pringle's,  if  he 
was  able  to  be  removed^  for  he  was  a  favourite  and 
friend  of  Paul's. 

When  he  got  there,  he  found  a  good  many  men  in 
the  house,  mostly  seamen,  drinking  and  smoking  in  the 
bar.  However,  he  passed  on,  and  went  up  into  the 
room  where  his  old  shipmate  was  in  bed.  He  sat  talking 
to  him  for  some  time,  and  then  he  gave  him  Mrs. 
Pringle's  message,  and  told  him  that  as  she  had  a  spare 
room,  he  must  come  up  there  and  stay  till  he  was  well. 
He  had  arranged  to  return  with  a  cart  the  next  morning, 
and  had  bid  his  friend  good-bye,  when,  as  he  was  on  his 
way  down  the  dark  narrow  stairs,  he  heard  the  door 
burst  open,  and  a  tremendous  scuffle,  and  shouts,  and 
oaths,  and  cries,  and  tables,  and  chairs,  and  benches 
upset,  and  blows  rapidly  dealt. 

He  had  little  doubt  that  a  press-gang  had  broken  into 
the  house,  and  though  they  lawfully  couldn't  touch  him, 
instinctively  he  hurried  back  into  his  friend's  room, 
knowing  how  unscrupulous  many  people,  when  thus 
engaged,  were,  and  that  if  they  got  hold  of  him  he 
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should  have  no  little  difficulty  in  escaping  from  their 
clutches. 

His  friend,  Ned  Archer,  thought  the  same.  '*  Here, 
Billy,"  he  exclaimed,  "jump  out  of  the  window,  I 
will  shut  it  after  you,  and  you  will  be  free  of  these 
fellows." 

There  was  not  a  moment  to  be  lost.  True  Blue 
threw  open  the  casement,  and  dropped  to  the  ground. 
It  was  a  good  height;  but  to  an  active  lad  like  him  the 
fall  was  nothing,  and  he  would  have  made  no  noise  had 
not  a  tin  pan  been  set  up  against  the  wall.  He  kicked 
it  over,  and  as  he  was  running  off,  he  found  himself 
collared  by  three  stout  fellows,  drawn  to  the  spot  by  the 
clatter  it  made. 

"  You'll  have  to  serve  his  Majesty,  my  lad,  that's 
all ;  so  be  quiet,"  said  one  of  the  men,  for  True  Blue 
very  naturally  could  not  help  trying  to  free  himself  to 
escape. 

**  I  've  served  his  Majesty  long  and  faithfully,  and 
hope  before  long  to  be  serving  him  again  afloat," 
answered  True  Blue.  "  But  just  hands  off",  mates. 
You  Ve  got  hold  of  a  wrong  bird.  I  belong  to  a  sloop 
of  war,  the  *Gannet,*  and  am  away  from  her  on 
Jeave." 

"  A  likely  story,  my  lad,"  said  the  officer  command- 
ing the  press-gang,  who  just  then  came  up.  **  You  are 
fair  spoken  enough;  but  men  with  protections  don't 
jump  out  of  windows  and  try  to  make  off  at  the  sight 
of  a  press-gang.  Whether  you  Ve  served  his  Majesty 
or  not,  you  11  come  along  with  us  and  serve  him  now; 
that 's  all  I  've  to  say  on  the  subject." 

The  officer,  a  coarse-minded  man,  would  not  listen  to 
a  word  True  Blue  had  to  plead,  but  with  eight  or  nine 
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other  men,  captured  at  the  same  time,  he  was  forthwith 
marched  down  in  the  direction  of  the  Hamble  river. 

It  was  a  long  tramp,  and  True  Blue  very  often  looked 
round  for  an  opportunity  of  escaping;  but  his  captors 
were  very  vigilant,  and  there  seemed  but  little  chance 
of  his  getting  away.  Never  had  he  felt  so  anxious, 
and,  as  he  expressed  his  feelings,  down-hearted — not 
for  himself  He  believed  that  all  would  come  right  at 
last,  as  hr  as  he  was  concerned;  but  for  those  he  left 
behind.  He  thought  how  anxious  and  grieved  Mary 
would  be  when  he  did  not  return ;  and  though  he  was 
aware,  tha'  ultimately  they  would  ascertain  that  he  had 
been  carried  off  by  a  press-gang,  he  knew  that  that 
would  not  nend  matters  much. 

A  boat  vas  waiting  for  them  in  the  Hamble  creek ; 
and  the  paity  pulled  on  till,  at  daybreak,  they  found 
themselves  at  the  mouth  of  the  Southampton  water,  on 
board  an  18-gun  brig.  The  pressed  men  looked  very 
sulky  and  aigry,  and  eyed  the  shore  as  if  even  then 
they  longed  to  jump  overboard  and  swim  for  it;  but 
the  sentry,  w.th  his  musket,  at  the  gangway  was  a  strong 
hint  that  thej  would  have  other  dangers  besides  drown- 
ing to  content  with,  should  the  attempt  be  made. 

True  Blue,  who  disdained  to  shirk  duty  on  any  pre- 
tence, perforned  as  rapidly  and  well  as  he  could  what 
he  was  ordered  to  do  ;  but,  at  the  same  time,  his  heart 
was  heavier,  p'obably,  than  that  of  any  one  on  board. 
The  officer  wId  had  captured  him,  might  or  might  not 
believe  his  assertion  that  he  belonged  to  another  ship. 
He  had  not  hs  papers  with  him,  and  he  had  been 
caught  trying  to  escape  from  the  press-gang.  The 
captain  of  the  big  was  on  shore,  and  was  to  be  taken  on 
board  at  Plymcuth,  where  she  was  to  call  in  for  him. 
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"  Where  are  we  bound  for?*'  asked  True  Blue  of  ore 
of  his  new  shipmates. 

"  Don't  you  know,  lad?"  answered  the  man,  with  a 
laugh  which  sounded  cruel  and  harsh  in  his  ears. 
**  Why,  out  to  the  East  Indies  to  be  sure.  That's  the 
land  I  've  heard  of  gold  and  silver  and  jewels  We 
shall  all  come  back  with  our  pockets  well  lired  with 
the  rhino.  Lots  of  prize-money,  lad.  That's  the 
stuff  we  want.  No  wonder  our  skipper  is  in  a  iurry  to 
be  off.  We  shan't  drop  anchor  even  in  Plymouth 
Sound ;  but  he  '11  post  down  from  London,  ard  as  soon 
as  he  sees  us  he  '11  be  aboard,  for  I  know  w^ll  that  he 
will  be  eager  to  be  off.  He 's  in  as  great  i  hurry  to 
finger  the  ingots  as  any  of  us." 

This  was  very  unpleasant  information  for  True  Blue. 
He  had  no  reason,  either,  to  doubt  it.  As  soon  as  the 
tide  made,  the  brig  got  under  weigh,  and  standing  out 
of  the  river,  ran  down  the  Solent  towards  the  Needle 
passage. 

Had  True  Blue  been  on  board  his  own  slip  be  would 
have  been  contented  enough,  even  though  ae  had  been 
bound  out  for  the  East  Indies;  but  to  bs  carried  off 
among  strangers,  without  an  opportunity  3f  communi- 
cating with  those  he  loved,  was  hard,  indeed,  to  bear. 
The  brig  had  got  down  as  far  as  Berrihead  when  it 
fell  very  nearly  calm,  and  a  thick  fog  3ame  on;  not 
an  uncommon  occurrence  in  the  English  Channel 

All  night  long,  the  fog  continued;  and  though  it  was 
not  dark,  all  objects  beyond  ten  or  twmty  fathoms  at 
most  of  the  brig  were  rendered  invisihe.  Her  head, 
therefore,  was  put  off  shore,  to  avoid  tie  risk  of  run- 
ning on  it,  and  a  sail  was  reduced,  st  as  merelj  to 
aUow  her  to  have  steerage  way. 
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The  breeze,  however,  got  up  a  little  with  the  8un, 
which  was  seen  endeavouring  to  pierce  the  mist;  but 
for  a  long  time  the  sun  appeared  to  strive  in  vain  to 
accomplish  that  object. 

At  last  the  silvery  mist  was,  as  it  were,  torn  asunder ; 
and  then,  running  under  all  sail,  and  about  to  pass 
between  the  brig  and  the  land,  appeared  a  large  lugger. 
The  brig  under  reduced  sail,  seen  through  the  fog, 
looked  probably  more  like  a  merchantman  than  a 
man-of-war.  The  lugger  ran  up  the  tricolour,  and 
fired  round-shot  at  the  brig. 

The  first  lieutenant,  springing  on  deck  with  his 
trousers  in  one  hand  and  his  coat  in  the  other,  ordered 
the  brig  to  be  put  about,  and  then  all  hands  to  make 
sail,  and  the  guns  to  be  cast  loose  and  run  out.  The 
Frenchmen,  before  they  discovered  their  mistake,  had 
also  tacked — the  wind  was  from  the  southward — and 
were  standing  back  towards  the  brig;  but  what  was 
their  astonishment,  when,  instead  of  the  thumping  big 
merchantman  they  had  expected  to  make  their  easy 
prize,  to  see  a  trim  man-of-war  with  nine  guns  looking 
down  on  them. 

They  at  the  same  time  had  the  full  taste  of  the  nine 
guns,  and  of  a  volley  of  musketry  also;  to  which  they, 
however,  in  another  minute  responded  in  a  very  gallant 
style.  The  brig  was  to  windward.  The  object  of  her 
commanding  officer  was,  to  jam  the  lugger  up  between 
her  and  the  land,  so  that  she  could  not  possibly  escape. 

The  lugger's  Captain,  unwilling  to  be  thus  caught, 
hauled  his  tacks  aboard,  and  made  a  gallant  attempt  to 
cross  the  bows  of  the  brig.  Her  helm,  however,  at 
that  moment,  was  put  down,  and  a  broadside  fired  right 
into  the  lugger,  one  shot  bringing  down  her  main-yard, 
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and  another  knocking  the  mizen-mast  over  her  side. 
The  escape  of  the  Frenchmen  was  now  hopeless.  They 
must  either  conquer  or  be  captured.  They  made  a  bold 
attempt  to  carry  out  the  former  alternative,  by  imme- 
diately running  aboard  the  brig,  before  the  lugger  had 
lost  her  way,  and  securing  her  with  grappling-irons. 

"Boarders,  repel  boarders!"  shouted. the  first  lieu- 
tenant of  the  brig. 

Among  the  first  who  answered  the  call,  was  True 
Blue.  Seizing  a  cutlass  from  a  heap  brought  on  deck, 
for  there  had  been  no  time  to  buckle  them  on,  he  sprung 
to  the  spot  where  the  Frenchmen  in  ifaickest  numbers 
were  swarming  on  board. 

"  Drive  them  back  for  the  sake  of  Old  England,  our 
king  and  the  homes  we  love,"  he  shouted,  a  dozen 
arming  themselves  as  he  had  done  and  following  him. 

The  officers  in  the  same  way  seized  what  weapons 
they  could  lay  hands  on,  and  met  their  desperate 
assailants.  In  boarding,  those  who  board,  if  they  can 
take  their  opponents  by  surprise,  have  greatly  the 
advantage. 

The  Frenchmen  reckoned  on  this,  and  were  not  dis- 
appointed. A  strong  party  had  made  good  their  foot- 
way on  the  brig's  deck,  when  the  first  lieutenant,  who 
was  a  powerful  man,  seizing  a  cutlass,  with  some  of 
the  best  of  the  crew,  threw  himself  upon  them.  So 
desperate  was  the  onslaught  he  made,  that  none  could 
withstand  it.  The  Frenchmen  fired  their  pistols,  by 
which  several  of  the  English,  who  had  not  one  loaded, 
fell;  and  the  gallant  lieutenant  was  among  others  hit 
Still  his  wound  did  not  stop  his  progress. 

The  Frenchmen  retreated  inch  by  inch,  throwing 
themselves   over  the  brig's   bulwarks  into  their  own 
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vessel.  True  Blue  and  bis  party  had  been  equally 
successful  forward ;  and  now  not  a  Frenchman  remained 
on  the  brig's  deck.  In  another  moment,  he,  with  his 
companions,  had  leaped  down  on  that  of  the  lugger,  and 
though  the  French  far  outnumbered  the  British,  drove 
them  all  abaft  the  fore-mast,  where  they  found  themselves 
attacked  by  another  portion  of  the  brig's  crew,  headed 
by  two  of  her  officers. 

The  first  lieutenant  had  carried  her  aft,  and  the 
French,  seeing  that  all  was  lost,  threw  down  their  arms 
and  cried  out  for  quarter.  It  was  instantly  given,  and 
in  ten  minutes  from  the  time  the  first  shot  was  fired, 
the  capture  of  the  lugger  was  complete. 

As  True  Blue  looked  along  her  decks,  he  thought  he 
recognised  her  appearance.  "  Hurra!"  he  shouted. 
"  Why  she  *s  the  very  craft,  the  *  Vengeur,'  we  took  in 
the  Seine." 

So  she  proved.  From  one  of  the  prisoners,  who 
spoke  English,  True  Blue  learned,  that  soon  after  the 
boats  had  left  her  for  the  frigate,  the  "  Vengeur  "  had 
been  attacked  by  a  large  armed  lugger,  which,  however, 
she  beat  off;  that  then  a  number  of  boats  with  soldiers 
in  them  surrounded  her,  and  that  after  a  furious  action 
had  been  carried  on  for  some  time,  chiefiy  with  mus- 
ketry, and  numbers  of  the  English  had  been  killed  or 
wounded.  Sir  Sidney  had  yielded. 

Between  twenty  or  thirty  officers  and  men  only  had 
been  landed  at  Rouen,  the  rest  having  fallen.  The 
greater  number  were  imprisoned  at  Rouen;  but  the 
French  government  had  considered  Sir  Sidney  as  a 
prisoner  of  state,  and,  with  his  secretary  and  servant, 
he  had  been  placed  in  the  tower  of  the  Temple  at 
Paris. 
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In  the  afbemoon,  the  brig  and  her  prise  ran  up 
Plymouth  Sound ;  and  as  Bhe  had  killed  and  wounded 
and  prisoners  to  land,  and  repairs  to  make  good,  instead 
of  sailing  at  once,  as  had  been  intended,  ahe  had  to 
wait  several  days. 

True  Blue's  gallant  conduct  had  been  obeerved  both 
by  the  first  lieutenant  and  the  master,  and  when  the 
Captain  came  on  board  was  reported  to  him. 

"  I  think  I  must  know  the  man,"  he  observed.  •*  A 
fine  young  fellow;  an  old  shipmate  of  mine  in  tbe 
•  Euby.' " 

True  Blue  was  sent  for.  The  recognition  was  mutnaL 
He  told  his  story,  and  described  also  how  he  had  been 
at  the  former  capture  of  the  "  Vengeur." 

''  I  do  not  doubt  a  word  you  say,'*  said  the  Captain. 
•*  Still,  here  you  are.  I  am  unwilling  to  lose  you,  and 
am  not  compelled  to  release  you.  I  will  give  you  any 
rating  you  like  to  select  in  the  ship." 

"  Thank  you,  sir,  heartily,"  answered  True  Blue. 
•*  But  I  belong  to  the  *  Gannet,*  and  have  no  right  to 
desert  her,  and  have  all  my  best  friends  aboard  her. 
I  would  rather  be  put  ashore  to  join  her  as  soon  as 
I  can." 

**  But  I  cannot  take  any  man's  word  for  such  a 
statement,"  answered  the  Captain.  "  If  it  were  known, 
I  should  have  all  the  pressed  men  coming  to  me  with 
long  yarns,  which  it  might  be  difficult  to  disprove." 

**  Then,  sir,  perhaps  you  will  take  Sir  Henry  Elmore's 
word  for  it.  You  know  his  hand-writing,  I  dare  say. 
I  got  this  letter  from  him  a  few  days  ago."  And  True 
31ue  handed  in  the  note,  somewhat  crumpled,  which 
the  young  baronet  had  sent,  saying  that  he  had  obtained 
longer  leave  for  him. 
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"  That  is  sulficient  warrant  to  me  in  allowing  you  to 
leave  me,  if  we  fall  in  with  the  •  Gannet,' "  observed  the 
Captain,  who  was  a  man  never  inclined,  whether  right 
or  wrong,  to  yield  a  point. 

True  Blue  felt  that  he  was  cruelly  wronged;  still 
he  hated  the  notion  of  running  from  the  ship.  Others 
put  it  into  his  head,  but  he  would  not  accept  it.  "  No, 
I  have  been  unfairly  taken,  and  I  will  be  properly 
released,"  he  said  to  himself.  "  I  '11  do  what  is  right, 
whatever  comes  of  it." 

The  brig's  repairs  did  not  take  long ;  but  the  arrange- 
ments respecting  the  prize  occupied  the  Captain  some 
time,  so  that  nearly  ten  days  passed  before  the  brig  was 
standing  once  more  down  the  Sound, 

Poor  True  Blue's  application  for  a  release  had  been 
ignored,  and  he  now  felt  certain  that  he  should  have  to 
go  out  to  India.  As  they  reached  the  entrance  of  the 
Sound,  a  corvette  was  seen  standing  in.  She  exchanged 
colours  with  the  brig,  and  proved  to  be  the  "  Gannet." 

Captain  Brine,  who  was  superior  officer,  directed  the 
brig  to  heave-to.  A  boat  shoved  oflF  from  her,  and, 
coming  alongside,  who  should  jump  on  the  deck  of  the 
brig  but  Paul  Pringle,  who,  touching  his  hat,  said  in  a 
stern  voice,  that  he  had  been  sent  to  bring  back  to  his 
own  ship  Billy  True  Blue  Freeborn. 
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CHAPTER  XXn. 

The  Cruize  of  the  '*  Gannet." — Captain  Brine  proves  that  wiiit 

men  dare  they  can  do. 

The  "  Gannet"  was  bound  out  to  the  West  Indies.  All 
True  Blue's  friends  were  on  board.  The  indignatioa 
they  felt  at  the  way  he  had  first  been  captured^  and  then 
kept  on  board  was  very  great.  He  had  contrived  to  get 
off  a  letter  directed  to  Mary,  who  of  course  told  her 
father  and  Abel  Bush  what  had  occurred,  and  they  at 
once  told  the  Captain,  who,  finding  that  the  brig  was 
still  at  Plymouth,  hoped  to  get  there  in  time  to  recover 
him. 

**  Ah,  True  Blue,  my  lad,  you  did  right  to  stick  to 
your  ship,  and  not  to  run,"  observed  Paul  Pringle,  whea 
his  godson  told  him  how  much  he  had  been  tempted  to 
do  so.  "  Look  here,  now,  if  you  had  run,  you  see,  you 
would  have  found  the  *  Gannet,'  sailed,  and  lost  your 
ship  altogether.  There  's  no  doubt  about  the  matter. 
Never  do  wrong  that  right  may  come  of  it.  Right 
never  comes  out  of  wrong,  that 's  my  opinion.  What- 
ever happens,  stick  to  that." 

True  Blue,  who  fully  agreed  with  Paul,  promised  thai 
he  would;  and  said  how  thankful  he  was  that  he  had 
attended  to  that  principle  on  this  occasion. 

Sir  Henry  Elmore  was  still  on  board  as  second 
lieutenant,  and  appeared  very  glad  to  see  him.    Captain 
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Brine  called  him  aft,  and  spoke  very  kindly  to  him. 
Moreover,  he  told  him  that  he  had  given  him  the  rating 
of  captain  of  the  foretop,  which  was  a  great  honour  for 
so  young  a  seaman,  and  that  1/9  hen  another  vacancy 
occurred,  he  should  have  the  highest  which  his  age 
would  allow. 

The  ship  had  a  quick  passage  to  the  West  Indies, 
without  meeting  with  an  enemy,  or  even  making 
prize  of  a  merchantman.  When  there,  however,  plenty 
of  work  appeared  cut  out  for  her. 

Before  long,  when  cruizing  oflf  Porto  Rico,  a  sail  was 
descried  from  the  mast  head.  The  stranger  at  once 
bore  down  on  the  corvette.  She  was  soon  made  out  to 
be  a  large  ship. 

No  thought  of  flight  entered  the  heads  of  any  one.  If 
Spanish,  they  would  take  her — if  French  they  might 
hope  to  beat  her  off.  All  hands  were  rather  disap- 
pointed when  she  made  the  signal  of  H.M.  Frigate 
"  Trent,"  and  when  she  came  up  she  hove  to,  and 
Captain  Brine,  ordering  his  boat,  went  on  board. 

The  two  ships  made  sail,  and  stood  in  for  the  land. 
As  they  skirted  along  the  coast,  as  near  in  as  they 
could  venture,  several  vessels  were  seen  at  anchor  in  a 
bay,  under  the  protection  of  a  fort.  Some  were  large 
and  apparently  armed. 

The  frigate  and  corvette  now  stood  off  shore  again, 
and  the  Senior  Captain  informed  Captain  Brine  that  he 
proposed  cutting  them  out  at  night,  when  they  would  be 
less  prepared  for  an  attack.  Before  the  evening,  the 
two  ships  had  run  to  a  sufl^cient  distance,  not  to  be 
seen  from  the  shore. 

As  soon  as  it  was  dark,  they  once  more  beat  up 
towards  the    bay.      Every  preparation  was,  on    the 
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instant,  made  for  the  intended  cutdng-out  expedition. 
There  were  six  boats,  all  of  which  were  placed  under 
the  command  of  the  first  lieutenant  of  the  frigate,  and 
Sir  Henry  Elmore  went  as  second  in  command,  wilt 
True  Blue  acting  as  his  coxswain. 

The  ships  hove  to,  and  the  boats  shoved  off  from 
their  sides  about  midnight.  In  two  of  them  the  marines 
of  the  frigate,  with  their  officer,  were  embarked,  to  act 
on  shore  if  necessary.  The  plan  was,  that  they  were 
together  to  board  each  vessel  in  succession,  beginning 
at  the  largest.  With  muffled  oars  and  *in  dead  silence, 
away  they  pulled.  The  night  was  as  dark  as  it  ever  is 
under  ordinary  circumstances  in  the  tropics ;  but  the 
phosphoric  sparkle  of  the  water  as  the  boats  clove  their 
way  through  it,  and  the  oars  lifted  it  in  their  upward 
stroke  might  have  betrayed  them,  as  they  drew  near, 
had  the  Spaniards  been  vigilant. 

The  frigate's  boats,  it  was  settled,  should  board  aft, 
while  the  corvette's  boarded  forward  of  each  vessel. 

The  outline  of  the  hills  rose  in  a  clear  line  ahead, 
while  the  fort  appeared  directly  above  their  heads, 
looking  down  on  the  anchorage,  where  the  numerous 
masts  of  the  vessels  lay  clustered  together.  Not  a  light 
appeared — there  was  not  a  movement  of  any  sort — 
the  Dons  were  evidently  fast  asleep. 

They  were  close  alongside  one  of  the  largest  ships — a 
heavy  merchantman  she  seemed — when  the  loud  bark- 
ing of  a  dog  was  heard.  Still  no  one  was  aroused.  It 
increased  in  fury  as  they  approached.  At  last  one  of 
the  watch  must  have  seen  the  strange  boats,  for  he 
shouted  to  his  shipmates. 

They  did  not  understand  their  danger  till  the  British 
seamen  were  climbing  up  the  ship's  sides,     l^e  deck 
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was  won,  and  every  Spaniard  who  came  up  from  below 
was  unceremoniously  knocked  down  again.  The  prize  was 
armed,  and  the  crew  were  numerous;  so  as  soon  as  they 
were  secured  below  hatches,  a  mate,  with  a  boat's  crew, 
was  ordered  to  cut  the  cable,  make  sail,  and  carry  her 
out  to  the  ships  outside. 

This  first  victory  had  been  bloodless  and  easy;  but 
now  all  the  crews  of  the  vessels  were  on  the  alert,  as 
were  the  garrison  of  the  fort,  though  in  the  darkness 
they  were  unable  to  ascertain  in  which  direction  to 
point  their  guns.  However,  they  soon  opened  their  fire 
on  the  outer  ship  when  she  began  to  move;  but  their 
range  was  not  correct,  for  their  shot  fell  among  friends 
and  foes  alike.  It  was  no  child's  play.  The  shot  fell 
rapidly  among  the  boats,  and  at  the  same  moment  a 
warm  fire  of  musketry  was  opened  on  them  from  the 
decks  of  the  vessels,  proving  that  there  must  be  a  con- 
siderable number  of  men  among  them,  and  that  some 
were  well  armed. 

To  silence  the  fort,  the  marines  were  ordered  to  land, 
and  while  they  gallantly  rushed  up  the  heights  to  storm 
it,  the  blue  jackets  pulled  on  towards  the  next  vessel 
before  them.  As  they  got  alongside,  she  seemed  like  a 
man-of-war,  or  a  privateer;  but  there  was  no  time  for 
deliberation.     Up  her  sides  they  were  bound  to  go. 

As  Sir  Henry  and  his  boat's  crew  made  the  attempt, 
they  were  received  with  boarding  pikes  and  pistol  shots 
in  their  faces.  The  bow-gun  in  the  boat  was,  in  return, 
pointed  up  and  loaded  to  the  muzzle  with  musket  balls 
and  all  sorts  of  langridge.  It  cleared  a  space  on  the 
deck,  and  before  it  was  again  occupied,  the  English  had 
possession  of  it. 

Two  vessels  were  thus  taken,  both  armed;  but  the 
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strength  of  the  catting-oat  party  was  gndnaSj 
decreasing,  while  the  number  of  the  enemy  appemd  m 
large  as  ever. 

The  cable  of  the  vessel,  a  schooner,  was  cat,  and  ^ 
night  wind  blowing  off  shore,  head-sail  was  got  on  her, 
and  she  stood  ont  after  the  first  captured.  The  boitB 
palled  on  to  attack  a  third  vessel,  while  the  fire  oi  fht 
marines,  as  they  stormed  the  fort,  smartly  returned  bj 
its  defenders,  lighted  np  the  ground  above  them. 

The  next  vessel  was  also  a  schooner.     She  kx^oed 
long  but  low,  and  it  seemed  as  if  there  would  be  bat 
little  difficult  J  in  boarding  her;  but  it  was  ibaDd,tf 
they  got  up  to  her,  that  stout  boarding  nettings  were  tied 
up  all  round,  though  no  one  was  to  be  seen  on  her  deck& 
Sir    Henry  Elmore's  division  was  the   first  wludi 
reached  her,  and  True  Blue  was  the  first  man  up  her 
side,   the  young   lieutenant  being  close   behind  him. 
True  Blue  was  hacking  away  at  the  netting,  as  were  ^ 
other  boarders,  several  of  whom  had  leaped  down  on  the 
deck,  when  True  Blue  sprang  through  the  opening  he 
had  made,  and  grasping  Sir  Henry,  literally  forced  hin 
back  into  the  boat.     Before  a  word  could  be  spoken, 
there  was  a  loud  roar — the  deck  of  the  vessel  lifted — 
fierce  fiames  burst  out  from  her  sides,  and  all  still  on 
board  were  blown  into  the  air.     True  Blue's  quick  eye 
had  detected  the  first  glare  of  the  fiame  as  it  appeared 
through  the  hatchway,  and  instantly  he  sprang  back,  or 
he  would  have  been  too  late.     As  it  was,  he  was  very 
much  scorched,  as  was  Sir  Henry,  in  a  less  d^;iee, 
though  somewhat  hurt  by  his  fall. 

'•  You  have  again  saved  my  life,  Freeborn,"  he  ex- 
claimed, as  soon  as  he  had  recovered  his  senses,  and 
saw  what  had  occurred. 
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"All  right,  sir,"  answered  Billy.  "But  we  will 
punish  the  next  craft.  I  suppose  they  don't  all  intend 
to  blow  up.  Hurra  I  lads.  We've  not  done  with  the 
Dons  yet." 

Even  while  he  was  speaking,  the  mast,  spars,  and 
rigging  of  the  vessel  which  had  blown  up,  kept  thickly 
falling  around  them ;  some  of  the  English  seamen  were 
hurt,  and  one  or  more  killed  by  them,  besides  three  oi; 
four  killed  by  the  actual  explosion  on  board;  still  the 
commander  of  the  expedition  was  not  a  man  to  give  up 
any  work,  on  account  of  losses,  till  it  was  accomplished, 
or  until  he  found  that  it  would  be  impossible  to  carry 
out  his  intentions. 

On  they  went,  therefore,  towards  the  next  vessel,  a 
large  brig.  The  Spanish  crew  were  prepared  to  receive 
them,  and  opened  a  hot  fire  from  several  guns,  which| 
however,  from  being  pointed  too  high,  the  shot  passed 
over  their  heads. 

The  boats  were  the  next  instant  alongside.  Sir 
Henry,  with  True  Blue,  gained  the  forecastle.  Scarcely 
for  a  minute  did  the  Spaniards  withstand  their  on* 
slaught.  Their  boats  were  on  the  opposite  side»  and, 
rapidly  retreating,  they  leaped  into  them. 

"  Elmore,  do  you  and  your  boat's  crew  keep  posses- 
sion  of  the  vessel  and  carry  her  out,"  said  the  first 
lieutenant  of  the  frigate.  "  I  will  take  a  couple  more, 
and  if  possible  come  back  for  the  rest." 

Having  hurriedly  uttered  these  directions,  he  with 
his  men  leaped  into  their  boats,  while  Sir  Henry  gave 
the  necessary  orders  for  getting  the  brig  under  weigh; 
the  jib  was  hoisted,  and  two  hands  were  sent  aloft  to 
lower  the  foretopsail. 

True  Blue,  however,  without  waiting  for  any  orders. 
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acted  on  the  impulse  which  seized  him,  and  hurried 
below.  It  was  more  than  an  impulse,  though.  His 
mind  was  full  of  the  dreadful  fate  he  and  his  com- 
panions had  just  escaped;  and  it  occurred  to  him  that 
the  Spaniards  might  again  be  guilty  of  a  similar  act  of 
barbarity. 

All  was  quiet  below;  but  a  stream  of  light  issued 
from  a  chink  in  one  of  the  side  cabins.  He  hastily 
opened  the  door.  A  wax  candle,  or  rather  a  taper,  was 
burning  on  the  top  of  a  cask.  The  cask  was  full  of 
black  grains.  It  was  gunpowder!  Several  similar 
casks  stood  around.  I'he  slightest  heeling  over  of  the 
brig,  as  her  sails  felt  the  wind,  might  make  her  snare 
the  fate  of  her  consort;  or  in  another  minute  or 'two 
the  candle  itself  would  burn  down  and  ignite  the 
powder. 

There  was  not  a  moment  to  be  spared  for  deliberation; 
and  yet  the  slightest  act  of  carelessness  would  destroy 
him  and  his  friends.  A  single  spark  falling  from  the 
long  wick  would  be  ruin.  He  gazed  at  the  light  sternly. 
A  firm  hand  and  a  brave  heart  was  required  to  do  that 
apparently  simple  act — to  withdraw  the  taper  from  the 
cask.  It  must  be  done  at  that  moment.  He  heard  Sir 
Henry  calling  him  to  take  the  helm.  Planting  both  his 
feet  on  either  side  of  the  cask  to  steady  himself,  he 
stooped  down,  and  bringing  both  his  hands  round  the 
taper,  enclosed  it  tightly  within  them,  withdrawing 
them  quickly,  and  at  the  same  time  pressing  out  every 
particle  of  fire.  When  it  was  done,  his  heart  beat  more 
freely.  He  hurried  round  to  ascertain  that  no  other 
similar  mine  existed  ready  to  destroy  them;  and  then 
returning  on  deck,  went  calmly  to  the  helm. 

The  gallant  marines  had,  in  the  mean  time,  bravely 
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done  the  work  on  which  they  had  been  sent,  as  was 
evident  from  the  cessation  of  the  fire  from  the  fort,  and 
the  cries  of  the  Spaniards,  who  had  been  driven  out  of  it. 
Having  spiked  the  guns  they  came  down  to  the  shore, 
when  the  boats  went  in  and  re-embarked  them. 

A  large  merchant- ship  was  brought  off,  and  another 
schooner.  The  rest  of  the  vessels  were  either  scuttled 
or  on  shore;  the  latter  were  set  on  fiie;  and  the  whole 
expedition  then  sailed  away  with  their  well-won 
prizes. 

"  I  called  to  you  some  time  before  you  came  to  the 
helm.  Where  were  you,  Freeborn?'*  said  Sir  Henry, 
as  the  brig  they  had  captured  had  got  some  way  out  of 
the  harbour. 

True  Blue  only  then  told  his  superior  officer  of  the 
providential  escape  they  had  had. 

^^  But  we  ought  to  have  drowned  the  casks.  Should 
any  careless  fellow  be  prowling  about  with  a  light,  we 
might  all  be  blown  up  as  it  is." 

'*  The  people  were  too  busy  on  deck  I  knew.  Sir 
Henry,"  answered  True  Blue.  "I  shut  to  the  door, 
and  I  think  that  there  is  no  risk." 

Sir  Henry,  however,  very  naturally  did  not  feel  com- 
fortable till  he  had  taken  precautions  against  the  risk 
they  were  running.  Sending  Tom  Marline,  now  a 
quartermaster,  to  the  helm,  be  got  a  lantern,  and  he 
and  True  Blue  going  below,  brought  all  the  casks  of 
powder  they  could  find  in  the  cabin  on  deck.  True 
Blue  then  suggested  that  they  might  search  further; 
and  in  the  hold  of  the  vessel  they  discovered  a  con- 
siderable quantity  more,  while  the  magazine,  the  door 
of  which  had  been  left  open,  was  full.  Had,  therefore, 
the  first  explosion  merely  set  her  on  fire,  the  remainder 
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of  the  powder,  they  must  have  known,   would  hsre 
blown  her  and  all  on  board  to  fragments. 

"  Had  you  been  an  officer,  Freeborn,  you  would  have 
been  able  to  have  command  of  the  prize/'  observed  Sir 
Henry.  "  I  wish  you  were  from  my  heart,  for  yoa 
deserve  it  richly." 

"  Very  happy  as  I  am,  Sir  Henry,  thank  you,"  was 
True  Blue's  answer.  "  May  be  when  I  'm  a  bo'son 
I  may  have  charge  of  some  craft  or  other;  but  I  Veno 
wish  now  to  command  this  or  any  other  vessel." 

All  Sir  Henry,  indeed,  could  say,  would  not  rddse 
True  Blue*s  ambition.  He  got,  however,  very  gfeat 
commendation  from  Captain  Brine,  for  his  conduct  in 
the  cutting-out  expedition.  The  prizes  were  officered  ind 
manned  from  the  frigate  and  corvette,  though  chiefly 
from  the  latter,  as  the  frigate  had  already  sent  awaj  a 
number  of  her  people  in  vessels  captured  before. 

The  two  ships,  shortly  afler  this,  parted  company. 
The  ^'  Gannet  "  took  two  or  three  prizes  after  this,  and 
sent  them  into  Jamaica.  Thus  her  crew  was  still  much 
further  reduced.  Some  little  time  after  this,  while  the 
'^  Gannet"  was  standing  to  the  southward  of  Guadaloupe, 
having  gone  through  the  passage  between  that  island 
and  Dominique,  the  island  of  Desiderade  being  to  the 
southward  and  east,  a  moderate  breeze  blowing  from 
the  eastward,  just  as  day  broke  the  land  was  seen  in 
the  far  distance ;  and,  much  nearer,  on  the  weather 
beam,  a  sail,  which  no  one  doubted  was  an  enemy's 
frigate. 

There  she  lay,  witli  fully  twenty  guns  grinning 
through  each  of  her  sides,  opposed  to  the  "  Gannet^s  " 
nine  in  her  broadside.  Some  short  time  elapsed 
after  the  two  ships  had  discovered  each  other.     The 
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midshipman  of  the  watch  had  gone  down  to  summon 
Captain  Brine. 

"  I  wonder  what  now  our  skipper  will  do?"  observed 
lorn  Marline  to  True  Blue.  "Shall  we  fight  the 
Frenchman,  or  up  stick  and  run — or  give  in  if  we  find 
tint  he  has  a  faster  pair  of  heels  than  we  have,  which 
is  likely  enough?" 

'<  Run ! — Give  in  1"  ejaculated  True  Blue.  "  I  hope 
notj  indeed.  I  know  you  too  well,  Tom,  to  fancy  that 
you'd  be  for  doing  either  one  or  the  other  without  a 
hare  tussle  for  it.  It 's  my  idea  the  Captain  won*t  give 
in,  «8  long  as  we  have  a  stick  standing  or  the  ship  will 
fioat.  If  we  are  taken,  depend  on  it  he  will  sell  the 
Frenchmen  a  hard  bargain.*' 

'^  Eight,  lad,  right,''  exclaimed  Tom  Marline.  **  1 
knowed,  Billy,  that  you  'd  think  as  I  do ;  and  if  the 
Captain  proposes  to  do  what  I  think  he  will,  we  must 
stick  by  him,  for  I  know  some  of  the  people  don't  quite 
like  the  look  of  things,  and  fancy  it 's  hopeless  to  con- 
tend with  such  odds." 

Captain  Brine,  however,  when  he  came  on  deck  and 
took  a  survey  of  the  state  of  affairs,  did  not  seem  to 
hold  quite  to  the  opinion  of  Tom  and  True  Blue.  His 
heart  did  not  quail  more  than  theirs ;  but  he  refiected 
that  he  had  no  right  to  hazard  the  lives  of  his  people 
and  the  loss  of  his  ship  in  a  contest  against  odds  so 
great,  if  it  could  be  avoided.  He  gave  a  seaman's 
glance  round  as  he  came  on  deck,  and  then  instantly 
ordered  all  sail  to  be  made,  and  the  ship's  head  to  be 
kept  north-west. 

The  stranger,  which  then  hoisted  French  colours, 
leaving  no  doubt  of  her  character,  made  all  sail  in 
chase.     Anxiously  she  was  .watched  by  all  hands. 
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"  I  thonglit  how  it  would  be,  Billy,"  ezobdmed  T«b 

Marline ;  '*  she  is  coming  up  fast  with  us.  The  Mood 
seers  build  fast  ships;  there's  no  doubt  on*t;  we  diil 
have  to  fight  her." 

Meantime,  however,  all  the  crew  were  not  so  'salisU 
Gipples,  and  several  others  like  him,  looked  at  tiff 
overpowering  enemy ;  and  some  went  so  far  as  to  gi 
below  to  fetch  out  their  bags,  for  the  sake  of  puttingo 
their  best  or  additional  clothing. 

"  I  don't  see  why  we  should  go  for  to  have  our  hdb 
shot  away,  or  get  our  legs  and  arms  knocked  offjort 
for  the  sake  of  what  the  Captain  calls  h<moar4ai 
glory,"  observed  Gipples  in  a  low  voice  to  those  stiad* 
ing  near  him.  "We  are  certain  to  lose  the  shipaiJ 
be  made  prisoners,  when  a  quarter  of  ns,  or  it  atj 
be  half,  are  killed  and  wounded,  and  I  for  one  don't  lei 
the  fun  of  that." 

"  No  more  don't  I,"  observed  Sam  Smatch,  who  kd 
come  up  on  deck  to  have  a  look  at  the  state  of  afiTaiis. 
"I've  been  fiddler  of  a  seventy-four,  and  now  Ita 
cook  of  this  here  little  craft,  all  for  the  sake  of  dd 
friends,  and  I  Ve  lamed  a  thing  or  two  ;  bnt  I  haveit 
lamed  that  there 's  any  use  knocking  your  head  against 
a  stone  wall,  or  trying  to  fight  an  enemy  just  threi 
times  your  size;  and  that's  the  real  difference  betweei 
US  and  that  big  Frenchman.  Mind  you,  mates,  though* 
I  don't  want  to  be  made  a  prisoner  by  the  Frenchmea 
but  it  can't  be  helped,  that  I  see." 

Such  was  the  tone  of  the  remarks  made  by  a  con* 
siderable  number  of  the  crew,  as  they  watched  the 
gradual  approach  of  the  frigate.  It  was  not  surprising, 
when  they  considered  that  they  had,  with  their  dimin- 
ished numbers,  not  a  hundred  men  to  oppose  to  upwards* 
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probably,  of  three  hundred.  Mr.  Digby,  the  first  lieu- 
tenant, as  he  passed  along  the  decks,  observed  their 
temper,  and  reported  it  to  the  Captain. 

"  Never  mind  what  some  of  them  just  now  feel,"  he 
answered ;  "  we  have  plenty  of  good  men  and  true,  who 
will  stand  by  me  to  the  last.  I  intend  to  fight  the 
Frenchman,  and  beat  him  off,  too«  Send  the  men  afb, 
I  will  speak  to  them.*' 

The  crew,  both  the  discontented  and  the  staunch, 
came  crowding  ail. 

"My  lads,"  cried  Captain  Brine,  "you  have  served 
with  me  now  for  some  time,  and  on  numerous  occasions 
shewed  yourselves  to  be  gallant  and  true  British  sailors. 
We  have  been  in  several  actions  when  the  enemy  has 
been  fully  equal  to  us  in  force,  and  we  have  never 
failed  to  come  off  victorious ;  and  not  only  victorious, 
but  for  every  man  we  have  lost,  the  enemy  have  lost 
five  or  six.  As  I  have  ever  before  been  successful,  so 
I  hope  to  be  now.  You  see  that  French  frigate  coming 
up  astern.  I  intend  to  engage  her,  as  I  am  sure  you 
will  all  stand  by  me  to  the  last.  Never  mind  that  she 
has  got  twice  as  many  guns  as  we  have,  if  we  handle 
our  bull-dogs  twice  as  well  as  she  does  hers  we  shall  be 
a  match  for  her.  So,  my  lads,  go  to  your  quarters* 
Fight  as  bravely  as  you  ever  have  done  for  our  good  king 
and  dear  Old  England;  and  let  us  uphold  the  honour 
of  our  fiag,  and  thoroughly  drub  the  Frenchmen." 

•*  That  we  will,  sir,  that  we  will,"  shouted  True  Blue, 
several  others  joining  him.  "  Hurra !  for  Old  England! 
Hurra!   hurra!   hurra!" 

Not  a  voice  but  irresistibly  echoed  that  sound,  and 
scarce  a  man  who  did  not  in  a  moment  feel  eager  for 
the  expected  fight. 
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"  The  sooner,  then,  we  b^in  the  better,  my  Ui,* 
continaed  Captain  Brine.  "  Gro  to  your  quarters;  mit 
till  I  give  the  word  to  fire ;  and  when  I  do  give  it,  doii!t 
throw  yonr  shot  away." 

Afler  another  hearty  cheer,  set  off  by  True  Blue,  Ae 
men  went  steadily  to  their  quarters.  Royals  and  top* 
gallant-sails  were  now  handed,  the  courses  were  deiri 
up,  and  the  corvette,  under  her  three  topsails,  stoid 
calmly  on,  waiting  the  approach  of  the  enemy.  Ub- 
doubtedly  the  Frenchmen  fancied  that  some  despenle 
trick  was  going  to  be  played  them. 

On  came  the  frigate.  "  Bemember,  lads,  do  not  fire 
till  every  shot  will  tell,"  cried  Captain  Brine.  **  Wait 
till  I  give  the  word." 

The  frigate,  under  all  sail,  approached  on  the  stff- 
board  and  weather  beam  of  the  corvette.  As  the  fomMr 
found  that  her  small  antagonist  was  within  range  of  her 
guns,  she  opened  her  fire;  but  the  guns,  being  pointed 
high,  either  passed  over  the  British  ship,  or  mei^ 
injured  some  of  her  rigging. 

When  the  Frenchman  got  within  hail,  some  one  on 
board,  seeing  the  small  size  of  the  corvette,  and  believing 
that  she  would  instantly  give  in,  simg  out — "  Strike- 
strike,  you  English.'* 

"  Aye,  that  we  will,  and  pretty  hard  too,**  answered 
Captain  Brine,  through  his  speaking  trumpet.  **  Gire 
it  them,  my  lads ! " 

The  loud  cheer  which  the  crew  gave,  on  hearing  this 
reply  had  not  died  away,  before  every  shot  from  the 
corvette's  broadside  had  found  its  way  across  the 
frigate's  decks,  or  through  her  side.  Again  the  heavy 
carronades  were  run  in  and  loaded  in  a  way  few  but 
British  seamen  can  handle  them. 
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'<  Remember,  lads,  we  have  to  make  our  nine  guns  of 
a  side  do  more  work  than  the  Frenchman's  twenty," 
cried  True  Blue,  as  he  hauled  in  on  the  gun  tackle,  • 
every  muscle  strained  to  the  utmost.  ''  Hurra  !  boys, 
we  've  already  sent  twice  as  many  shot  aboard  him  as 
he  has  given  us." 

With  similar  cries  and  exclamations.  True  Blue,  and 
others  of  the  best  seamen,  encouraged  the  rest,  while 
the  commissioned  and  warrant  officers  kept  their  eyes 
on  any  who  seemed  to  despair  of  success,  and  urged 
them  to  persevere. 

Captain  Brine  seldom  for  a  moment  took  his  eye  off 
the  French  ship,  and  kept  his  own  just  at  sufficient  dis- 
tance to  let  his  carronades  have  their  full  effect,  and 
yet  not  near  enough  to  run  the  risk  of  being  suddenly 
boarded,  should  any  of  his  masts  or  spars  be  shot  away. 
This  seemed  to  be  the  aim  of  the  Frenchman,  for  but 
very  few  of  her  shot  had  struck  thje  hull  of  the  corvette, 
though  they  had  considerably  damaged  her  rigging. 

At  length  the  frigate  put  up  her  helm  to  close. 
Captain  Brine,  who  had  been  watching  for  such  a 
manoeuvre,  shouted  to  his  men  to  cease  firing  for  an 
instant,  till  her  head  came  round. 

•*  Now,  rake  her,  my  boys,"  he  cried,  and  the  shot 
and  various  missiles,  with  which  the  guns  were  loaded, 
went  crashing  in  through  the  frigate's  bow  ports  and 
along  her  main  deck. 

He  then  put  his  own  helm  down,  and  hauling  the 
tacks  aboard,  would  have  shot  ahead  of  the  Frenchman, 
had  not  the  latter  done  the  same  to  prevent  her  oppo- 
nent obtaining  the  weather  gauge.  Just  as  she  was 
doing  so,  she  received  the  larger  portion  of  another 
broadside.     Thus  the  two  ships  ran  on.     Nothing  could 
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exceed  tbe  npiditr  with  whkh  the  *'  GannetV  cicvl 
kepc  op  ch<ir  dre.  Far  neftrij  two  hours  they  U| 
^^uOTt  on. 

One  nun  c«iIt  had  be^i  wounded.  What  the  casnal^l 
w%>re  (hey  eould  no(  tell;  but  they  had  every  reasonUl 
beliere  them  severe.  Sudden! j  the  frigate  ceased  fiioft 
she  was  s«>ea  to  haul  her  tacks  aboard,  and  awayik 
stocd  to  the  northward,  under  a  press  of  sail;  the  eff* 
Tette  bein^  too  much  cut  up  in  rigging  and  sails  to  foDo^ 

Right  heartr  were  the  cheers  which  burst  fromtk 
thrvac$  of  the  seamen  when  they  found  that  vi 
Captain  had  tullilled  his  promise,  and  beat  off  tk 
Frenchmen. 

No  one  cheered  more  loudly  than  Gr^ory  Gippkk 
VThether  or  not  at  pleasure,  at  having  escaped  widifl^ 
harm«  or  at  the  honor  of  having  beaten  the  enemy,  n^ 
be  doubted. 

"  Well  shouted,  old  Gipples."  cried  Tim  Fid.  «  0» 
would  suppose  you'd  been  and  done  it  all  yourself.'* 

Just  then  a  puff  of  smoke  was  seen  to  proceed  froa 
one  of  the  retreating  frigate's  after  ports,  and  the  v^ 
instant  poor  Gipples  was  spinning  along  the  dsA 
shrieking  out  with  terror  and  pain.  Out  of  all  the  creVt 
in  spite  of  the  heavy  fire  to  which  the  corvette  had  been 
exposed*  he  and  another  poor  fellow  were  the  only  w^ 
hit.  This  shot  seemed  a  parting  one  of  revenge.  As  G^ 
tain  Brine  watched  the  receding  frigate  he  could  scaroelj 
persuade  himself  that  she  would  not  again  bear  down 
upon  him.  On  she  stood — further  and  further  off  she 
got,  till  her  hull  sunk  beneath  the  horizon,  and  her 
canvass,  and  then  her  topsails,  and  finally  her  t(>p- 
gallant-sails  and  royals  were  hid  from  sight. 

Fid,  Hartland,    and    others,    carried   poor  Gipples 
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below.  Wonderful  to  relate,  when  the  surgeon  came 
to  examine  him  he  pronounced  his  wound,  though  bad, 
not  of  necessity  mortal,  and  thought  that  under  favour- 
able circumstances  he  might  possibly  do  well. 

No  one  could  have  tended  him  more  carefully  and 
kindly  than  True  Blue,  and  his  other  old  messmates; 
and  he  showed  more  gratitude  for  their  attention  than 
might  have  been  expected. 

Scarcely  had  the  enemy  disappeared,  and  while  the 
corvette  still  lay  hove  to,  repairing  damages,  the  look- 
out at  the  mast-head  reported  a  large  ship  on  the  lee- 
heam.  Every  increased  exertion  that  could  be  made 
was  applied  to  get  the  "  Gannet,"  into  a  condition  to 
chase,  and  in  an  hour's  time,  having  knotted  her  rigging 
and  bent  new  sails  in  place  of  those  which  were  most 
damaged,  under  a  wide  spread  of  canvass,  she  was 
standing  after  the  stranger. 

The  latter  appeared  not  to  be  a  man-of-war,  as  she 
made  off  towards  the  island  of  Guadaloupe,  then  dead  to 
leeward.  As  she  had  so  far  the  start,  it  became  a 
question  whether  she  could  be  brought  to  before  she 
ran  herself  on  shore.  Still  the  "  Gannet,"  it  was  soon 
seen,  sailed  faster  than  she  did,  and  Guadaloupe  was 
scarcely  visible  in  the  horizon. 

The  breeze  freshened  —  the  corvette  tore,  with  foam 
covered  bows,  through  the  blue  glittering  ocean.  At 
eleven  a.m.,  she  had  made  sail.  By  three  p.m.,  she  had 
got  the  stranger  within  range  of  her  long  guns. 

"  She  is  remarkably  like  an  English  ship,  and  from 
the  way  she  is  handled,  I  think  she  must  be  a  prize, 
with  a  small  crew  on  board,"  observed  the  first  to  the 
second  lieutenant. 

After  a  few  shots,  the  stranger's  maintopsail-yard  was 


dioi  xwmr,  vben  iht  bvoaglit  to,  and  pntwml  tobeflc 
"  Svift,*  a  Rritzsh  EkErcbaat  diip.  bound  to  BariniBS. 
a  prize  to  tbe  crigaxe  toe  ^  Gamiet*'  had  just  faeitml 
Mr.  Xc^c  vim  un  laen,  mrhidTng  Trae  Blue  and  la 
Fidy  were  seci  on  board  to  vcirk  her;  »nA  ^g  iHleidK| 
desbrwing  her  nanie  of  the  "^  Sviik"  ahe  was  nMiemiv 
of  that  of  the  "  Tub."  the  "^ Gannet,"  took  heriatK 
hcpiag  to  carnr  her  to  Barbadoes.  All  night  kngii 
toved  her.  Ic  spite,  hoverer,  of  all  the  exertkai  i 
Hr.  Noct  and  his  lueiu  in  oonseqnenoe  of  the  light  iM 
and  heaTT  svell.  three  times  the  prize  1^  aboaid  ^ 
oorrene.  an  accident  Terr  dangerous  to  both  imrii 
Ko  damage*  however,  was  done,  and  the  emittfc 
casting  of  her  prize,  the  two  made  sail  together. 

At  daybreak  next  day,  Captain  Brine  ibnnd  th^  ^ 
misnamed  ^*  Swift"  had  drifted  close  in  towards  die 
hmd,  while  within  her  again  laj  a  frigate,  and  to  all 
appearanoe  the  rerj  frigate  he  had  beaten  off  the  daj 
before. 

Not  a  breath  of  wind  rufiied  the  cahn  snr&oe  of  tbt 
tropical  sea.  It  was  evident  that  the  **  Grannet"  herdf 
could  do  nothing  to  assist  her  prize.  The  Gaptab. 
therefore,  called  his  officers  round  him,  and  asked  thor 
opinion  as  to  the  possibility  of  successfully  defendii^ 
her  with  the  boats.  They  were  decidedly  against  the 
advisability  of  making  such  an  attempt. 

As  the  daylight  increased,  the  French  frigate  dis- 
covered the  character  of  the  two  ships  outside  her. 

^  1  wonder  whether  she  will  attempt  to  retake  die 
*  Swif^/"  said  Captain  Brine.  '<  K  so  Nott  will  be 
unable  to  defend  her,  and  I  must  recall  him.  Let  the 
look  out  alofl  give  us  notice  the  instant  any  boats  are 
to  leave  her  side." 
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No  long  time  had  elapsed  before  the  French,  sup* 
posing  that  the  calm  was  going  to  continue,  put  off  from 
the  frigate  with  four  boats. 

"  I  believe  Nott  and  his  men  would  defend  the  prize 
to  the  last ;  but  I  must  not  expose  them  to  such  a  risk," 
observed  the  Captain. 

'^  I  am  sure  our  True  Blue  won't  give  in,  if  he  has 
a  word  in  the  matter,"  observed  Paul  Pringle  to  Peter 
Ogle.  ^*  Mr.  Nott  is  staunch  too.  They  '11  do  their 
best  to  beat  the  Frenchman  off." 

This  was  verj  well ;  but  though  possible,  it  was  not 
probable,  that  they  would  succeed;  so  the  Captain 
ordered  the  signal  of  ^<  Escape  in  your  boats*'  to  be 
mudo. 

It  had  been  made  some  time,  and  yet  it  was  not 
answered,  probably  because  it  was  not  seen.  The 
French  were  getting  very  near. 

"It's  my  belief,  that  they  intend  to  try  and  defend 
the  ship,"  observed  Paul  Pringle.  "  I  wish  I  was  with 
them  if  they  3o,  that's  all." 

''  Fire  a  gun  to  call  their  attention  to  the  signal," 
cried  the  Captain. 

Immediately  the  signal  was  answered,  and  two  boats 
directly  after  put  off  from  the  ship's  side. 

In  two  minutes  afterwards,  the  French  were  up  to  the 
prize ;  but  they  seem  inclined  to  have  the  crew  as  well, 
and  instead  of  boarding  her,  pulled  on  in  chase. 

Captain  Brine,  on  seeing  this,  ordered  three  boats  to 
be  lowered  and  manned  on  the  opposite  side,  hoping  that 
they  might  venture  near  enough  to  be  caught  them- 
selves. 

They  now  began  firing  at  the  two  English  boats,  with 
which  they  were  fast  coming  up. 
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"  I  know  that  Mr.  Nott  won't  yield  without  itiib( 
a  pretty  hard  blow,  and  I  am  certain  our  TruB  Bhi 
won't/'  cried  Paul  as  he  and  the  other  warrant-offioen 
were  standing  together  on  the  forecastle,  watduv 
the  progress  of  events. 

The  Frenchmen  must  have  seen  that  there  imt 
great  chance  of  their  prey  escaping  them,  iinleas  thqf 
captured  them  at  once.  The  crews  uttered  load  cna, 
the  boats  dashed  on.  In  another  moment  they  wodi 
have  been  up  to  them,  when  the  corvette's  three  borii 
appeared  from  under  her  counter,  and  pulled  lainiDf 
towards  them. 

They  saw  that  their  chance  of  success  was  over  mi 
pulling  round,  went  back  to  the  prize  as  fast  as  tbei 
came. 

"  We  should  have  fought  them,  sir,  if  we  had  Ml 
been  recalled,"  observed  Mr.  Nott,  when  reportini(idiii 
had  occurred  to  the  Captain. 

"  We  would  have  fought  the  Monseers  and  drubbet 
them  too,  if  we  had  stayed  aboard,  that 's  my  belief' 
exclaimed  True  Blue,  forward.  "However,  we  '11  havi 
another  prize  may  be  soon." 

There  appeared  every  probability  of  the  corvett 
having  to  contend  with  two  instead  of  one  frigate,  fo 
the  masts  of  another  wexe  made  out  in  a  harbour  jitf 
abreast  of  them. 

The  crew  also  knew  of  this.  There  was  a  good  detl 
of  talking  among  them — when  they  all  came  aft  in  i 
body.  True  Blue  stepped  out  from  among  them,  and 
spoke  in  a  clear  firm  voice — 

**  You  called  on  us,  sir,  to  fight  the  last  time ;  we  hope, 
sir,  that  you  will  allow  us  to  ask  you  to  fiight  this  time, 
and  we  'U  stick  by  you." 
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K      "  Thank  you,  my  lads — thank  you;  I  am  sure  that 

'  you  will,"  answered  the  Captain,  with  much  emotion. 

I  •*  Whatever  we  do,  we  will  not  disgrace  our  flag/* 

The  crew  gave  three  loud  cheers,  and  retired.    Cats  - 
paws  were  now  seen  playing  on  the  water  ;  the  sails  of 

.  the  French  frigate  filled;  but  her  head  was  not  turned 
towards  the  corvette.  Soon  the  latter  also  felt  the  force 
of  the  breeze.  Captain  Brine  ordered  the  sails  to  be 
trimmed,  and  the  corvette  stood  away  from  the  land. 
As  she  did  so,  her  crew  could  clearly  make  out  another 
frigate  coming  out  of  harbour  to  join  her  consort;  but 
what  the  enemy's  two  ships  were  about,  it  was  impos- 
sible to  say,  as  in  a  short  time,  with  the  freshening 
breeze,  they  were  both  nm  out  of  sight. 


B  u 
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CHAPTER  XXm. 

The  Cruise  of  the  "  Gannet "  continued — Paul  Pringle  foflflw 
his  Captain's  Lead,  and  gives  further  Evidence  that  what  Ifai 
dare  they  can  do. 

The  "  Gannet"  had  now  been  some  time  on  the  statiOB, 
and  had  performed  a  number  of  deeds  worthy  of  note, 
taken  several  prizes,  and  injured  the  enemy  in  a  variety 
of  ways,  when  one  morning,  just  at  daybreak,  as  she 
lay  not  far  from  Porto  Rico,  a  schooner  was  seen  creep- 
ing out  from  under  the  land  towards  her. 

Captain  Brine  had  done  his  best  to  make  his  ship 
look  as  much  as  possible  like  a  merchantman.  She 
was  now  slowly  yawing  about  as  if  badly  steercjd,  with 
sails  ill -trimmed,  and  her  sides  brown  and  dirty  and 
long  imacquainted  with  fresh  paint,  a  screen  of  canvass 
concealing  her  ports.  The  schooner  came  on  boldly, 
her  crew  evidently  fancying  that  they  had  got  a  ricli 
prize  before  them. 

"  Are  these  Spaniards  or  French,  Paid?"  inquired 
True  Blue  of  his  godfather. 

"  Anything  you  please,  probably,"  was  the  answer. 
"  They  have,  I  doubt  not,  as  many  flags  on  board  as 
there  are  months  in  the  year.  She  looks  at  this  dis- 
tance just  like  a  craft  of  that  sort — a  regular  hornet- 
nest;  1  hope  we  may  stop  her  buzzing." 

While  Paul  was  speaking,  the  wind  fell,    and  the 
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schooner,  now  about  six  miles  off,  was  seen  to  get  out 
her  sweeps  and  pull  away  from  the  corvette. 

**  We  must  get  that  fellow,"  exclaimed  the  boat- 
swain. **  If  the  Captain  will  let  me,  I  '11  volunteer  to 
pull  after  him.     True  Blue,  you  '11  come?" 

"  I  should  think  so,"  answered  True  Blue,  looking 
into  Paul's  face.  **  If  none  of  the  quarter-deck  officers 
have  thought  of  going  he  '11  not  refuse." 

**I'll  go,  too,"  cried  Abel  Bush.  "The  superior 
officers  have  had  their  share  lately,  and  the  Captain 
will  be  glad  to  give  us  our  turn." 

Without  ftirther  parley,  the  two  warrant  officers  went 
to  the  quarter-deck,  where  the  Captain  was  standing. 
The  lieutenant  and  master  gave  up  their  right,  as  did 
the  master's  mates;  and,  accordingly,  the  pinnace  and 
launch  were  ordered  to  be  lowered  and  manned  imme- 
diately, ready  for  service. 

Paul  went  in  the  pinnace  with  True  Blue,  while 
Abel  Bush  had  charge  of  the  launch.  Away  the  boats 
glided  in  gallant  style  through  the  smooth  water.  The 
men  had  taken  a  hurried  breakfast  before  leaving  the 
ship;  for  they  saw  that  they  had  a  long  pull  before 
them. 

The  sun  rose,  and  hotter  and  hotter  it  grew;  but 
what  cared  they  for  that  ?  There  was  a  prize  in  view, 
and  a  prospect  of  some  pleasant  fighting.  A  beefsteak 
might  have  been  fried  on  the  boat's  thwarts,  but  what 
was  that  to  them. 

"  Never  mind,  lads,"  cried  True  Blue,  "  we  shall  be 
better  able  to  lay  about  us  when  we  get  up  to  the 
enemy." 

The  crew  of  the  schooner  seemed  determined  to  give 
them  as  long  a  pull  as  possible,  and,  with  their  sweeps, 
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kept  well  ahead,  not  going  less  than  three  or  fova  knots 
an  hour.  This,  however,  in  no  way  daunted  the  boat- 
swain and  his  companions.  ''  Hurra !  my  lads,  we^ll 
soon  be  aboard,"  he  shouted.  **  Give  way — give  way. 
In  two  minutes  we  may  open  fire  on  her.  We've 
distanced  the  launch.  The  schooner  must  be  ours 
before  she  comes  up." 

Even  while  he  was  speaking,  the  shot  from  the  chase 
came  falling  pretty  thickly  around  them.  That  only 
made  them  pull  the  faster. 

The  schooner  appeared  to  be  full  of  men,  with  sevei^l 
guns  on  each  side,  and  boarding-nettings  fixed  up. 
Paul  might  have  been  excused  if  he  had  waited  for  the 
coming  up  of  the  other  boat;  but  that  was  not  his  way 
of  doing  things.     On  he  pulled. 

The  schooner  swept  round  so  as  to  present  her  broad- 
side to  the  approaching  boats ;  but  he,  altering  his 
course  a  little,  steered  directly  for  her  quarter.  Led 
by  True  Blue,  the  crew  gave  a  loud  cheer  as  they 
dashed  on  under  her  counter ;  and  then,  pushing  round 
to  her  quarter,  hooked  on.  In  a  moment,  cutting  the 
tricing-lines  of  her  boarding-nettings,  they  sprang  up 
her  side  and  threw  themselves  on  the  deck.  They  were 
received  with  a  shower  of  musket  and  pistol-bullets,  and 
the  points  of  a  row  of  pikes. 

The  bullets  struck  down  two  of  the  daring  boarders, 
but  the  remainder  pushed  on,  striking  down  the  pikes 
with  their  cutlasses,  and  playing  havoc  among  the  h^ 
of  the  men  who  held  them. 

The  Frenchmen  stoutly  defended  themselves  for  some 
time  with  swords  and  battle-axes;  but  in  vain  did  they 
attempt  to  withstand  the  fierce  onslaught  of  the  British 
seamen.     They  began  to  give  way.     Some  were  cut 
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down  ;  others,  in  their  terror,  sprang  overboard.  Paul 
received  a  wound  in  his  side,  which  prevented  him  from 
moving,  but  True  Blue,  heading  his  companions,  with 
his  sharp  cutlass  whirling  away  in  front,  swept  along 
the  deck,  driving  the  Frenchmen  before  him. 

A  desperate  stand  was  made  by  the  officers  of  the 
vessel  on  the  forecastle,  and  from  the  small  number  of 
their  assailants  they  might  even  then  have  hoped,  with 
some  reason,  still  to  gain  the  victory;  but  while  they 
were  discussing  what  was  to  be  done,  the  British  sea- 
men were  making  good  use  of  their  cutlasses,  and  in 
another  moment  they  found  themselves  hurled  down 
the  hatchway,  knocked  overboard,  or,  if  alive,  on  their 
knees  asking  for  quarter. 

All  opposition  had  ceased,  and  the  schooner's  flag 
was  hauled  down,  when  Abel,  in  his  heavy-pulling 
launch,  came  alongside. 

"  Well,  mates,  you've  made  quick  work  of  the 
Mounseers,  and  have  had  the  honour  and  glory,  too, 
while  we  've  had  only  the  hot  pull,"  cried  the  crew  of 
the  latter  boat,  who,  if  they  were  somewhat  jealous, 
were  not  out  of  humour. 

"  And  what's  more,  mates,"  answered  the  boatswain, 
"you'll  have  to  pull  hard  to  get  us  back  again;  for 
there  are  few  of  us  who  have  not  got  touched  up  by 
the  enemy." 

Of  this,  the  appearance  of  the  survivors  of  the  gallant 
crew  of  the  pinnace  gave  evidence.  Paul  himself  was 
pretty  severely  wounded ;  and  True  Blue,  Hartland,  Fid, 
and  all  the  rest  were  more  or  less  hurt.  One  seaman 
had  been  killed,  and  one  marine  knocked  overboard  by 
the  French. 

The    enemy's  loss  had,  however,  been  much  more 
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severe.  Out  of  a  crew  of  nearly  fifty  xneiiy  four  lay  IdW 
on  her  deck,  fully  eight  had  jumped  or  been  knodd 
overboard,  and  a  dozen  or  more  were  badly  woundeA 

After  the  remainder  had  been  mustered  and  secni^ 
a  watchful  eye  was  kept  on  them  ;  but  they  shewed! 
disposition  to  mutiny,  even  though  compelled  to  wod 
the  sweeps,  to  enable  the  schooner  to  close  with  dv 
corvette. 

The  schooner's  Captain,  who  was  taken  alive,  caU 
her  a  French  privateer,  the  "Furet."  She  monntoi 
six  guns,  4-pounders,  and  had  an  abundant  suppljfl^ 
muskets,  pistols  and  cutlasses,  besides  blunderbussei) 
intended  to  be  loaded  with  small  shot. 

Captain  Brine  highly  applauded  the  gallant  wsyii 
which  the  schooner  had  been  taken. 

"  Aye,  sir,  and  I  wish  you  could  have  seen  my 
godson  as  his  cutlass  cleared  the  Frenchman's  decW 
exclaimed  Paul  in  the  joy  of  his  heart,  as  he  thought 
of  True  Blue's  gallantry. 

"  I  have  no  doubt  about  it,"  answered  the  Captain. 
*'  It  is  no  fault  of  his  friends  that  he  is  not  on  the 
quarter-deck.  But  for  yourself,  Mr.  Pringle,  I  wish  to 
know  what  reward  you  would  like,  that  I  may  do  my 
best  to  secure  it  for  you." 

'*  I  have  not  thought  about  that,  sir,  but  if  you 
could  spare  me,  I  should  be  glad  to  have  charge  of  the 
prize  to  take  her  to  Jamaica.  I  should  just  like  to  find 
out  how  I  feel  acting  as  captain.'* 

Captain  Brine  was  amused  at  Paul's  notion. 

"  But  how  will  the  *  Gannet '  get  on  without  her 
boatswain,  Mr.  Pringle?"  asked  the  Captain.  "  She 
can  ill  spare  him,  I  should  think." 

•'  Why,  sir,  I  thought  about  that,  and  wouldn't  have 
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asked  leave  if  I  didn't  know  my  place  would  be  well 
filled  while  1  was  away,"  replied  Pauli  "There's  my 
first  mate,  Dick  Marlowe,  a  very  steady  man,  who  hopes 
to  pass  as  boatswain  when  he  gets  to  England ;  and  I  '11 
engage  the  duty  is  properly  done  while  he  is  acting 
for  me." 

"  But  you  and  the  rest  are  wounded.  How  can  you 
do  without  a  surgeon?"  said  Captain  Brine. 

**  Mere  flea-bites,  sir^ nothing  to  signify.  The  doctor 
has  patched  up  my  side,  and  says  I  shall  do  well;  and 
the  lads  I  wish  to  take  with  me  are  only  slightly  hurt, 
and  don't  want  doctoring." 

The  Captain,  on  sending  for  the  surgeon  and  hearing 
his  report,  made  no  further  objections,  but  promised 
compliance  with  Paul's  wishes ;  the  more  readily,  that 
the  "■  Gannet "  herself  was  to  go  to  Jamaica  in  a  week 
or  two. 

The  prisoners  were  soon  removed  from  the  prize, 
with  the  exception  of  a  Dane  and  a  Dutchman,  who 
volunteered  to  remain  in  her;  while  Paul  took  with 
him,  True  Blue,  Tom  Marline,  Harry  Hartland,  Tim 
Fid,  and  three  other  hands. 

Their  shipmates  cheered  as  they  bore  away  for  Port 
Royal — between  four  and  five  hundred  miles  distant  to 
the  westward  and  northward.  There  was  a  good  deal 
to  be  done,  in  getting  the  schooner  to  rights,  and  in 
arranging  everything  in  man-of-war  fashion. 

Paul  appeared  to  be  just  like  a  young  midshipman 
who  has  got  his  first  command;  and  though  he  kept 
up  his  dignity,  he  was  able  to  relax  with  those  he 
knew  he  could  trust  He  had,  since  he  became  a 
warrant  officer,  been  studying  navigation,  and  was  able 
to  take  an  observation,  and  to  do  a  day's  work  very 
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correctly,  all  his  knowledge  he  imparted  to  Tme  Blue, 
who,  however,  quickly  surpassed  him,  in  consequeDoe 
of  Sir  Henry  frequently  sending  for  him  aft.  and  giriog 
him  regular  instruction. 

fiy  this  time,  therefore,  True  Blue,  by  directing  Ik 
attention  entirely  to  the  work,  had  become  really  as 
good  a  navigator  as  any  of  the  midshipmen,  and  a  better 
one  than  those  who  were  content  to  fudge  their  day^ 
work,  and  never  attempted  to  understand  the  prind^ 
of  the  science. 

Of  navigation,  Tom  Marline,  like  most  seamen,  not 
officers,  was  profoundly  ignorant.  Paul,  therefore^ 
told  him  that  he  was  very  sorry  he  could  not  bestov 
on  him  the  rating  of  lieutenant,  which  he  must  give  to 
True  Blue,  but  that  he  would  make  him  sailing-master. 
Harry  Hartland  should  be  a  midshipman,  on  account  of 
his  general  steadiness  and  intelligence;  the  Dutchman 
should  be  cook,  and  the  other  four  men  crew;  while 
Tim  Fid,  who  was  little  less  a  pickle  than  when  he  was 
a  boy,  must  do  duty  as  gun-room  and  purser's  steward, 
besides  doing  his  work  as  part  of  the  crew. 

At  this  arrangement  no  one  grumbled  ;  indeed,  while 
all  hands  liked  the  boatswain,  for  while  one  of  the  most 
good-natured  of  his  class,  every  one  knew  that  he  was 
too  old  a  sailor  to  stand  the  slightest  nonsense. 

It  was  arranged  that  his  gun-room  officers  should 
mess  with  him;  Harry  also  being  invited  as  a  regular 
guest.  Paul  took  one  watch  with  four  of  the  men. 
True  Blue,  with  Tom,  Harry,  Fid,  the  Dane,  and  the 
Dutchman  had  the  other. 

These  various  arrangements  occupied  some  time  after 
the  schooner  lost  sight  of  the  corvette.  In  the  next 
day,  the  wind  being  very  light,  she  made   but  little 
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,j)rogres8.     The  day  following,  the  weather,  which  had 
.long  been  fine,  gave  signs  of  changing;  and  instead  of  the 
clear  blue  sky  and  glass-like  sea,  which  for  many  weeks 
liad  surrounded  the  ship,  dark  clouds  gathered  over- 
Lead,  sudden  gusts  of  wind  began  to  blow,  and  the 
water  began  to  undulate,  and  every  now  and  then  to 
hiss  and  foam  as  the  blast  passed  over  it.     Then  down 
came  the   rain,  just  as   it  knows  how  to  rain  in  the 
tropics,  in  right  earnest,  and  continued  for  some  hours, 
the  watery  veil  obscuring  every  object  beyond  a  mile  or 
so.     Suddenly  the  rain  ceased,  when,  about  two  miles 
oiF,  a  schooner  was  seen,  apparently  the  size   of  the 
prize,  if  not  larger,  and  dead  to  windwaid. 

Paul  instantly  hoisted  French  colours,  and  the  other 
vessel  did  the  same.  On  looking  at  her  through  a 
telescope,  she  appeared  to  have  on  board  a  numerous 
crew.  In  all  probability  she  was  a  consort  of  the 
"  Furet,"  with  not  fewer  than  fifty  or  sixty  men  on 
board.  Paul,  however,  determined,  at  all  events,  not 
to  be  taken,  and  following  the  example  of  Captain 
Brine,  he  called  his  crew  ail,  and  made  them  a  speech. 

"  Lads,"  he  began,  ''you  know  what  we  did  in  the 
corvette.  We  beat  off  a  frigate  twice  our  size.  We 
took  this  craft  with  twelve  men,  for,  no  blame  to  him, 
my  brother  officer,  Mr.  Bush,  and  his  companions  did 
not  come  up  till  the  day  was  gained ;  and  I  need  not  tell 
you,  lads,  we  ourselves,  and  other  British  seamen  have 
dared  and  done  a  thousand  things  much  more  desperate 
than  our  attempting  to  beat  off  such  a  craft  as  that  one 
out  there,  though  she  may  have  ^ve  times  as  many 
hands  aboard  as  we  have,  and  twice  as  many  guns  for 
what  any  of  us  care." 

"  Hurra  !    That 's  just  like  him,"  cried  True  Blue, 
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turning  to  his  shipmates;  "  and  I  saj,  Mynheer,  you'll 
fight,  won't  you?"  he  added,  seizing  the  Dutchman's 
hand,  and  wringing  it  heartUy. 

"Ya,  ya;  I'll  stick  by  you  brave  Anglish  lad«," 
answered  the  Dutchman. 

The  Dane  made  a  similar  reply,  though  somewhat 
less  cordial,  to  Tom's  appeal,  and  then  all  the  crew  gave 
three  hearty  cheers,  and  then  set  about  getting  their 
prize  ready  for  action. 

All  the  fire-arms  were  brought  on  deck,  and  carefnllj 
loaded,  and  so  were  the  guns,  and  each  man  girded  a 
trusty  cutlass  to  his  side,  and  stuck  his  belt  iull  of 
pistols ;  and  then  Paul  had  all  the  hanmiocks  brought 
oft  deck,  and  lashed  upright  inside  the  bulwarks,  so  as 
to  serve  as  a  screen  to  the  men  working  the  guns. 

The  prize  had  all  this  time  been  kept  running  on 
under  full  sail  to  the  westward,  and  as  the  stranger  was 
steering  the  same  course,  the  distance  between  the  two 
had  not  been  decreased ;  the  latter  evidently  being  under 
the  impression  that  the  "  Furet,"  was  a  friend.  Still, 
when  the  "  Furet"  gave  no  sign  of  intending  to  commu- 
nicate, the  suspicions  of  the  other  must  have  been 
aroused. 

Suddenly,  though  it  was  blowing  fresh,  she  made 
more  sail;  put  up  her  helm,  and  bore  down  on  the 
"  Furet."  Paul  stood  steadily  on,  with  the  French  fiag 
flying,  till  the  enemy  was  within  musket-range  of  the 
prize — then  down  came  the  tricolour,  and  the  British 
ensign  flew  out  at  the  peak. 

**  Now,  lads,  as  we  Ve  got  the  flag  we  all  love  to  fight 
under  aloft,  give  it  them,'*  he  shouted,  and  putting  his 
helm  down,  he  brought  his  broadside  to  beiur  on  the 
bows  of  the  advancing  stranger.     Every   one  of  the 
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raking  shot  told  among  the  crowd  of  men,  who  clus- 
tered on  her  deck.  Wild  shrieks  and  cries  arose,  and  now 
her  helm  being  put  down,  she  ranged  up  on  the  beam  of 
the  "  Furet,"  with  the  intention  of  boarding,  while  the 
motley  crew,  not  actually  working  the  guns,  flourished 
their  cutlasses,  boarding  pikes,  and  axes,  and  exhibited, 
by  their  fierce  actions  every  intention  to  take  vengeance 
on  the  Englishmen. 

Paul,  however,  who  saw  their  intention  of  boarding, 
told  Harry  Hartland,  wlio  was  at  the  helm,  to  keep 
away  a  little,  so  as  to  avoid  actual  contact,  and  in  the 
meantime  all  the  guns  being  loaded,  were  again  fired, 
within  ten  yards'  distance,  directly  at  the  schooner. 
Hitherto,  strange  as  it  may  appear,  not  an  Englishman 
had  been  hit,  while  some  dozen  or  more  of  the  enemy 
had  been  struck  down.  Still  the  privateer,  or  pirate, 
or  whatever  she  was,  had  greatly  the  advantage  in 
point  of  nimibers,  beside  being  a  larger  and  more 
heavily  armed  vessel. 

She  now  steered  on  alongside  the  "  Furet,"  for  a  few 
seconds,  while  her  guns  were  reloaded,  and  then,  firing 
her  broadside  once  more,  she  kept  suddenly  away  to  run 
aboard  her  opponent. 

The  wind  had  been  increasing,  and  the  sea  getting 
rapidly  up,  even  at  the  moment  the  stranger  had  been 
seen.  This  was  now  much  to  the  advantage  of  the 
British,  as  they  could  fight  their  weather  guns  far  more 
easily  than  the  enemy  could  their  lee  ones,  the  muzzles 
of  which  were  almost  buried  in  the  foam. 

The  stranger  had  got  so  close,  that  Harry  was  not 
able  to  keep  away  in  time  to  avoid  her  running  her 
bows  right  into  the  "  Furet's"  quarter. 

**  Now  we've  got  you,  we'll  keep  you  till  we  have 
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g^ven  you  more  than  you  bargained  foFy"  cried 
Blue,  lashing  the  stranger's  bowsprit  to  their  own 
mast,  where  she  was  kept  in  such  a  position  thai 
,  of  their  guns  could  be  continually  firing  into  her, 

her  crew  could  not  reach  the  "  Furet's**  deck,  w 
taking  a  dangerous  leap  from  their  bowsprit. 
i  attempted    it;    but    as    they  reached  the    ''Fi 

1 1  bulwarks,  they  had  to  encounter  the  sharp  cutla 

True  Blue,  Paul  Pringle,  and  Tim  Fid,  while 
Marline  and  the  other  men  kept  the  forward  gi 
active  work. 

Frenchmen,  Negroes,  Spaniards,  Mulattoes,  and 
mongrels,  were  hurled  one  after  the  other  into  the 
while  numbers  were  jerked  overboard  by  the  "^ 
working  of  the  vessels.  At  length,  as  the  enei 
greater  numbers  than  ever,  were  making  a  fuiiou 
foreward  fully  expecting  to  overwhelm  the  Englis 
bowspit,  with  a  loud  crash,  gave  way,  carrying 
'  I  did  so,  the  foremast,  just  before  wounded  by  a 

i-i  with  it. 

i'  Wild    shrieks,  and  terrific  cries   and   imprec 

1  rose  from  the  savage  crew;  from  some  as  they  fc 

jlj  the  boiling  ocean  below  their  feet,  now  swarmiuj 

ji^  sharks,  called  around  by  the  scent  of  human  blood 

:  the  rest  at  their  disappointment  in  missing  their  j 

I  ■  Glad  as  Paul  would  have  been  to  make  a  pri 

saw  that  his  opponent  would  prove  worse  than  a  1 
trophy. 

"  Up  with  the  helm,  Harry,"  he  cried.  "  Ci 
lads ;  cut  every  thing — clear  the  wreck." 

The  crew  needed  no  second  order.  True  Blu 
in  hand,  had  already  cut  away  the  lashings  of  the 
sprit.     A  few  more  cuts  cleared  the  bowsprit  si 
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and  other  ropes,  by  whicli  the  enemy  still  hung  on  to 
the  "  Furet"  and  in  another  instant  the  latter  was  going 
off  before  the  gale,  "while  her  disabled  opponent  lufifed 
up  into  the  wind's  eye. 

Down  came  the  squall,  darker  and  more  furious  than 
before.  Not  another  shot  was  fired.  Man's  strife 
seemed  quelled  and  awed  by  that  brooding  in  the 
elements.  Paul  and  his  people  had  enough,  indeed,  to 
do  in  shortening  sail  and  getting  their  craft  into  a  con- 
dition to  meet  the  rising  gale.  Their  strength,  too,  had 
been  reduced  in  the  action.  The  poor  Dutchman  was 
severely  wounded,  though,  like  a  brave  fellow,  he 
insisted  on  keeping  the  deck,  and  so  was  one  of  the 
"  Gannet's"  men. 

With  the  next  squall,  down  came  a  thick  pour  of 
rain. 

"  Where  is  the  enemy  ?"  suddenly  exclaimed  True 
Blue,  looking  afl. 

Paul  turned  his  eyes  in  the  same  direction.  "We 
cannot  have  run  her  out  of  sight  in  so  short  a  time," 
he  answered  gravely.  *'  It's  my  belief  that  she  this 
instant  has  foundered,  and  all  on  board  have,  before 
this,  found  a  watery  grave,  or  become  food  for  the 
sharks.*' 

'^  But  ought  we  not  to  go  about  and  see  if  any  are 
afloat  ?''  asked  True  Blue.  ''  We  might  pick  up  some 
of  the  poor  wretches." 

"  Not  the  smallest  use,"  answered  Paul,  firmly,  ''  If 
she  foundered,  she  went  down  too  quickly  to  give  any 
one  a  chance  of  escaping.  We  must  just  now  look 
after  ourselves.     This  craft  is  very  crank,  I  see." 

No  one  would  have  been  more  ready  than  Paul  to 
have  helped  his  fellow-creatures,  whatever  the  risk  to 
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himself,  had  he  seen  that  there  was  the  sHghtoi 
prospect  of  doing  so  effectuallj. 

For  the  remainder  of  the  day,  the  "  Furet**  stood  oi 
close-hanled  nearly  up  to  her  proper  course;  but  as  tb 
evening  advanced,  she  fell  off  more  to  the  westwaic! 
while  the  sea  increased  more  and  more,  as  did  tb 
violence  of  the  squalls,  while  the  thunder  rolled,  aiu 
vivid  flashes  of  lightning  darted  from  the  dark  skies. 

The  night  drew  on.  True  Blue,  "with  Tom,  Hari^ 
Tim  and  the  Dane,  had  the  first  watch.  Paul,  wit] 
the  rest  of  the  crew/ was  to  keep  the  middle  watd 
Though  tough  enough,  he  was  pretty  well  worn  on 
with  the  exertions  he  had  gone  through;  so  he  wen 
below,  charging  True  Blue  to  call  him,  should  anythioj 
particular  occur.  His  cabin  was  on  the  starboard  side 
and  in  the  main  cabin  was  a  table,  with  a  swing 
light  above  it,  and  also  a  compass -light  in  the  cabin 
binnacle. 

True  Blue,  with  Tom,  walked  the  deck  for  som 
time,  watching  each  change  of  the  weather.  Fid  hai 
the  helm;  Harry  was  on  the  look-out  foreward;  whil 
the  Dane  sat  silent  and  somewhat  gloomily  on  a  goi 
under  the  weather  bulwarks.  The  rest  of  the  crew  wer 
asleep  below  foreward. 

The  weather,  as  the  night  advanced,  grew  worse  an( 
worse;  such  as  is  seldom  met  with  in  the  Carribean  sea 

•*  Tom,  I  think  we  ought  to  bring  the  schooner  to,' 
said  True  Blue  at  last.  "  She  *ll  do  no  good  keeping  s 
it;  and  a  sudden  squall  may  carry  away  our  mast." 

Accordingly  the  schooner  was  at  once  brought  ft 
under  her  close-reefed  fore-sail ;  and  then  she  laj 
riding  with  tolerable  ease  over  the  seas,  which  foameo 
and  hissed  as  they  rushed  past  her. 
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Everjrthing  having  been  made  secure,  True  Blue 
■went  below  to  report  what  had  been  done.  He  found 
Paul  sleeping  more  soundly  than  usual.  Perhaps  some 
of  the  medicine  the  surgeon  had  given  him  on  account 
of  his  wound  had  affected  him,  True  Bhie  thought. 
He  had  to  speak  two  or  three  times  before  he  could 
make  him  comprehend  what  he  had  to  say. 

"  All  right,"  he  answered  at  length.  **  If  the  weather 
gets  worse,  call  me  again." 

Scarcely  had  he  uttered  the  words,  when  he  was 
thrown  out  of  his  bed-place,  and  True  Blue  was  sent 
with  great  violence  against  the  bulk-head  of  the  cabin. 

"  On  deck  I — on  deck  !"  they  both  shouted;  but  as 
they  made  for  the  companion-ladder,  they  were  driven 
back  by  a  tremendous  rush  of  water;  the  lights  were 
extinguished,  and  they  were  left  in  total  darkness. 
Paul  had  scarcely  recovered  his  senses,  and  neither  he 
nor  True  Blue  could  find  their  way  to  the  companion- 
ladder. 

The  water  continued  rushing  furiously  into  the  cabin, 
and  one  thing  only  was  certain,  that  the  schooner  had 
upset.  How  the  accident  had  happened,  it  was  difficult 
to  say.  In  all  probability,  too,  she  was  sinking.  The 
cabin  was  now  more  than  three-quarters  full  of  water, 
and  the  only  places  where  they  could  escape  from  being 
instantly  drowned,  were  in  the  berths  on  the  starboard 
side.  In  vain  they  shouted  to  their  friends  on  deck  to 
come  and  help  them  out  of  the  cabin.  No  one  answered 
to  their  cries. 

"  They  are  all  gone,  I  fear,"  said  Paul.  "  It 's  the 
fate  of  many  brave  seamen.  It  will  be  more  than  likely 
our  fate  before  many  minutes  are  over.  Still,  godson, 
as  I  have  always  told  you,  it  *s  our  duty  to  struggle  for 
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life  to  the  last  like  men ;  so  climb  up  into  these  star- 
board berths,  we  shall  be  free  of  the  water  there  for  a 
little  time  longer/* 

True  Blue  followed  Paul's  advice;  and  there  they 
clung,  while  the  water  rose  higher  and  higher.  First 
it  got  up  to  their  waists,  then  up  to  their  armpits,  and 
by  degrees  it  ahnost  covered  their  shoulders,  though 
their  heads  were  pressed  against  the  starboard  side  of 
the  vessel,  which  lay  on  her  larboard  beam-ends.  Both 
were  silent  for  some  time.  They  could  not  but  expect 
that  their  last  moments  were  come,  and  that  the  vessel 
must  shortly  go  down. 

"  True  Blue,  my  lad,"  said  Paul  at  last,  "  my  good 
mother,  when  you  were  a  boy,  taught  you  to  pray,  as 
she  taught  me.  You  can  say  those  prayers  now,  I 
hope?" 

'*  Yes,  godfather,  I  have  been  sajdng  them  over  and 
over  again,"  answered  True  Blue.  "  I  have  been  saying 
that  I  know  I  have  never  done  anything  to  merit  for- 
giveness of  my  sins,  but  that  I  trust  in  the  merits  of 
Him  who  died  for  all  who  believe  that  He  came  to 
save  them.  I  have  been  asking  forgiveness  in  His 
name,  and  I  have  been  saying,  that  though  I  have  done 
my  duty  and  acted  honestly  towards  all  men^  I  claim 
no  merit  on  that  account." 

"  That  *s  it,  lad — that 's  true  religion.  I  've  been 
saying  the  same,  and  praying  that  my  mother  may  be 
blessed  who  taught  it  us — may  be  blessed  here  and  for 
ever.  That 's  our  sheet-anchor,  lad.  That  *s  all  we  *n 
got  to  plead  when  we  stand  to  be  judged,  as  all  m^ 
must  be,  and  as  you  and  I,  True  Blue,  may  be,  without 
ever  seeing  the  light  of  the  sun  again." 

"  Yes,  Paul,"  said  True  Blue,  "  that 's  just  what 
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your  mother  taught  me.  I  haven't  talked  about  it,  but 
I  Ve  thought  about  it  very  often ;  and  never,  blow  high 
or  blow  low,  have  I  shut  my  eyes  at  night,  or  gone 
about  my  duty  when  my  watch  below  was  over,  without 
saying  some  of  those  prayers  of  hers;  pretty  sharply 
often,  but  still  1  said  them,  and  felt  them  too." 

Thus  Paul  and  his  godson  talked  on,  in  spite  of  the 
loud  roaring  noise,  for  their  heads  were  close  together, 
in  the  few  feet  of  the  cabin  still  out  of  the  water.  Again 
they  were  silent.  Time  passed  on— how  fast  they  could 
not  tell ;  the  water  did  not  further  increase;  but  they 
felt  almost  suffocated,  and,  indeed,  the  only  air  they 
breathed  found  its  way  through  the  seams  in  the  deck 
above  their  heads.  There  they  hung  in  total  darkness ; 
the  roar  and  rush  of  waters  above  their  heads ;  the  air 
80  close  and  oppressive  that  they  could  scarcely  draw 
breath,  or  find  strength  to  hold  themselves  in  the  only 
position  in  which  they  might  prolong  their  lives,  though 
only  for  a  few  minutes,  while  they  had  the  saddest 
apprehensions  for  the  fate  of  their  companions,  as  they 
could  scarcely  hope,  even  should  they  succeed  in 
regaining  the  deck,  that  they  should  find  any  of  them 
alive. 

They  could  no  longer  even  talk  to  each  other.  A 
wonderful  calmness  took  possession  of  them,  and  they 
felt  entirely  resigned  to  their  fate ;  but  that  feeling  was 
succeeded  by  an  apathy,  or  rather  torpor,  which  pre- 
vented them  from  thinking  much  as  to  what  had  hap- 
pened or  was  likely  to  occur. 

Hour  after  hour  passed  away,  when  suddenly  the 
vessel  righted  with  a  violent  jerk,  which  sent  them 
out  of  their  berths  into  the  centre  cabin,  where  they 
found   themselves   swimming   and   floundering    about, 
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sometimes  with  their  heads  under  water,  sometimes 
above  it,  among  boxes  and  bales  and  fumitore,  and 
articles  of  all  sorts. 

They  were  now  fully  aroused,  as  well  they  might 
have  been.  True  Blue  exerted  himself  to  help  Paul, 
who,  wounded  as  he  had  been,  and  now  sore  and 
bruised,  was  less  able  than  usual  to  endure  the  hard- 
ships he  was  undergoing. 

They  were  still  in  total  darkness,  and  had  to  speak, 
to  let  each  other  know  where  they  were.  True  Blue 
had  worked  his  way  close  to  the  companion-hatch,  and 
thought  that  Paul  was  following.  He  spoke,  but  there 
was  no  answer.  His  heart  sunk  within  him.  He 
swam  and  waded  back,  feeling  about  in  every  direction 
with  frantic  eagerness. 

"  Paul  Pringle  —  godfather  —  where  are  you?"  he 
shouted. 

Suddenly  he  felt  an  arm.  It  was  PauPs.  He  lifted 
him  up,  and,  with  a  strength  few  could  have  exerted» 
dragged  him  imder  the  companion-hatch.  The  laddff 
had  been  unshipped,  but  True  Blue  having  righted  it 
dragged  Paul  up  a  few  steps,  when  in  a  short  time, 
recovering  his  breath,  and  Paul  regaining  his  conscious- 
ness, they  together  made  an  effort  to  gain  the  deck. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV, 
The  Fate  of  the  Prize. 

When  True  Blue  went  below,  to  tell  Paul  how  bad  the 
weather  had  become,  he  left  the  schooner  hove-to  under 
her  foresail,  which  being  stretched  out  completely 
in  the  body  of  the  vessel,  is  the  best  adapted  for  that 
object  under  all  circumstances  but  two.  One  is,  that 
being  low  down,  it  is  apt  to  get  becalmed  when  the 
waves  run  high ;  the  other  is,  that  should  a  heavy  sea 
strike  the  vessel,  it  is  likely  to  hold  a  dangerous  quantity 
of  water.  The  fore-yard  had  been  sprung,  or  True 
Blue  would  have  brought  the  vessel  to  under  her  fore- 
topsail.  True  Blue  had  not  long  left  the  deck,  when 
a  tremendous  sea,  like  a  huge  black  hill,  was  observed 
rolling  up  on  the  weather-bow. 

"  Hold  on,  lads !  hold  on  1"  shouted  Tom  Marline. 

Harry,  who  was  at  the  helm,  in  an  instant  passed  a 
rope  round  his  waist,  and  stood  at  his  post,  hoping  to 
luff  the  vessel  up  so  as  to  receive  the  blow  on  her  bows ; 
but  the  roaring  sea  came  on  too  rapidly ;  down  it  broke 
on  board  the  vessel,  driving  against  the  foresail  like 
a  battering-ram.  Over  it  passed;  and  the  schooner 
in  an  instant,  lay  on  her  beam-ends,  the  water  rush- 
ing in  at  each  hatchway.  The  boats,  guns,  caboose, 
hencoops,  all  the  things  in  short  on  deck,  were  swept 
away,  with  a  great  part  of  her  bulwarks. 
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Tom  and  the  rest  secured  themselves  under  the 
weather-bulwarks.  They  had  not  been  there  many 
seconds  before  they  recollected  their  companions  belov. 
While  Harry  tried  to  reach  the  afler-cabin,  Tom  did 
his  best  to  get  to  the  men  in  the  fore-peak.  Letting  go 
his  hold,  he  was  working  his  way  forward,  when  another 
sea  struck  the  vesseL 

"  Oh,  Tom  is  gone !"  cried  Fid. 

No  one  could  help  him.  Away  the  relentless  sea 
washed  him ;  but,  just  as  he  was  being  hurled  to 
destruction,  he  grasped  the  fore-rigging  hanging  0Te^ 
board,  and  dragged  himself  again  on  deck. 

Tim  and  the  Dane  dragged  him  up  to  the  weather 
side,  where  they  were  joined  by  Harry,  who  reported 
that  the  cabin  was  full  of  water;  and,  he  added,  "  Oh, 
mates,  it  will  break  my  heart — the  boatswain  and  Tne 
Blue  must  both  be  drowned." 

To  help  the  poor  fellows  in  the  fore-peak  was  noir 
impracticable,  and,  too  probably,  useless,  as  it  wtf 
argued,  that  they  must  long  ere  this  be  drowned. 

"  Aye,  and  we  shall  be  drowned,  too,"  cried  the 
Dane,  who  had  been  for  some  time  complaining  of  pain. 
"  Our  officers  are  gone,  and  we  may  as  well  go,  too.  There 
is  no  use  living  on  in  misery  longer  than  can  be  helped. 
Good  bye,  mates." 

"  Avast  there,  mate  I"  exclaimed  Tom.  ,  */  Be  a  mtf- 
Don't  give  in  till  the  last.  Let  us  hope  as  long  as  there 
is  life.  The  day  will  come  back,  and  the  sun  will  shitf 
out,  and  a  vessel  may  heave  in  sight." 

"  No,  no,  I  can't  stand  it,"  cried  the  poor  unhj^py 
Dane.     "  I  have  no  hope — none.     Good  bye.'* 

On  this,  before  Tom  could  prevent  him,  he  cast  of 
the  lashings  by  which  he  was  secured  to  the  bulwarks^ 
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sliding  down  into  tho  water,  a  roaring  sea,  as  if 
txulting  in  its  prize,  carried  him  far  away  out  of  their 
ight. 
Not  a  shriek  was  heard— not  a  cry  did  he  utter;  but 
mc  voluntarily  gave  himself  up  to  death. 
1  r  "  Oh,  mates,  this  is  very  sad/'  exclaimed  Tom  to  his 
two  younger  companions  ;  "  that  poor  fellow  now  should 
have  hung  on  till  God  thought  fit  to  call  him.  How 
«  could  he  tell  but  what  God  may  send  us  help  before 
X    many  hours  are  over," 

b:  "  True,  true,"  said  Harry.  "  Don't  you  think  now 
wo  could  do  something  to  try  and  save  the  vessel.  If 
we  were  to  cut  away  the  stai^board  rigging,  the  vessel 
might  be  freed  from  her  masts  and  right  herself." 

The  suggestion  was  of  a  practical  nature,  and  pleased 
Tom ;  and  all  three  setting  to  work  with  their  knives, 
with  considerable  labour,  cut  through  -  the  shrouds. 
Scarcely  was  the  last  strands  severed  than  the  masts 
with  a  loud  crack,  went  by  the  board,  and  with  a 
violent  jerk  the  vessel  righted. 

*^  There,  lads,"  said  Tom,  **  I  told  you  things  would 
mend,  if  we  would  but  trust  in  Providence." 

Tom  wished  to  encourage  his  companions;  for  the 
state  of  the  vessel  was  only  apparently  a  degree 
improved. 

*'  Ah,  now,  if  we  had  had  the  bo'sun  and  True  Blue 
with  us,  and  the  poor  follows  forward,  we  might  have 
still  done  well.  Howsomdever,  daylight  will  come 
at  last;  and  then  we  shall  see  better  what  to  do." 

As  he  ceased  speaking,  Tim  Fid  uttered  a  loud  cry-— 
«*  Why — oh  mercy.  There  be  their  ghosts,"  he  ex- 
claimed. '*  Paul  and  Billy.  It  can't  be  them.  They've 
been  drowned  this  many  an  hour." 
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"It's  them  thongli/'  cried  Hany.  •'Heaven  be 
praised.  Thej  are  beckoniDg  to  ns.  Let  ns  go  aft  and 
help  them." 

He  and  his  friends  were  soon  grasping  each  oliber^ 
hands,  and  describing  what  had  occurred.  Tom  soon 
followed,  and  poor  Tim,  having  recovered  his  wits,  and 
being  convinced  that  they  were  alive,  joined  them. 

Their  condition  was  sad  indeed.  There  lay  tbe 
vessel  rolling  and  tumbling  about  in  the  stormy  ocean, 
the  seas  constantly  making  a  clear  breach  over  her; 
the  mainmast  gone  altogether;  but  the  wreck  of  tke 
foremast,  still  hanging  on  by  the  bowsprit,  and  violentij 
striking  her  bows. 

It  was  found  that  their  best  place  for'  safety  wu 
inside  the  companion  hatch,  where  they  all  collected, 
and  being  there  partially  free  from  the  seas,  endeavouiel 
to  get  a  little  rest,  to  prepare  for  whatever  they  mighi 
have  to  do  in  the  morning. 

At  length  daylight  broke ;  but  it  did  little  edse  than 
reveal  more  clearly  their  forlorn  condition. 

True  Blue,  having  been  preserved  himself,  was 
anxious  to  ascertain  whether  his  companions  might 
have  escaped  in  a  similar  way.  Tom  assured  Um 
that  there  was  no  hope;  but  he  insisted  on  going  fo> 
ward  to  see.  The  rest  of  the  party  watched  him  as  he 
performed  the  dangerous  passage,  for  the  seas  kept  con- 
tinually beating  over  the  vessel,  and  might  easily  haft 
washed  him  away.  He  reached  the  forehatch,  tai 
stooping  down,  called  to  the  men.  No  answer  ^m 
given.  The  water  was  much  too  high  in  the  oabin  to 
have  allowed  them  to  escape,  and  he  returned  aft  oo&- 
vinced  of  their  death. 

For  some  hours  no  one  had  thought  of  eating*  hot 
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.  .unger  now  reminded  them  that  it  was  necessary  to  try 
^nd  obtain  food.  There  was  enough  in  the  vessel  if  it 
30uld  be  got  at;  but  the  difficulty  was  to  fish  it  up 
_£tom  beneath  the  water. 

In  vain  they  watched;  nothing  appeared.  True 
Blue,  who  was  the  most  active,  made  several  unsuccess- 
ful dives ;  but  returned  at  length  so  exhausted  that  Paul 
would  not  let  him  go  again. 

At  last,  a  flag  floated  up.  It  seemed  to  come  to 
renind  them  that  it  would  be  wise  to  make  a  signal  of 
dutress.  A  small  spar  had  got  jammed  in  the  bul- 
wirks.  The  flag,  which  proved  to  be  a  French  tricolor, 
WIS  secured  to  it,  and  it  was  stuck  in  one  of  the  pumps. 

"  I  would  rather  see  any  ensign  but  that  flying  over 
head/'  said  Paul.  "  But  it  will  help  to  make  us  seen 
tnyhow.'* 

All  hands  were  now  feeling  very  hungry,  when  a  jar 
floated  up.  It  looked  as  if  it  contained  spirits.  So  it  did; 
but  the  cork  was  bad,  and  the  spirits  were  mixed  with 
salt  water.  They  drank  a  little  of  the  mixture;  but 
nothing  is  so  odious  to  sailors  as  salt  water  and  spirits. 
Nine- water  grog  is  bad  enough  when  the  water  is  fresh. 
It  made  them  very  thirsty  too,  and  so  Paul  proposed  that 
it  should  be  thrown  overboard.  The  night  again  returned, 
and  during  the  whole  of  it  they  remained  in  the  same 
miserable  condition  that  they  had  been  in  all  day,  the  sea 
raging  as  furiously,  and  the  wind  blowing  as  high  as 
before. 

Thus  passed  the  hours  of  tb$kt  terrific  night.  As  it 
was  closing  in,  Paul  spoke  a  few  words  of  comfort  to  his 
companions,  and  urged  them  to  pray  and  prepare  for  the 
fate  which  might  overtake  them ;  but  not  another  word 
was  uttered   till   morning   dawned  once  more  on  the 
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haggard  band.  The  blows  of  the  foremast  againfli  the 
bows  daring  the  night  had  frequently  made  all  hands 
fancy  that  they  must  be  stove  in. 

The  first  thing  in  the  morning.  True  Blue  yolor* 
teered,  with  Harry,  to  go  and  cut  it  adrift.  An  axe  hsd 
been  found.  Together  the  two  brave  young  men  work«i 
their  way  forward.  Having  secured  themselves  ]j 
rope9,  they  set  to  work ;  True  Blue  with  his  axe,  Hacy 
with  his  knife.  Now  they  were  completely  covewl 
with  the  seas,  which  broke  over  the  bows ;  again  th$]r 
rose  and  drew  breath,  and  made  a  few  more  desperie 
hacks,  again  to  be  impeded  by  the  next  roaring  sur^ 
Several  shrouds,  however,  had  been  severed.  Anotbr 
sea,  fiercer  than  ever,  came  rushing  on. 

A  cry  from  Harry  made  True  Blue  turn  round.  Tie 
greedy  wave  was  whirling  him  away,  when  True  Bltu 
grasped  him  by  the  arm,  and  drew  him  once  more  oi 
board,  when  he  more  firmly  secured  himself. 

"  We  must  not  give  in  though,"  cried  True  Blue,  and 
went  on  hacking  at  the  ropes. 

Again  Harry  joined  him,  and  at  length  the  heavy 
mast  went  floating  away  free  of  the  schooner.  Success- 
ful in  their  bold  attempt,  they  returned  aft.  Hunger 
was  now  an  enemy  much  to  be  feared;  for  among  all 
the  articles  which  kept  continually  appearing  and  dis- 
appearing from  the  cabin,  nothing  fit  for  food  had  been 
discovered. 

At  last  two  or  three  roots  appeared.  Fid,  who  ms 
on  the  watch,  made  a  dart  at  them,  and  fishing  them 

up,  declared  them  to  be  onions — so  they  were severs! 

others  followed,  and  being  divided  equally,  were  eagerly 
devoured.     How  delicious  they  tasted. 

«  Never  fear,  lads,  but  what  assistance  will  be  sent 
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m  in  some  way  or  other  which  we  don't  expect,  if  we 
trust  in  God,"  said  Paul.  **  We  didn't  expect  to  get 
these  onions  a  minute  ago,  and  we  shall  have  more 
before  long,  I  dare  say." 

Nothing  else,  however,  was  found  to  eat  during  the 
rest  of  the  day,  and  another  tempestuous  night  closed  in 
on  them.  They  had  too  strong  evidence  of  the  death  of 
their  late  companions  in  the  forepeak  by  the  offensive- 
ness  of  the  water  as  it  washed  aft;  but  with  the  heavy 
sea  still  running  they  could  not  hope  to  get  rid  of  the 
corpses. 

Even  in  the  darkness,  a  gleam  of  hope  burst  on  them 
— the  wind  sensibly  fell,  and  the  clouds  opening, 
exhibited  a  bright  star  above  their  heads.  Again  the 
morning  came. 

"  Lads,  we  must  try  and  pump  the  vessel  out,*'  cried 
Paul,  rousing  himself  with  the  Brst  gleam  of  light. 

The  pumps,  without  another  word,  were  manned. 
All  hands  set  to  work,  and  in  an  hour  a  sensible  dimi- 
nution of  the  water  in  the  vessel  had  taken  place.  This 
encouraged  them  to  persevere;  but  at  length,  overcome 
with  fatigue  they  had  to  throw  themselves  on  their 
backs  on  the  deck  to  regain  their  strength. 

True  Blue  was  the  last  to  give  in;  but  even  he  had 
more  than  once  to  stop.  Bye  and  by,  they  divided  into 
two  gangs,  one  relieving  the  other  at  the  pumps,  while 
they  alternately  bailed  with  buckets.  From  sheer 
exhaustion,  they  were  compelled,  after  a  time,  to  knock 
off  altogether ;  but  they  had  so  far  rid  the  vessel  of  water 
that  there  was  no  immediate  fear  of  her  sinking. 

Before  even  they  made  a  search  for  food,  with  consi- 
derable difficulty  they  got  up  from  below  the  bodies  of 
their  late  shipmates,  and  with  a  sigh  for  their  fate. 


394  T&UE  BLU£« 

launched  them  overboard.   Already  they  were  no  longei 
to  be  distinguished  by  their  features. 

Instead  of  sinking,  however,  they  floated  about  close 
to  the  vessel,  nodding  their  heads  and  moving  their 
arms  in  a  way  which  made  Tim  Fid  shudder,  and 
declare  that  they  could  not  be  dead.  Suddenly  one 
and  then  another  was  drawn  under,  and  a  whole  shoal 
of  ravenous  sharks  were  seen  surrounding  the  spot,  and 
eagerly  disputing  for  their  prey. 

It  was  a  relief  when  the  horrid  tragedy  was  concluded, 
and  none  of  the  remains  of  the  poor  fellows  were  to  be 
seen. 

While  getting  up  the  dead  bodies,  a  prize  had  been 
discovered.  It  was  a  small  keg  of  water.  It  seemed  to 
give  new  life  to  all  the  party.  This  encouraged  them 
to  hunt  for  other  things.  Some  more  onions  and  some 
shaddocks  were  discovered,  and  in  a  tureen,  with  the 
top  on,  a  piece  of  boiled  beef.  They  had  now  no  fear 
of  dying  of  starvation  or  thirst,  for  some  time  at  all 
events. 

True  Blue's  chief  anxiety  was  about  Paul,  who 
suffered  far  more  than  the  rest,  on  account  of  his  wound; 
still  nothing  would  induce  him  not  to  exert  himself  as 
far  as  his  strength  would  possibly  allow.  The  next  day 
after  these  occurrences,  the  sea  went  down  so  much  that 
Paul  determined  to  get  some  sail  on  the  vessel, 

"How  is  it  to  be  done  though?"  asked  Tcwn^ 
**  We  Ve  no  spars,  sail,  or  rigging." 

**  Hunt  about,  and  let  us  see  if  we  cannot  find  what 
will  do,"  was  Paul's  answer. 

True  Blue,  ever  anxious  to  obey  his  godfather,  dived 
below,  and  soon  discovered  some  rope,  a  large  coil  of 
strong  spun  yam,  a  fore-royal,  and  the  bonnet  of  the 
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jib,  a  palm,  sail  needles  and  twine,  and  many  other  useful 
articles ;  and  besides  these,  one  of  the  ship's  compasses, 
True  Blue's  quadrant,  given  him  by  Sir  Henry,  and 
also  the  larger  part  of  a  long  sweep,  and  two  small 
spars.  Curiously  enough,  also,  a  page  of  an  old  navi- 
gation book,  with  the  sun's  declination  for  that  very 
year.  The  first  thing  to  be  done  was  to  get  sail  on  the 
craft. 

Paul  thoroughly  understood  sail- making,  and  Tom 
was  a  good  hand  at  it.  A  mast  was  formed  out  of  the 
sweep,  and  one  of  the  spars,  which  was  secured  to  the 
stump  of  the  foremast.  The  canvass  they  had  found, 
was  cut  into  a  gafif-sail,  while  the  other  spar  served  as 
the  gaC  It  was  but  a  small  sail,  little  larger  than  that 
of  a  frigate's  launch ;  yet,  with  the  wind  free,  it  served 
to  give  steerage  way  to  the  schooner,  and  to  send  her 
along  at  the  rate  of  three  knots  an  hour. 

All  on  board  had  reason  to  be  thankful  when  once 
more  they  found  their  vessel,  which  had  so  long  seemed 
on  the  point  of  foundering,  almost  free  from  water,  and 
gliding  smoothly  over  the  sea.  Paul  determined  to 
endeavoured  to  reach  Jamaica  without  touching  at  any 
other  place.  Indeed,  there  were  but  few  places  at 
which  they  could  have  refitted  without  falling  into  the 
bands  of  an  enemy. 

All  night  they  ran  on.  Sometimes,  however,  the 
wind  fell  so  much,  that  they  only  made  a  knot  an  hour; 
but  still,  as  True  Blue  remarked,  that  was  something  if 
it  was  in  the  right  direction. 

The  want  of  food  was  a  serious  afiair,  and  they 
resolved  the  next  day  to  have  a  grand  hunt  to  try  and 
discover  some.  Both  forward  and  aft  there  were  a 
great    variety    of  casks,    and  bales,    and    packages, 
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apparently  taken  out  of  different  yessels  which  had  been 
captured. 

As  soon  as  the  sun  rose,  the  search  was  commenced. 
Another  keg  of  water,  found  in  the  fore-peak,  first 
rewarded  their  labours.  Some  pine  apples,  and  other 
West  India  fruits,  often  considered  great  luxuries,  were 
discovered,  and  were  acceptable;  but  a  sack  of  potatoes, 
or  a  cask  of  biscuits  would  have  been  more  so. 

Though  fitted  for  fighting,  the  schooner  had  also  a 
hold  for  the  stowage  of  cargo,  and  here  was  discovered 
a  considerable  number  of  casks  of  French  wine.  These 
had  been  one  of  the  chief  means  of  buoying  her  up  when 
she  lay  on  her  beam-ends.  Such  a  discovery  as  this  wine 
among  a  set  of  imsteady  men  would  have  been  fatal; 
but  to  the  present  crew  of  the  **  Furet,"  it  was  a  most 
valuable  acquisition.  A  bundle  of  salt  fish  and  a  cask 
of  pork  were  next  hauled  out ;  a  cask  of  bread  was  also 
discovered,  though  much  damaged  by  salt  water.  Alto- 
gether, they  were  well  satisfied  with  the  provisions  they 
had  discovered. 

At  noon,  however,  an  observation  True  Blue  took 
shewed  that  they  had  drifted  a  considerable  way  to  the 
southward,  and  that  it  might  still  take  them  a  long  time 
to  reach  Jamaica.  The  rudder  also  was  found  to  be  mucb 
injured,  the  rudder-head  being  split  through  the  centre, 
as  low  down  as  the  upper  pintle.  It  was  with  the 
greatest  difliculty  that  it  could  be  kept  together,  or  the 
tiller  held  in  its  place. 

It  was,  therefore,  very  evident  that  it  would  be 
necessary  to  husband  the  provisions  and  water,  vdth 
the  greatest  care,  as  they  could  not  expect  to  avoid 
having  a  long  voyage,  and  might  be  reduced  to  very 
short  commons  before  the  end  of  it. 
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For  three  days  the  weather  was  fine.  On  the  second 
day  a  spar  floated  alongside,  which  they  secured,  and 
forthwith  fitted  as  a  main-mast;  a  storm-jib,  which  had 
been  discovered,  was  hoisted  on  it  as  a  sail.  It  stood 
pretty  well ;  and  now  as  the  schooner  moved  with  some 
]  liveliness  through  the  water,  the  spirits  of  all  on  board 
revived. 

*'  Ah  now,  if  that  poor  Dane  had  borne  up  like  a  man, 
and  clung  to  the  ship,  he  might  have  been  as  well  and 
happy  as  any  of  us,"  observed  Tom  to  Fid,  as  they  were 
together  setting  up  the  fore-rijgging. 

"  Remember  Tim,  whatever  happens,  never  despair. 
It 's  wicked  and  unmanly — ^not  like  a  true  British  sailor 
— and  that 's  what  I  hope  you  will  consider  yourself  all 
the  days  of  your  life." 

Tom  was,  as  it  proved,  over  sanguine.  The  following 
day,  once  more  the  wind  got  up,  as  did  the  sea,  and  the 
helpless  schooner  lay  battered  and  knocked  about  by 
its  fury.  The  fractured  rudder-head  continually  gave 
way ;  and  it  being  impossible  to  keep  the  helm  properly 
down,  the  vessel  fell  off*  before  the  wind,  and  several 
heavy  seas  broke  on  board,  reducing  her  almost  to  the 
same  condition  in  which  she  had  before  been. 

For  two  whole  days  she  lay  tossed  and  buffetted; 
more  of  her  bulwarks  were  stove  in,  and  the  companion- 
hatch  received  so  tremendous  a  blow  from  a  sea,  that 
it  was  nearly  carried  away.  Had  this  occurred,  the 
only  place  of  shelter  in  the  vessel  would  have  been 
destroyed. 

During  all  this  trying  time,  True  Blue  was  the  life 
and  soul  of  the  little  band.  Though  others  gave  way, 
he  kept  up  his  spirits,  and  cheered,  and  endeavoured  to 
animate  them.     Even  Paul  desponded ;  but  True  Blue 
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was  ever  ready  to  offer  some  encouraging  suggestioiL 
The  gale  soon  must  cease — deliverance  could  not  be  far 
off.  This  was  the  hurricane-season,  when  bad  weather 
must  be  expected ;  and  these  gales  were  much  better 
than  a  regular  hurricane,  which  would  too  probably 
send  the  schooner  to  the  bottom. 

The  gale  came  at  last  to  an  end,  and  comparativelj 
fine  weather  returned.  In  spite  of  all  their  care,  their 
provisions  had  by  this  time  sadly  diminished,  and  the 
fruits  and  roots  were  entirely  destroyed,  and  unfit  for 
food.  They  still  had  a  supply  of  salt-fish,  and  abundance 
of  wine,  and,  therefore,  they  had  no  cause  to  fear  dving 
of  actual  starvation ;  but  such  food  was  anything  but 
wholesome,  and  they  would  gladly  have  exchanged  the 
finest  claret  for  half  the  quantity  of  pure  water,  and  i 
supply  of  bread — even  the  hardest  of  sea-biscuits. 

Still,  True  Blue  setting  them  the  example,  they  made 
the  best  of  everything ;  and  Paul  took  care,  that  as  so6n 
as  the  weather  allowed  again  of  their  moving  about  the 
deck,  no  one  should  be  idle.  The  French  ensign  was 
still  flying  at  the  head  of  the  foremast.  A  look-out  was 
always  kept  for  any  sail  which  might  heave  in  sight, 
that  they  might  steer  so  as  to  try  and  cut  her  off,  if 
possible. 

One  morning,  True  Blue  descried  two  sail  on  the 
weather-bow.  They  appeared,  when  the  sun  rose,  to 
be  standing  towards  the  **  Furet.*'  The  hopes  of  all  on 
board  rose  high.  The  strangers  were  pronounced  to  be 
English  merchantmen,  by  the  cut  of  their  sails  and 
general  appearance.  They  bore  down  on  the  "  Furet" 
till  within  the  distance  of  three  miles  or  so,  and  then 
suddenly  hauled  their  wind,  and  stood  off  again  under 
all  sail. 
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n;  Of  course  tiiis  unaccountable  conduct  met  with  no 
pfSTnall  amount  of  complaint,  if  not  of  abuse.  Even  Paul 
^Pringle  could  not  help  saying,  "If  the  fellows  had  no 
afintention  of  helping  us,  why  did  they  not  stand  on  their 
iproper  course,   without  hearing    down  to  disappoint 

us?" 
•  Some  hours  afterwards,  he  suddenly  struck  his  fore- 
;  head  with  the  palm  of  his  hand,  and  exclaimed,  •'  Why 
didn't  I  think  of  that  before.  Of  course  it's  that 
Frenchman's  flag.  I  ought  to  have  known  that  it 
could  never  have  brought  us  good.  The  master  of 
those  vessels  evidently  thought  that  the  craft  was  still 
a  French  privateer,  and  that  the  Mounseers  were  play- 
ing them  off  some  trick,  in  the  hope  of  catching  them. 
Such  a  trick  would,  I  say,  be  very  shameful;  but 
they  Ve  done  things  as  bad,  and  it 's  very  natural  that 
Englishmen  should  suspect  them.  At  all  events  we  '11 
not  carry  the  flag  any  longer.  Haul  it  down,  True 
Blue." 

True  Blue  hauled  down  the  tricolour,  and  it  was 
never  again  hoisted.  For  several  days,  the  wind  con- 
tinued light  and  variable,  and  the  vessel  made  but 
little  progress  on  her  course.  All  on  board  were 
suffering  more  or  less,  and  becoming  shadows  of  their 
former  selves.  Paul  could  scarcely  move  about  the 
deck;  and  even  True  Blue  found  his  strength  sadlj 
diminished.  Hunger  annoyed  them,  but  tliey  suffered 
dreadfully  from  thirst;  the  claret  would  not  take  it  off, 
and  their  cask  of  water,  though  the  precious  fluid  had 
been  husbanded  with  the  greatest  care,  was  almost 
empty. 

More  anxiously  even  than  at  first,  all  on  board  kept 
a  look-out  for  a  sail.     Several  more  days  passed,  and 
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on  each  they  were  doomed  to  disappointment.  Tii 
Fid  had  the  look-out  one  morning  at  daybreak.  Tho 
asleep  were  roused  up  by  his  voice  shouting,  "  A  sa 
a  sail !  Not  three  miles  to  windward  of  us.  We  mi 
be  seen.     Hurra !" 

Paul  crawled  on  deck  and  took  a  look  at  the  strangi 
a  large  brig  with  taunt  masts  and  square  yards.  "  Y< 
Tim,  there  is  a  sail,"  he  said  slowly.  "  She  is  eith 
a  man-of-war  or  privateer,  but  from  the  cut 
her  sails  she  is  French ;  for  my  part  I  would  soon 
remain  on  the  wreck  than  be  shut  up  in  a  Fren 
prison." 

All  hands  expressed  the  same  opinion;  but  how 
avoid  being  compelled  to  go  on  board  the  brig  was  t 
question.  The  stranger  soon  espied  the  schooner,  a 
bore  down  upon  her.  Paul  eyed  the  approaching  bi 
with  anything  but  looks  of  affection,  when,  as  she  dre 
near,  who  should  be  seen  on  the  poop  but  Sir  Hem 
Elmore  and  Mr.  Nott,  while  forward  were  several 
the  "  Gannet's  '*  crew. 

She  hove-to  ;  a  boat  was  sent  on  board,  which  coi 
veyed  Paul  to  the  brig.  All  that  had  occurred  w 
soon  explained.  The  brig  was  a  privateer,  capture 
afler  a  smart  action,  and  Sir  Henry  had  been  pi 
in  charge  to  carry  her  to  Jamaica.  He  now  toe 
the  "  Furet "  in  tow,  and  sent  some  fresh  hands  c 
board,  to  relieve  those  who  had  suffered  so  muc 
in  her. 

In  four  days  they  arrived  at  Port  Royal;  and  Pai 
and  his  companions  obtained  the  greatest  credit  for  tl 
way  in  which  they  had  fought  one  privateer  and  pn 
served  their  own  prize  from  destruction. 

"  We  have  no  business,  to  say  that  we  preserved  tl 
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?>e8sel,"  remarked  Paul.  *'  It  was  not  we,  you  *11  allow, 
^^ut  One  who  dwells  on  high,  and  oflen  saves  poor 
>^ack  when  he  cannot  save  himself,  and  watches  over 
•ihim,  and  all  other  human  beings  besides." 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 
Trae  Blue  a  Boatswain. 

The  brig  which  had  been  captured  by  the  "  Gannet," 
and  had  discovered  the  "  Furet,"  was  a  fine  new  vessel 
mounting  sixteen  guns,  and  almost  a  match  for  the 
"  Gannet  '*  herself.  Mr.  Digby,  the  first  lieutenant  ci 
the  corvette  had  been  so  severely  wounded,  that  he 
was  compelled  to  go  home  invalided.  Sir  Henry  Elmtwe 
had  much  distinguished  himself,  and  the  Admiral  on 
the  Jamaica  station,  who  wished  to  promote  him,  gave 
him  an  acting  order  as  commander  of  the  prize,  which, 
under  the  name  of  the  "  Rover,"  her  own  being  sonw- 
what  unsuited  for  English  ears,  was  added  to  the  hslyj. 
As  soon  as  Sir  Henry  had  commissioned  the  brig,  he 
sent  for  True  Blue. 

"  Freeborn,"  he  said,  "  I  think  that  I  can  at  once 
obtain  an  appointment  for  you  which  will  suit  yoor 
wishes.  If  you  will  accept  it,  I  will  get  the  Admiral 
to  give  you  an  acting  order  as  boatswain  of  the  *  Rover;' 
and  you  can  then  take  out  your  warrant  as  soon  as  jon 
reach  England  for  a  still  higher  rate.  What  do  jon 
say,  old  shipmate  ?  The  *  Gannet 's'  time  is  alr^idj 
up.  She  will  be  returning  home  in  a  few  weeks,  and  iw 
shall  not  be  many  months  afler  her.      In   the  mean 
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me,  we  will  take  good  care  that  the  grass  does  not 
row  under  the  ship's  bottom." 

The  look  of  intense  satisfaction  which  lighted  up 
True  Blue*s  countenance,  assured  Sir  Henry  that  his 
Difer  would  be  accepted,  and  made  him  shrewdly  sus- 
pect, that  an  object  beyond  even  the  rank  of  boatswain 
depended  on  it. 

"  Thank  you.  Sir  Henry,  thank  you,"  he  answered. 
••  If  Paul  Pringle  says  Yes,  so  do  I;  and  if  Peter  Ogle 
doesn^t  say  No,  I  think  that  it  will  be  all  right." 

*^  But  what  has  Peter  Ogle  to  do  with  the  matter?" 
inquired  Sir  Henry,  trying  to  be  grave* 

*•  Why,  you  see.  Sir  Henry,  he's  Mary's  father,  and 
""  it  wouldn't  be  right  or  ship-shape  to  marry  without  his 
leave." 

'^  Oh,  I  see,"  replied  Sir  Henry,  who  had  suspected 
all  along  how  matters  stood.  "You  have  agreed  with 
Mary  Ogle  to  marry  her  as  soon  as  you  are  a  boatswain; 
and  as  you  did  not  expect  to  become  one  for  some  time 
to  come,  you  do  not  think  it  would  be  right '  to  steal  a 
march,'  as  the  soldiers  say,  on  her  father,  and  accept 
the  appointment  without  consulting  him." 

"  That's  just  it.  Sir  Henry,"  answered  True  Blue, 
with  his  usual  frankness,  blushing  as  he  spoke,  though. 
''  I  always  like  to  do  everything  straight-forward  and 
above  board.  Peter  knows  I  want  to  marry  his  daughter, 
and  that  Mary  is  ready  to  marry  me;  and  of  course 
Paul  knows  it  too;  and,  moreover,  says  that  I  might 
search  the  world  around  and  not  find  a  better  wife; 
and  that 's,  too,  what  I  know  right  well,  or  so  good  a 
one;  but  then,  you  see.  Sir  Henry,  I  expected,  and  so 
did  they,  that  I  should  have  to  go  out  to  the  £ast 
Indies,  or  round  the  world,  may  be,  before  I  should 
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be  able  to  get  my  warrant;  and  so  I  am  taUkssa  all 
aback,  as  it  were,  with  joy  and  pleasure ;  and  I  do 
thank  you  from  my  h^rt,  that  I  do." 

"  All  right,  Freeborn,"  exclaimed  Sir  Henry  with 
evident  pleasure,  and  putting  out  his  hand«  ''  I  wish 
you  all  happiness  from  my  heart.  We  must  take  caie 
to  pick  up  a  good  supply  of  prize-money,  to  help  you  to 
set  up  housekeeping ;  and  all  I  bargain  for  is,  that  yon 
invite  me  to  the  wedding." 

"  Aye,  that  I  will,  Sir  Henry,  and  a  right  hearfj 
welcome  we  11  give  you,"  was  the  answer. 

It  never  occurred  to  honest  True  Blue  to  talk  of  the 
honour,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  which  the  yonng 
baronet  proposed  to  pay  him ;  and  yet  no  one  ever  paid 
more  ready  obedience  to  all  his  officers  and  superiors. 

Paul  Pringle  and  Peter  Ogle  yielded  their  very 
willing  consent  to  True  Blue's  acceptance  of  the  ofe 
made  him,  and  he  came,  highly  delighted,  to  tell  Sir 
Henry,  who  did  not  suppose  that  there  would  be  any 
doubt  about  the  matter. 

"  I  thought  it  would  be  so,"  he  said,  handing  the 
newly -made  boatswain  a  handsome  silver  call  and  chain. 
*'  You  will  wear  this,  Freeborn,  for  my  sake,  for  many 
years  to  come,  I  hope;  and,  not  to  lose  time,  I  haye 
already  got  your  appointment.  Mr.  Nott  has  also  got 
an  acting  order  as  second  lieutenant,  and  Captain  Brine 
has  spared  me  Tom  Marline,  Hartland  and  Fid ;  so  that 
you  will  have  several  old  shipmates  with  you.  The 
rest  of  the  crew  we  must  make  up  as  best  we  can. 
Marline  will  be  a  quarter-master ;  and  are  either  of  the 
others  fit  for  petty  officers  ?" 

"  Well,  sir,  Hartland  is  fit  for  anything,  I  'U  gay  thai 
of  him,  and  so  would  Fid  be,  if  he  was  more  steady  and 
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had  some  education ;  but  though  there  is  not  a  fellow  I 
would  more  trust  to  in  a  skrimmage,  or  to  have  at  my 
back  when  boarding  an  enemy,  he  can't  depend  on  him- 
self, if  there 's  any  mischief  under  weigh,  and  that 's  the 
worst  of  him." 

"  Well,  then,  T  '11  make  Fid  boatswain's  mate,  and 
then  you  can  have  an  eye  on  him,  and  keep  him  in 
order.  As  to  Hartland,  he  has  been  very  steady  ever 
since  f  have  known  him,  some  six  years  or  more. 
What  say  you,  if  we  get  him  an  appointment  as 
acting  gunner.  He  is  as  well  fitted  for  the  duties  as 
any  man  I  can  put  my  hands  on." 

"  That  he  is.  Sir  Henry,"  exclaimed  True  Blue, 
warmly.  "  There  isn't  a  man  in  the  service  you  can 
more  depend  on  in  every  way  than  Harry  Hartland, 
and  there  isn't  one  I  would  rather  have  as  a  brother 
officer,  for  we  have,  as  it  were,  been  brothers  ever  since 
he  came  to  sea." 

So  it  was  arranged ;  and  Harry  Hartland  found  him-* 
self,  beyond  his  most  sanguine  expectations,  appointed 
as  acting  gunner  of  the  "  Rover."  Neither  Tom  Mar-> 
line  nor  Tim  Fid  were  a  bit  jealous  of  their  shipmates' 
success,  for  both  of  them  were  well  aware  that  they 
themselves  were  not  able  properly  to  perform  the  duties 
of  the  rank  their  friends  held. 

The  refitting  of  the  **  Rover"  now  progressed  rapidly^ 
while,  by  degrees,  a  number  of  very  fair  seamen  were 
picked  up.  She  still  wanted  more  than  a  third  of  her 
number,  when  the  "  Gannet,"  received  orders  to  return 
to  England,  and  Captain  Brine  allowed  all  of  his  ctew 
who  wished  to  volimteer  for  the  brig.  Here  would  be 
evidence  whether  or  not  Sir  Henry  £lmore,  and  hia 
second    lieutenant,     and    especially    his    two    young 
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ipite  of  his  age,  oTercame  every  other  o 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Freeborn,  I  come  wid  ym 
said,  stepping  on  board  the  brig.  *'  I  nc 
now,  'canse  yon  great  officer,  and  ri^t  f 
tnt  so  I  officer  very  great  too.  Ship'i 
crew  not  eat,  what  became  of  dem  ?" 

Sam,  who  was  a  sheet  or  two  in  the  '' 
say.  not  as  sober  as  be  dhould  hare  beei 
and  smiling  all  the  time  be  was  speaking. 
True  Blue  to  nnderstand  that  thongfa 
aware  of  the  change  in  their  relative 
feelings  of  affection  towards  him  vei 
altered.  One  volonteer  most  of  hia 
would  willingly  have  seen  return  home; 
shilling,  he  turned  np  when  leaet  yr 
the  "  Gannet"  sailed,  Gr^piy  Gipplea 
mischance  been  left  on  shore;  and  meeti 
he  begged  so  strenuously  to  be  taken 
"  Rover,"  and  promised  so  earnestly  to 
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Qen,  each  oonfident  that  absenoe  would  not  diminish 
ho  affection  which  reigned  in  their  hearts. 

Away  sailed  the  ^*  Hover"  for  a  oruise  on  the  Spanish 
Uain,  famed  in  days  of  yore  as  the  locality  where  the 
richest  prizes  were  to  be  picked  up.  Even  Sir  Henry 
Elmore,  whose  income  was,  for  his  rank,  somewhat 
imited,  had  no  objection  to  the  ohanoe  offered  of 
>btainiag  a  stock  of  prize-money ;  and  his  officers  and 
crew,  iocluding  True  Blue,  looked  forward  to  the  pros- 
pect wi'h  infinite  satisfaction. 

The  Irig  had  been  out  of  Port  Royal  about  a  week, 
when  six  soil  were  discovered  to  leeward  and  proved  to 
bo  a  shi(,  with  four  brigs,  and  a  schooner.  They  con- 
tinued thiir  course  till  the  "  Kover,"  got  near  enough  to 
allow  her  commander  to  see  that  the  schooner  and  one 
brig  each  carried  sixteen  guns,  and  that  another  carried 
six. 

They,  ca  discovering  that  the  "  Eover/*  was  Snglish, 
shewed  Fnnch  colours,  and  drew  close  together,  as  il 
prepared  U  engage. 

<*  I  knov,  my  lads,  thai  you  '11  wish  to  take  some  of 
those  vessds,"  said  the  commander,  aware  that  any 
further  address  would  be  superfluous,  tis  he  gave  the 
order  to  bar  down  upon  the  enemy. 

The  schconer,  on  this,  immediately  made  the  signal 
to  all  the  vissels  to  disperse  in  different  directions,  while 
she  herseli  stood  away  under  all  the  sail  she  could 
carry. 

The  ^'River"  made  chase,  and  after  three  hours 
came  up  wth  the  ship  and  the  largest  brig,  both  of 
which  struc:  without  firing  a  shot  They  proved  to  be 
prizes  to  tb  schooner,  a  French  privateer,  said  tp  be 
one  of  the  Mtest  vessels  in  those  seas;  and  from  the 
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number  of  prizes  she  bad  taken,  one  of  the  moit  i 
fill  cruisers. 

"  Fast  as  sbe  may  he"  exclaimed  Sir  Hemy.' 
will  do  our  best  to  take  her." 

From  the  prisoners,  he  learned,  also,  that  sheiioiijl 
carried  sixteen    guns,  full  as    lieavj    as  those  d 
''  BoTer/'  but  a  crew  of  not  less   than  a  hundnl 
fifty  men.     The  ship  and  brig,  having  prise  croii] 
on  board  them,  and  sent  back  to  Jamaica,  the  ^  lovft'l 
continued  her  chase  of  the  schooner.     She  kep^berij 
sight,  running    to  the  southward,   till  Sir  HtfI7^ 
satisfied  that  the  vessels  he  had  recaptured  wee  m\ 
and  then,  night  coming  on,  she  was  hid  from  sifht 

The  opinion  of  his  officers  was,  that  she  woldf^l 
bably  make  for  some  port  on  the  Spanish  man*  wbes' 
she  might  dispose  of  her  prizes.  The  **  RovCf"  coue* 
quently,  carried  a  press  of  sail  all  night,  in  the  hope 
that  either  the  privateer,  or  some  more  of  ler  piiies 
might  be  overtaken. 

When  morning  broke,  however,  not  a  sailwas  to  be 
seen.  Soon  after  mom,  however,  land  was  iiscovend 
ahead,  and  in  an  hour  afterwards,  a  schooor  hove  ii 
sight.  As  the  '^  Rover"  drew  near,  she  hoistd  Spanidi 
colours,  and,  evidently,  soon  suspecting  she  brig's 
character,  put  up  her  helm,  and  ran  befor  the  wbd 
toward  the  coast. 

It  was  soon  seen  that  she  was  not  the  pri'ateer  tfaef 
were  in  search  of.  On  she  went,  till  she  rn  right  on 
shore.  The  '*  Hover,"  on  this,  shortening  ail,  hauled 
her  wind,  and  two  boats  being  lowered,  undr  conmiaad 
of  Mr.  Nott,  True  Blue,  having  charge  of  oe  of  thenif 
pulled  in  to  ascertain  whether  she  could  be  pt  ofif.  The 
Spaniards,  as  they  approached,  fired  a  voll^  at  them, 
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and  then  abandoning  the  vessel,  pulled  through  the  surf 
on  shore.  The  schooner  was  immediately  boarded,  set 
on  fire  in  every  direction,  and  the  English,  driving  the 
Spaniards  from  the  boat,  waited  till  she  burned  to  the 
vyater's  edge,  and  the  sea,  breaking  over  her,  extin- 
guished the  flames. 

This  necessary,  though  unsatisfactory  work,  having 
been  accomplished,  the  '*  Rover,"  made  sail  along  the 
coast. 

Two  days  afterwards,  as  she  lay  becalmed  under  the 
land,  a  schooner,  having  long  sweeps  at  work,  and 
three  gun-boats,  were  seen  making  for  the  "  Rover." 
The  schooner  was  large,  full  of  men,  and  carried  a  num- 
ber of  guns,  and  with  the  aid  of  the  gun-boats,  should 
the  calm  continue,  would,  it  was  very  evident,  prove  a 
formidable  opponent  to  the  English  brig. 

Still,  as  usual,  her  crew  were  eager  for  battle,  and  as 
they  went  to  their  guns,  they  laughed  and  cut  their 
jokes  as  heartily  as  ever.  Of  course,  Gipples  came  in 
for  his  ordinary  share  of  quizzing.  Fid  was  the  chief 
quizzer;  but  he  had  got  several  others  to  join  him  in 
making  a  butt  of  Gregory. 

''  I  say,  mates,  did  you  ever  hear  what  the  savages 
on  that  shore  out  there  do  when  they  take  any  pri- 
soners ?"  he  began,  winking  to  some  of  his  shipmates. 
"  They  cuts  them  up  just  like  sheep,  and  eats  them. 
I  Ve  heard  say,  that  as  you  walks  the  streets,  you  '11  see 
dozens  of  fellows  sometimes,  tarry  breeches  and  all, 
hanging  up  in  the  butchers'  shops.  There  was  the 
whole  crew  of  the  **  Harpy"  sloop,  taken  off  here, 
treated  in  that  way —that  I  know  of  to  a  certainty.  The 
captain  was  a  very  fat  man,  so  his  flesh  fetched  twice  as 
much  a  pound  as  the  others;  and  when  they  served  him 
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up    at    dinner   wcy  omamaiftBd  too    dnh  ^SA,  Ui 
epsnlets  and  the  gold  laoe  off  kb  eoaft."' 

Gipplefl  opened  bis  eyes  Terj  widciy  and  d^  Mtil 
all  like  the  descriptuHL 

Fid  coDtinned — ^"  I  hope  if  thejr  take  ns  thej  voa't 
serve  ns  in  the  same  waj;  bnt  there 'a  no  tKpB% 
We  '11  fight  to  the  last;  but  all  those  gon-boata  td 
that  big  schooner  are  great  odds  against  our  little  hB% 
May  be,  Sir  Hemy  would  rather  blow  up  the  brig  ni 
all  on  board.  I  hope  as  how  he  will,  and  ao  we  vil 
disappoint  the  cannibals." 

While  Tim  Fid  and  his  companions  were  mmung « 
with  this  sort  of  nonsense,  poor  Gippka^  wiahii^  Atf 
he  was  anj  where  but  on  board  tke  **  Bover,**  tki 
enemj  were  graduall j  stealing  out  towards  lier. 

True  Blue  saw  that  the  eontest,  if  carried  «&  ia  t 
calm,  would  be  a  very  severe  one,  and  anzionaly  looU 
out  for  the  signs  of  a  breeze. 

As  the  schooner  drew  near,  it  was  dear  that  she  v« 
the  French  privateer  of  which  thej  were  in.  searcL 

*'  We  must  take  her  some  how  or  other,  there 'bbd 
doubt  about  that,"  thought  True  Blue.  '<  We  haiegot 
some  long  sweeps,  we  '11  get  these  all  ready  to  lig  outtf 
soon  as  she  comes  near  to  lay  her  on  board.  1 11  ktf 
what  the  captain  has  to  say  to  the  idea." 

The  boatswain,  on  this,  went  as  near  aft  as  flti* 
quette  would  allow,  knowing  that  the  Captain  woaU 
call  him  up  and  talk  to  him  about  the  approaoluil 
conflict. 

Sir  Henry  had  himself  intended  to  board  the  enen^ 
but  feared,  from  their  being  so  dose  in  under  the  ItfA 
that  before  the  contest  was  over  the  vesaeb  might 
on  shore. 
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The  sweeps  were,  bowerer,  got  ready.  Just  then  a 
light  air  from  off  the  land  sprung  up,  and  the  brig, 
making  all  sail,  stood  away  from  it,  much,  probably,  to 
the  satisfaction  of  her  enemies^  who  &ncied  that  her 
crew  were  afraid  of  fighting,  and  that  should  they 
come  up  with  her,  she  would  prove  an  easy  conquest. 

They  began,  therefore,  briskly  firing  their  bow  guns 
at  the  "  Rover/'  a  compliment  which  she  as  warmly 
returned  with  her  after  guns. 

The  breeze  dying  away,  the  sweeps  were  now  got  out, 
and  the  ''  Rover  "  still  kept  ahead  of  her  pursuers.  All 
her  guns  were  loaded  with  round  and  small  shot ;  and  a 
warm  fire  was  kept  up  from  her  deck  with  muskets  and 
pistols,  at  the  schooner  which  followed  in  her  wake;  her 
stem  being  kept  by  means  of  the  sweeps,  directly  towards 
the  enemy.  One  of  the  gun-boats  had  dropped  astern, 
but  the  other  two  kept  close  to  her. 

A  Spanish  ofi^cer  on  board  the  schooner  now  ordered 
the  gun-boats  to  board  the  brig,  the  schooner  herself 
giving  signs  that  she  was  about  to  do  the  same. 

Sir  Henry  watched  carefully,  to  ascertain  in  what  way 
they  were  about  to  attack  the  brig. 

The  schooner  kept  off  a  little,  and  then  shewed  thai 
she  was  about  to  attack  on  the  starboard  quarter,  while 
the  gun-boats  pulled  for  her  larboard  quarter  and  bow. 

Sir  Henry  waited  till  the  schooner  and  gun-boats  had 
got  within  about  fifteen  3rards  of  the  brig,  then,  with  the 
srweeps  on  the  larboard  side,  he  rapidly  pulled  her  roimd, 
BO  as  to  bring  her  starboard  broadside  to  bear  athwart 
the  schooner's  bow. 

**  Now,  lads,  give  it  them,"  he  shouted;  and  the  whole 
broadside  of  the  brig,  with  round  and  grape-shot,  was 
poured  into  the  schooner's  bow,  now  crowded  with  men 
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readj  to  board,  raking  her  fore  and  aft,  and  killing 
numbers  of  them.  The  ^  Rover's"  crew  instantly  TfoAd 
over  to  the  other  side  and  swept  her  round ;  then,  mu- 
ning  the  larboard  guns,  raked  both  the  gunboats  in  ti> 
same  manner. 

The  shrieks  and  cries  of  the  wounded  shewed  th 
damage  which  bad  been  done ;  the  Spanish  boats  ba(^ 
their  oars,  as  if  not  wishing  to  renew  the  contest. 

A  voice  from  the  schooner,  however,  ordered  chemti 
come  on,  while  she  kept  firing  away,  though  with  some* 
what  abated  energy.  The  crews  of  the  Spanish  boA 
having  somewhat  recovered  their  courage,  once  moR 
returned  to  the  attack;  but  the  "  Rover's"  guns  hep 
them  from  again  attempting  to  board.  Now  and  te 
they  retired,  and,  whenever  they  did  so,  she  polU 
round,  and  again  brought  her  broadside  to  bear  on  tk 
bows  of  the  schooner. 

Thus,  for  nearly  an  hour  and  a  half,  was  the  oontot 
carried  on,  when  a  light  breeze  sprung  up,  which  plaeed 
the  schooner  to  windward. 

True  Blue  hurried  ail:  *'  K  we  back  our  head-siili) 
Sir  Henry,  we  shall  run  stem  on  the  enemy,  and  rat/ 
then  carry  her,  by  boarding,"  he  exclaimed. 

*•  Right,  boatswain,"  was  the  answer.  **  Boarder 
away.     Follow  me." 

The  manoeuvre  was  quickly  performed.  With  a  cai 
the  brig's  stem  ran  against  the  schooner's  side,  td, 
before  the  enemy  knew  what  the  English  seamen  wev 
about,  they,  led  by  their  gallant  young  captain,  whoW 
closely  followed  by  True  Blue,  had  leaped  on  her  deij 
and  were  driving  all  before  them. 

A  tall  French  officer,  evidently  a  first-rate  swordsnufl^ 
stood  his  ground^  and  rallied  a  party  round  him.   Be 
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encountered  Sir  Henry,  who,  attacked  by  another  French- 
-  men,  was  on  the  point  of  being  cut  down,  when  True  Blue, 
^  with  his  trusty  cutlass,  came  to  his  aid,  and  turned  the 
gc  fury  of  the  Frenchman  against  himself. 

There  was  science  against  strength  and  pluck.     True 
^  Blue  saw  that  all  ordinary  rules  of  defence  and  attack 

must  be  set  aside;  so,  throwing  up   the  Frenchman's 

sword  with  a  back  stroke  of  his  cutlass,  he  sprang  in  on 
- .  him,  seized  him  by  the  throat,  and,  as  he  pushed  him 
_^  back,  with  another  cut  brought  him  to  the  deck. 

The  loss  of  their  champion  still  more  disheartened  the 

French,  who  now  gave   way  fore  and  aft.     Numbers 

had  been  cut  down — some  jumped  overboard;  but  the 
~     greater  portion  ran  below  and   sung  out  lustily   for 

quarter. 

True  Blue,  with  infinite  satisfaction,  hauled  down  the 

schooner's  colours.  How  many  ensigns  of  the  enemies 
,  of  his  country  had  he  treated  in  the  same  way.  He 
.   .  might  justly  have  been  proud  to  count  them.     Besides 

her  regular  crew,  of  about  a  hundred  and  twenty  men, 

the  schooner   had  had   twenty -five   soldiers  and  two 

Spanish  officers  put  on  board  her. 

Strange  to  say,  not  a  man  of  the  **  Rover  "  was  hurt, 
J.  while  nearly  fifty  Frenchmen  and  Spaniards  were  killed 

and  wounded. 
■^         The  moment  the  schooner's  flag  was  hauled  down,  the 
^    Spanish  boats  made  off,  nor  did  they  stop  till  they  had 
,     disappeared  within  some  harbour  on  the  coast. 

"  I  suppose,"  said  Gipples,  looking  at  the  swarthy 

Spanish  soldiers  with  no  friendly  eye ;  "  though  these 

chaps  may  have  liked  to  eat  us  if  they  had  caught  us,  we 

ain't  obliged  to  eat  them." 

"  That  will  be  as  the  Captain  likes,"  answered  Tim 
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Fid.    ^  Perluipt  he 'U  not  think  tfaem  wholenne  at  tt 
time  of  the  year,  and  let  them  go.** 

Af  the  prisoners  were  nomeronsi  half  of  them  urn 
landed  on  the  Spanish  main,  on  their  giying  their  wi 
not  to  serve  again  daring  the  war.  The  sofaooner,  lk 
*'  Coquille  "  was  put  under  charge  of  Mr.  NQtt,  wi^i 
crew  of  twenty  men,  and,  as  she  was  a  fast  sailer,  ib 
was  able  to  keep  close  company  with  the  ^*  Bover."  Tk 
two  vessels  had  wonderful  success,  and  took  so  nMSf 
prizes,  that  they  were  at  length  compelled  to  stand  aena 
to  Jamaica,  for  want  of  hands  to  navigate  them. 

On  the  passage,  a  ship  and  two  brigs  hove  in  sig^ 
which  looked  like  men-of-war,  and  were  under  Freneh 
colours ;  but  Sir  Henry  and  his  prizes  maiuBuvred  lo 
well,  and  put  on  so  formidable  an  appearance,  that,  oos- 
sidering  discretion  the  best  part  of  valour,  they  kept  it 
a  distance,  without  venturing  near  enough  to  ascerttii 
the  true  state  of  the  case.  Thus  the  '^  Bover"  retunei 
in  safety  to  Jamaica. 

Those  were  not  days  when  British  seamen  could  haTe 
been  accused  of  being  idle.  Most  of  them  lived  so  ftrt 
on  shore,  and  did  so  much  afloat,  that  they  might  htm 
been  said,  truly,  to  have  existed  a  lifetime  in  a  fcv 
years. 

A  very  few  days  were  sufficient  to  refit  the  "  Borer," 
and  to  store  and  provision  her  ready  for  sea.  Thii 
time,  however,  she  was  ordered  to  cruise  along  theooiiti 
of  St.  Domingo  and  Porto  Rico,  towards  the  Leewiri 
Islands.  Her  success,  however,  was  not  equal  to  ifitf^ 
it  had  before  been. 

At  length  she  ran  further  south,  and  came  off  Ai 
harbour  of  Point-k-Pitre,  in  the  island  of  Guadalocqw* 

The  time  allowed   for  the  cruise   was  yerj  netfij 
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expired,  and  Sir  Hairy  was  natarallj  desirous  of  doing 
something  more  than  had  yet  been  accomplished.  The 
saucy  little  English  brig  poked  her  nose  close  into  the 
IB'rench  harbour  one  morning,  and  there  discovered 
several  vessels  at  anchor,  close  under  a  strong  fort. 

''  We  must  be  on  the  watch  for  some  of  these  gentle* 
men  when  they  come  out,  and  capture  them,"  thought 
Sir  Henry,  as  the  brig  steered  away  again  from  the 
land. 

True  Blue  had,  however,  fixed  his  eye  on  a  French 
gun-brig  which  lay  the  outermost  of  all  the  vessels, 
and  which  he  thought,  by  a  bold  dash,  might  be 
carried  off. 

"  It  can  be  done,  I  know  it  can,  and  I  will  ask  the 
Captain,"  he  said  to  himself.  ''  Harry  will  join  me,  and 
I  will  have  Tim  Fid,  and  a  good  set  of  staunch  men. 
With  two  boats  and  thirty  men  we  could  do  it;  but,  if 
Sir  Henry  will  give  us  another  boat,  so  much  the 
better." 

The  boatswain's  plans  were  soon  matured;  and,  as  he 
was  not  addicted  to  talking  much  about  matters  before* 
hand,  he  went  at  once  to  the  Captain,  and  made  his 
offer.  Some  captains  might  have  been  jealous  of  en- 
trusting such  an  enterprize  to  an  inferior  officer ;  but  Sir 
Henry  was  too  noble-minded  to  indulge  such  a  feeling, 
and  his  only  doubt  was  whether  he  should  risk  the  life  of 
his  friend  in  such  an  undertaking ;  but  True  Blue  was  so 
urgent,  that  he  over-ruled  all  his  objections,  and  urged 
that  the  risk  to  life  was  often  not  so  great  in  apparently 
the  most  desperate  enterprises,  as  in  others  which  ap- 
peared far  more  easy  of  accomplishment. 

Sir  Henry,  therefore,  at  last  consented  to  his  pro- 
posal, allowed  him  three  boats,  and  promised  to  run  in 
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that  very  night,  should  the  weather  prove  faTourable, 
that  he  might  carry  out  his  object. 

The  boatswain  had  no  difficulty  in  obtaining  all  the 
volunteers  he  required  for  his  enterprize ;  and  the  rest  of 
the  day  was  spent  in  making  the  necessary  prepa- 
rations. 

Towards  the  evening  the  brig  once  more  stood  back 
in  the  direction  of  Pointe-k-Pitre.  It  reached  the  month 
of  the  harbour  about  midnight,  when  True  Blue  and  liii 
bold  followers  shoved  off.  He  had  an  eight-oared  cotter, 
carrying  sixteen  men  in  all ;  the  remainder  were  in  tio 
boats— one  under  command  of  the  gunner,  the  other,  d 
Tom  Marline.     Tim  Fid  was  with  True  Blue. 

He  felt  that  it  was  a  high  honour  to  be  entrusted  witli 
the  command  of  such  an  expedition,  as,  usually,  such  a 
one  would  have  been  under  the  command  of  the  first  or 
second  lieutenant  of  the  ship,  at  least. 

The  night  was  pitch  dark,  but  a  light  in  the  harboor 
shewed  them  in  what  direction  to  steer.  The  cutter  soon 
got  ahead  of  the  other  boats,  and,  as  True  Bine  mt 
anxious  to  get  on  board  before  he  was  discoveied  by  die 
French,  he  kept  on  without  waiting  for  them. 

True  Blue  was  well  aware  of  the  dangerous  chazaetff 
of  the  enterprize  on  which  he  was  engaged.  The  fai^ 
would  not  have  been  placed  where  she  was,  wnV>^  gbe 
had  been  well  armed  and  manned,  and,  as  the  **  Borer" 
had  been  perceived  in  the  morning,  in  all  probability 
her  crew  would  be  on  the  alert,  and  ready  to  receive 
them.  Still  he  knew  well  what  daring  courage  could 
effect,  and  he  had  every  hopes  of  success. 

The  mouth  of  the  h|irbour  was  reached,  and  up  it  the 
boat  rapidly  but  silently  pulled.  There  were  two  or 
three  lights  seen  glimmering  in  the  forts,  and  a  few  ifl 


i 


IJlUt  HLCK  SPLilKUING  tlVtIt  Till:  SULWAUKS  O 
FRENCH  BHIO. 


A  NtQHT  ATTACK.  417 

the  town  further  off,  but  none  were  shewn  on  board  any 
of  the  vessels,  and  True  Blue  began  to  hope  that  the 
enemy  were  not  expecting  an  attack. 

The  oars  were  muffled,  and  the  crew  pulled  so  steadily, 
that  scarcely  the  slightest  splash  was  made;  the  only 
sign  of  their  approach  being  the  phosphorescent  sparkle 
they  caused,  as  they  glided  through  the  smooth  water. 
The  lights  shewed  them  that  they  were  pulling  in  the 
right  direction;  but  even  then  the  unusual  darkness 
prevented  them  from  making  out,  with  sufficient  dis- 
tinctness, the  object  of  their  search. 

True  Blue  stood  up  and  peered  earnestly  through  the 
obscurity.  Few  eyes  but  his  would  have  attempted  to 
discover  anything. 

**  There  she  is,  lads/'  he  exclaimed,  in  a  low  voice; 
"  starboard  a  little;  that  will  do — we  will  board  under 
her  quarter.  Stand  by  to  hook  on.  Second  division,  do 
not  leave  the  boat  till  we  have  gained  a  footing  on  the 
deck.     Now,  lads,  follow  me." 

These  were  his  last  orders.  With  his  cutlass  in  his 
right  hand,  up  he  sprung,  over  the  bulwarks,  on  the 
brig's  quarter,  followed  by  Tim  Fid,  the  other  men 
climbing  up  along  the  side.  The  Frenchmen  were, 
however,  prepared  for  them.  A  broadside  was  fired 
over  their  heads,  pistols  were  flashed  in  their  faces, 
muskets  discharged,  and  pikes  thrust  at  them. 

True  Blue  expected,  when  he  leaped  down,  to  find 
himself  on  the  deck,  with  his  arms  free  to  use  his  cutlass 
to  advantage.  Instead  of  that,  he  discovered  that  he  had 
fallen  into  a  net  spread  out  over  the  quarter  to  dry.  Here 
he  could  neither  stand  nor  use  his  weapon,  and,  in  this 
position,  a  Frenchman  thrust  a  pike  towards  him,  which 
wounded  him  severely  in  the  thigh. 

£  E 
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Happily  he  got  his  cutlass  sufficientlj'  at  liberty  to 
cut  the  net,  when  he  dropped  once  more  into  the  boat, 
into  which  he  found  that  Tim  Fid  and  the  rest  of  the 
men  had  been  thrust  back,  several  severely  woundecL 

It  would  never  do,  however,  thus  to  give  up  the 
enterprise;  so,  in  a  low  voice,  telling  the  men  to  hflol 
the  boat  further  ahead,  he  once  more  sprang  up  over 
the  brig's  bulwarks.  Most  of  the  Frenchmen,  £aaicyvaf 
that  the  attacking  boat  was  still  there,  had  rushed  aft 

The  clash  of  British  cutlasses,  and  the  flash  of  pistdi 
in  the  waist,  quickly  brought  them  back  again.  True 
Blue,  Fid,  and  two  or  three  more,  stood  on  the  bulwarks, 
bravely  attempting  to  make  good  their  footing;  but  one 
after  the  other,  and  as  many  more  as  came  up,  were 
hurled  back  headlong,  some  into  the  water,  and  othen 
into  the  boat,  till  True  Blue  stood  by  himself,  opposed 
to  the  whole  French  crew. 

Undaunted  even  then,  he  kept  them  at  bay  with  his 
rapidly- whirling  cutlass,  till  those  who  had  faUen  over- 
board had  had  time  to  climb  into  the  boat ;  then  he 
shouted,  "  All  hands  aboard  the  French  brig  T 

"  Aye,  aye,"  was  the  answer,  "  we  '11  be  with  you, 
bo'sun.     True  Blue  for  ever !     Hurra  1" 

Once  more  the  imdaunted  seamen,  in  spite  of  cuts 
and  slashes,  and  broken  heads,  were  climbing  up  the 
brig's  sides.  Fid  was  the  first  who  joined  True  Blue 
in  time  to  save  him  from  an  awkward  thrust  of  a  board- 
ing-pike' and,  dragging  it  out  of  the  hands  of  the 
Frenchman  who  held  it,  he  leaped  with  it  down  on  the 
deck.  A  few  sweeps  of  True  Blue's  cutlass  cleared  a 
space  sufficient  to  enable  more  of  his  party  to  join  him; 
and,  these  driving  back  the  Frenchmen  still  further,  all 
the  boat's  crew  at  last  gained  the  brig's  deck.     The 
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Frenchmen  now  fought  more  fiercely  than  before,  and 
muskets,  and  pistols,  and  pikes  were  opposed  to  the 
British  cuthisses ;  but  the  weapons  of  cold  steel  proved 
the  most  eifective. 

Still  several  of'the  boarding-party  were  severely  wounded. 
Fid,  who  fought  for  True  Blue,  as  well  as  for  himself, 
was  twice  shot,  and  had  several  pikes  thrust  into  him  ; 
but  though  he  felt  that  he  was  wounded  all  over,  nothing 
stopped  him.  True  Blue  also  was  wounded  in  several 
places ;  but  he  scarcely  felt  his  hurts.  First,  shoulder 
to  shoulder  the  gallant  fellows  pushed  on,  charging  ail, 
where  most  of  the  French  officers  were  collected. 

The  latter  bravely  attempted  to  stop  the  raging  torrent, 
but  were  overwhelmed  and  cut  down,  not  one  (for  none 
asked  for  quarter),  escaping  without  a  severe  wound; 
several  even  being  killed  rather  than  yield. 

On  the  British  went;  some  of  the  enemy  jumped  over- 
board, the  rest  leaped  into  the  cabins,  or  threw  down 
their  weapons  and  cried  for  quarter.  The  afler  part  of  the 
vessel  was  gained.  A  group  on  the  forecastle  still  held 
out.  Another  fVirious  charge  was  made.  Just  then 
loud  huzzas  announced  the  arrival  of  the  otlier  two 
boats,  and  Harry  Hartland  and  Tom  Marline,  with  their 
followers,  climbing  up  the  sides  quickly  cleared  the 
forecastle. 

The  Frenchmen  who  had  escaped  below  were  ordered 
to  bo  quiet,  and  sentries,  with  muskets  pointed  down^ 
were  stationed  to  keep  them  so. 

The  boats  were  once  more  manned  and  sent  ahead  of 
the  brig;  the  cables  were  cut,  and,  amid  a  shower  of 
shot  from  the  forts,  the  gallantly-won  brig  was  towed 
out  of  the  harbour.  Several  other  vessels  were  seen 
to  be  slipping  their  cables  to  come  in  chase;  but  just 
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then  a  light  air  came  down  the  harbour,  whidi  tkie 
nearer  the  shore  did  not  feeL 

Hands  were  sent  aloft  to  loosen  the  brig's  sails.  On 
she  glided,  increasing  her  speed  ;  the  boats  towed 
rapidly  ahead,  but  the  work  became  lighter  and  lighter 
every  instant. 

*'  Hurra !  we  have  gained  her,  and  shall  keep  her," 
was  the  cry  on  board  the  prize. 

True  Blue,  as  he  walked  .the  deck,  keeping  a  watchfol 
eye  over  the  numerous  prisoners,  and  anxiously  conniog 
the  vessel,  to  take  her  clear  of  the  harbour,  conld  scaie^ 
believe  in  the  reality  of  the  splendid  achievement  he  bad 
performed.  In  truth,  he  only  believed  that  he  had  done 
what  many  brave  men  had  accomplished  before.  SdD 
he  felt  great  satisfaction  from  his  success,  knowing  hot 
pleased  Sir  Henry  would  be  at  hearing  of  it. 

However,  he  was  not  yet  quite  out  of  the  enemy's 
harbour.  The  shot  from  the  forts  came  whizzing  along 
afler  the  prize,  and  though,  as  not  a  light  was  shewn  on 
board  her,  the  gunners  could  not  aim  very  correctly,  the 
missiles  reached  as  far  or  farther  than  she  then  was, 
now  on  one  side,  now  on  the  other  of  her,  and  some- 
times nearly  over  her. 

True  Blue  occasionally  looked  aft.  Through  the  daxk' 
ness  he  now  distinguished  two  vessels  standing  after 
him.  The  breeze  had  increased.  He  called  the  boats 
alongside,  and  ordered  the  crews  on  board. 

Pointing  out  the  vessels  astern,  •*  Lads,"  he  said,  "we 
may  still  have  to  fight  for  our  prize;  but  I  am  sure 
that  you  will  defend  her  to  the  last." 

"  That  we  will,  bo'sun,  that  we  will,  never  fear,"  wai 
the  cheerful  answer. 

The  guns  were  found  to  be  loaded;  and  the  French- 
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7,1  men  had  got  up  a  supply  of  powder  and  shot  to  defend 
their  vessel,  when  True  Blue  and  his  companions  so 
unceremoniously  cut  short  their  proceedings.  It  was 
surprising,  that  among  the  flashing  of  so  many  pistols, 
some  of  the  powder  had  not  exploded. 

In  case  an  action  should  be  fought,  it  was  necessary 
to  secure  both  the  French  officers  and  seamen.  Harry 
Hartland  was  charged  with  this  duty.  On  going  below, 
he  found  that  not  an  officer  had  escaped  without  a 
wound;  some  had  been  hurt  very  severely.  Fortunately, 
an  assistant-surgeon  was  on  board,  able  to  look  afler 
them.  Harry,  however,  placed  a  sentry  in  the  gun- 
room, with  orders  to  shoot  the  first  man  who  made  the 
slightest  sign  of  revolting ;  while  he  placed  a  couple 
more  over  the  crew,  with  directions  to  treat  them  in 
the  same  way.  The  two  vessels  were  getting  very  near; 
so  was  the  mouth  of  the  harbour.  Not  far  outside,  ho 
knew  that  he  should  find  the  "  Rover." 

On  they  came.  He  luffed  across  the  bows  of  one, 
and  poured  in  a  broadside;  then  he  treated  the  other 
in  the  same  way,  and  directly  afterwards,  with  a  slashing 
breeze,  dashed  out  of  the  harbour.  In  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  he  was  up  to  the  "  Rover,"  and  right  hearty  were 
the  cheers  with  which  he  was  received ;  for  the  constant 
firing  had  made  Sir  Henry  fear  that  the  boats  were 
pursued,  and  that  the  enterprise  had  failed. 

The  two  vessels  now  stood  away  under  all  sail  from 
the  land. 

"  I  have  known  many  brave  actions,"  said  Sir  Henry, 
when  on  the  next  day  True  Blue  presented  himself 
before  his  Captain,  "  but  I  assure  you,  Freeborn,  none 
exceeds  the  one  you  have  just  performed,  in  dash  or 
gallantry.     You  have  still,  I  am  certain,  the  road  to 
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the  higher  ranks  of  our  noble  profession  open  to  you,  if 
you  "will  but  accept  the  first  step. 

"  Thank  you,  Sir  Henry,"  answered  True  Blue 
modestly;  "I  have  just  done  my  duty.  My  mind  is 
made  up  about  the  matter.  I  wished  to  take  the  cnft, 
just  to  shew  that  I  deserved  your  good  opinion  of  m\ 
and  perhaps  it  may  help  somewhat  to  confirm  me  in 
my  rank  as  bo'sun;  and  if  it  does  I  shall  be 
content.'* 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 
Trae  Blue  taken  Prisoner. 

**  Thsre  is  many  a  slip  between  the  cup  and  lip,"  is  a 
proverb  which  sailors,  of  all  people  in  the  world,  find 
often  to  be  most  cruelly  true.  The  crew  of  the  "  Rover" 
expec-ed  to  reach  the  shores  of  Old  England  within  a 
few  w«eks  after  they  left  the  West  Indies,  to  enjoy  in 
their  several  ways  the  heaps  of  prize-money  they  had 
collected  in  their  unusually  successftil  cruises. 

But  when  about  midway  across  the  ocean,  a  gale 
sprung  up,  and  carried  away  their  fore-mast.  WhiU 
they  were  in  that  crippled  state,  an  enemy's  frigate 
bore  diwn  upon  them;  and,  as  an  eagle  does  a  hare, 
snapped  them  up  as  her  prey.  The  frigate  was  bound 
to  the  southward,  and  with  her  prize,  exulting  in  her 
success,  continued  on  her  course.  The  Frenchmen 
endeavoured  to  induce  her  crew  to  join  them.  The 
answers  they  got  in  return,  from  most  of  the  English, 
were  no;  complimentary. 

The  mly  one  who  yielded  was  Gregory  Gipples.  It 
was  a  fftal  step  in  a  downward  course.  In  the  latitude 
of  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  another  sail  hove  in  sight. 
A  heav^  gale  was  blowing,  and  rolling  mountain  seas 
tossed  :he  big  ships  about  as  if  they  had  been  cockle- 
shells. 
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The  stranger,  hoistmg  English  colours,  kept  dose  to 
to  the  Frenchman,  not  firing,  for  that  would  have  bea 
useless,  but  following  her  like  her  shadow.  A  yerj 
unpleasant  shadow  she  was  thought.  Day  after  6sj 
she  followed,  and  the  Frenchman  could  by  no  mesns 
get  rid  of  her.  Every  morning  there  she  was,  eitha  s 
a  mile  astern  or  on  her  weather  quarter. 

At  last  the  gale  abated,  and  the  sea  went  down;  and 
then  the  English  frigate  opened  her  ports  and  rui  out 
her  guns,  and  began  blazing  away  with  such  hearty 
good  will,  that  the  Frenchmen  were  at  last  compeUsd  to 
haul  down  their  colours  and  yield  up  their  ship. 

Wretched  Gipples  was  in  a  terrible  fright ;  but  none 
of  the  officers  had  seen  him  at  quarters  on  boat!  the 
Frenchman,  and  he  escaped  hanging  that  time.  The 
captured  frigate,  the  ''  Iphig^nie,"  was  carriei  into 
Table  Bay,  where  she  was  fitted  out  as  a  British 
cruiser,  and  the  officers  and  crew  of  the  "lover" 
appointed  to  her,  except  Sir  Henry  Elmore,  wio  was 
anxious  to  return  home. 

Gipples,  too,  fearing  that  his  traitorous  condnc  might 
be  discovered,  deserted.  He,  however,  aflervrarcs  found 
his  way  home,  and  joined  one  of  those  crews,  bappilj 
very  few,  which  rising  in  mutiny  against  theirofficers, 
have  delivered  their  ships  over  to  the  enemy;  btt  whose 
fate  may  well  be  a  warning  to  others,  for  he  aid  eveiy 
one  of  the  miserable  men  who  had  thus  actec,  before 
many  years,  and  in  some  cases  even  months,  wire  over, 
paid  the  penalty  of  their  crimes  at  the  yard-am. 

True  Blue  was  now  the  boatswain  of  a  fin<  frigate. 
Though  thinking  of  Old  England,  and  those  ie  loved 
there,  and  hoped  long  ere  this  to  have  met,  he  bore  his 
disappointment  with  much  cheerfulness. 
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The  frigate  cruised  through  the  Indian  and  China 
seas,  and  visited  Java  and  many  strange  lands;  and 
three  years  or  more  elapsed  before  the  joyful  words 
were  heard,  "  Hurra  I  hurra  1  we  are  homeward  bound  1" 
and  on  Saturday  night,  "  Sweethearts  and  wives  1"  were 
toasted,  with  the  hope,  that  ere  long  they  might  be 
clasped  in  their  lovers*  and  husbands*  arms. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 

True  Blue  Marries — Conclusion. 

Peace,  known  as  the  Peace  of  Amiens,  which,  like  pie- 
crust, was  evidently  made  to  be  broken  by  one,  if  nrt 
more,  of  the  belligerent  Powers,  was  concluded  in  1801; 
and  though  England  called  in  her  cmizers,  prohibiting 
them  any  longer  to  bum,  sink,  and  destroy  those  of  her 
enemies,  she  wisely  declined  drawing  her  own  teeth,  or 
cutting  her  claws,  by  dismantling  her  ships  and  dis- 
banding their  crews ;  but,  like  a  good-natured  lion,  she 
crouched  down,  wagging  her  tail,  and  sucking  her  paws, 
while,  rolling  her  eyes  round  and  round,  she  carefullj 
watched  the  turn  affairs  were  likely  to  take. 

Seldom  have  more  ships  been  seen  arriving,  day  after 
day,  at  Spithead,  and  never  had  Portsmouth  Harhoor 
been  fuller  of  others  fitting  and  refitting  for  sea,  or  its 
streets  more  crowded  with  seamen,  laughing,  dancing} 
singing,  and  committing  all  sorts  of  extravagances,  and 
flinging  their  well-earned  money  about  with  the  most 
reckless  prodigality. 

About  this  time,  while  Portsmouth  was  in  the  heydaj 
of  its  uproarious  prosperity,  and  prize-money  was  as 
plentiful  as  blackberries  in  ^simimer,  and  snow  in  a 
Siberian  winter,  a  man-of-war's  eight-oared  cutter  was 
seen  pulling  in  from  Spithead,  and,  then  entering  the 
harbour,  making  for  the  Gosport  shore.      There  was 
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nothing  unusual  in  this,  or  rather  it  was  an  event  not 
only  of  daily,  but  of  hourly  occurrence. 

There  were  two  officers  in  the  stem-sheets,  but  their 
simple  uniform  showed  that  they  were  not  of  any  high 
rank,  though  the  crew  paid  them  the  most  perfect 
respect.  They  were  young  men,  though  beards,  pig- 
tails, and  love-locks,  with  thoroughly  weather-beaten 
sun-burnt  countenances,  made  them  look  somewhat 
older.  The  most  manly  and  best-looking  had  a  silveT 
chain  round  his  neck,  with  a  call,  or  whistle,  attached 
to  it,  which  shewed  that  he  was  a  boats  wain» 

As  they  stepped  on  shore,  the  crew  threw  up  their 
oars,  and,  with  one  voice,  shouted,  "  We  wish  you  every 
happiness ;  that  we  do,  sir,  from  our  hearts.  *  Three 
cheers  for  the  boatswain — Hip  1  hip!  hip  I — hurra  1'" 

*'  Thank  you,  lads,"  said  the  young  boatswain,  turning 
round,  with  a  right  pleasant  smile  on  his  countenance. 
"  We  have  served  long  and  happily  together,  and  done 
some  things  to  be  proud  of;  and  I  tell  you,  that  I  would 
rather  be  boatswain  of  such  a  crew  as  you  are,  than 
captain  of  many  I  have  fallen  in  with.  Come  up  here, 
and  have  a  parting  glass.  I  know  that  I  can  trust  you 
to  go  back  to  the  ship,  as  you  promised,  for  it's  one  of 
many  things  to  be  proud  of,  to  be  able  to  say,  that  we 
never  knew  a  man  to  run  from  our  ship." 

The  parting  glass  was  taken  at  the  nearest  public- 
house,  not  many  yards,  it  may  be  certain,  from  the 
beach,  and  the  cutter's  crew,  notwithstanding  all  the 
temptations  held  out  to  them  to  remain  on  shore,  re- 
turned, with  the  coxswain,  to  their  boat,  and  pulled  back 
to  Spithead. 

The  two  warrant  officers  were  accompanied  by  an  old 
black  man  with  a  wooden  leg,  who  stumped  along,  aided 
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by  a  stick,  as  fast  as  they  cotdd  walk,  while  a  couple  of 
seamen  followed,  with  huge  painted  canvass  bags  on 
their  shoulders;  various  foreign-looking  things  hung 
about  outside.  Thej,  themselves,  carried  a  couple  d 
bird-cages,  and  two  parrots ;  and  a  mischievous-looking 
monkey  sat  on  the  black's  shoulder,  another  panot 
being  perched  on  the  top  of  his  hat,  and  a  fiddle-case 
hung  over  his  neck.  They  soon  got  out  of  Gospoit  into 
the  country. 

''  Stay,  Harry,''  said  the  elder  of  the  two  seamen; 
"  Paul  wrote  that  we  were  to  steer  West  by  North  after 
we  lefl  the  Rising  Sun,  and  that  if  we  stood  on  under 
easy  sail  for  half  a  glass,  we  should  just  fetch  Paradise- 
row.  Now,  here  we  are,  with  the  Eising  Sun  right 
astern;  before  we  take  our  departure,  let's  have  the 
proper  bearings  of  the  place." 

True  Blue,  for  he  was  the  young  boatswain  who  had 
been  speaking,  looked  at  the  sun,  and  then,  turning 
himself  round,  in  a  few  seconds  seemed  to  make  up  his 
mind  that  they  were  proceeding  in  the  right  direction. 

"  I  feel  uncommonly  inclined  to  set  more  canvass,  and 
yet  we  mustn't  quit  our  convoy,"  he  remarked,  as  he 
moved  on. 

"  No,  that  wouldn't  do,"  answered  his  friend,  Harry 
Hartland.  "  Come,  heave  ahead,  my  hearties,"  he 
added,  looking  back  at  the  seamen  carrying  the  bags. 
"  And  you,  Sam,  shall  we  give  you  a  tow,  old  boy?" 

**  Tank'ee,  gunner — a  grand  new  cork  one,  if  yoa 
like,"  answered  Sam,  griiming  and  chuckling  at  his 
joke.  "  But,  ye  see,  my  timber  one  will  serve  me,  I 
tink,  till  I'm  laid  under  hatches.  But  I  no  wonder 
Billy  in  a  hurry  to  go  along — Hal  ha!  ha!  I  call  de 
fine  grand  bo'sun,  Billy,  now  again,  jest  as  I  did  when 
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he  was  one  small  little  cHap  aboard  the  old  '  Terrible/ 
We  off  service  now.  I  once  more  free  man.  Out-door 
Greenwich  pensioner.  What  more  I  want — aplenty  to 
eat,  nothing  to  do.  I  go  wid  you,  and  play  at  your 
wedding,  True  Blue — Hal  ha  I  ha!  Fancy  I,  Sam 
Smatch,  play  at  Billy  True  Blue's  wedding,  once  little 
chap  born  aboard  de  '  Terrible/  and  often  nurse  in  de 
old  nigger's  arms." 

"  And  right  glad  I  am  to  have  you  by  me,  Sam/' 
answered  True  Blue,  looking  kindly  at  the  negro.  "  You 
took  good  care  of  me,  that  I'm  sure  of,  when  I  was  a 
baby;  and  we've  weathered  many  a  storm  together 
since,  in  all  parts  of  the  world.  There's  scarcely  a 
friend  I  should  be  more  sorry  to  miss  at  my  wedding, 
than  you,  if  wedding  there  is  to  be ;  but,  it  is  so  long 
since  I  heard  from  home,  that  who  can  tell  what  has 
happened?" 

"  Ah,  yes — ^Mary  Ogle  gone  and  married  some  oder 
sailor,  maybe.  Dat  is  what  dey  petticoat  women  often 
do,"  said  Sam,  with  a  wink,  sticking  his  thumb  towards 
the  boatswain's  ribs. 

"  No,  no.  No  fear  of  that,  at  all  events/*  exclaimed 
True  Blue,  vehemently.  "  You  didn't  suppose  that  I 
meant  that.  But  how  can  we  tell  that  all  our  friends 
are  alive  and  well,"  he  said,  gravely,  and  was  silent  for 
a  minute. 

"  However,"  he  added,  in  a  cheerful  tone,  "  I  have  no 
fears  that  all  will  be  right,  and  that,  before  many 
evenings  are  over,  we  shall  have  you  fingering  your 
fiddlestick  as  merrily  as  ever." 

So  they  went  on,  cheerfully  talking  as  they  proceeded 
towards  Paradise-row ;  which,  in  truth,  True  Blue  hoped 
woidd  prove  a  Paradise  to  him — for  there,  since  Paul, 
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with  Abel  and  Peter,  had  become  warrant  officers,  thdr 
respective  families  had  come  to  reside,  to  be  near  thm 
when  they  came  into  port. 

They,  however,  had  now  charge  of  dififerent  ships  in 
ordinary ;  and,  as  they  had  all  gone  through  a  great  deal 
of  service,  they  did  not  expect  again  to  be  sent  to  sea. 

Old  Mrs.  Pringle  was  still  alive  and  well,  when  Troe 
Blue  had  last  heard  from  home,  and  to  her  house  he  and 
his  shipmates  were  now  bound.  Still,  as  they  went 
along,  True  Blue  could  not  help  looking  in  all  the 
windows  of  the  various  cottages  they  passed,  just  to 
ascertain  if,  by  possibility,  that  was  the  one  inhabited 
by  his  dear  old  granny  or  not. 

At  last  he  turned  to  Harry — "  I  think,  mate,  we  have 
run  our  distance,"  he  observed.  **  We  ought  to  be  in 
the  latitude  of  Paradise-row  by  this  time.  I'll  just  step 
up  to  that  pretty  little  cottage,  there,  and  ask.  Here, 
Harry,  just  hold  Chatterbox,  please." 

Suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  having  given  his 
parrot  to  his  friend,  up  to  the  cottage  he  went.  It  had 
a  porch  in  front  of  it,  covered  with  jasmine,  and  a  neat 
verandah,  and  was  altogether,  a  very  tasty,  though  un- 
pretending, little  abode.  He  rapped  at  the  door  with  a 
strangely-carved  shark's  tooth,  which  he  held  in  hia 
hand. 

Afler  waiting  a  little  time  the  door  was  opened,  and, 
without  looking  directly  at  the  person  who  opened  it, 
he  began,  "Please,  marm,  does  Mrs.  Pringle  live  here- 
abouts?" Then,  suddenly,  he  was  heard  to  exclaim— 
'•  What !  it  is  I— Mary,  Mary!" 

What  more  he  said  his  friends  did  not  hear,  for  the 
door  was  nearly  closed  as  he  sprang  into  the  house. 
However,   both   Harry  and   Sam  were   very   discreet 
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■c  people;  and  they  had  heard  enough  to  shew  them  that 
sj,  their  presence  could  easily  be  dispensed  with;  so,  as 
there  was  a.  nice  grassy  bank,  under  a  wide-spreading 
2i  tree,  they,  with  the  two  seamen  carrying  the  bags,  and 
the  monkey  and  the  parrots,  went  and  sat  down,  there 
to  wait  till  the  boatswain  might  recollect  that  there  were 
such  beings  in  existence. 

Harry  felt  very  glad  that  his  friend  was  likely  to  be 
80  happy,  and  old  Sam  amused  himself  with  scratching 
the  monkey's  head,  making  him  hang  by  his  tail,  and 
jump  over  his  own  wooden  leg,  while  the  seamen  went 
to  sleep  with  their  heads  on  the  bags.  Sam  was  the 
first  to  grow  tired  of  his  amusement;  and,  getting  up,  he 
stumped  up  towards  the  cottage,  and  peeped  over  the 
neat  white  blind  of  the  front  window. 

He  came  back  grinning  and  chuckling — **  All  right," 
he  said.  "Him  bery  happy— ^no  tink  of  us,  yet,  I 
guess." 

Whether  or  not  the  apparition  of  Sam's  black  visage 
had  been  seen,  does  not  appear;  but,  in  a  short  time, 
True  Blue  came  to  the  door  of  the  cottage,  looking 
about  as  happy  and  light-hearted  as  a  fellow  could  look, 
and,  hailing  his  friends,  asked  them  to  step  in. 

Mrs.  Ogle  was  there,  and  Mary,  and  a  younger  sister 
very  like  her,  but  Peter  was  aboard  his  ship,  a  seventy- 
four,  in  Portsmouth  harbour;  and  Mary  and  her  sister, 
and  their  mother,  shook  hands  heartily  with  Sam, 
because  he  was  an  old  acquaintance,  and  with  Harry, 
because  he  was  True  Blue's  brother  officer;  and  then 
True  Blue  told  Harry  that  Mi's.  Ogle  could  put  him  up, 
and  would  be  right  glad  to  do  so,  and  then  that  he  could 
take  Sam  to  Mrs.  Pringle's,  so  that  they  should  have 
him  always  to  play  to  them ;  which  were  very  pleasant 
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and  nice  arrangements,  and  seemed  to  give  infinite  8ati^ 
faction  to  all  parties  concerned.  It  was  extraordiMiy 
how  long  it  took  to  get  under  weigh  again ;  but  at  last 
True  Blue,  with  his  bags,  and  some  of  his  treasures,  did 
find  his  way  to  his  adopted  grandmother,  and  a  vara 
kind  welcome  did  the  dear  old  ladj  give  him,  and  did 
not  scold  him  in  the  least  for  enquiring  first  at  Mr. 
Ogle's  where  she  lived,  seeing  that  he  did  not  know, 
when  he  went  to  the  door,  that  it  was  Mrs.  Offle's. 

The  two  seamen  who  had  brought  the  bags  and  the 
treasures,  their  families  living  in  the  neighbourhood, 
then  went  on  their  way,  and  were  probably  as  heard^ 
welcomed  in  their  humbler  homes,  as  were  their  superior 
officers. 

Sam  and  the  monkey,  and  two  of  the  parrots,  with 
the  cage-birds,  took  up  their  residence  at  Mrs.  Pringle'g. 
True  Blue,  accompanied  by  Harry,  paid  fa  visit  to  Mn. 
Bush  and  her  family,  and  the  whole  party  assembled,  as 
they  had  done  several  years  before,  at  Mrs.  Ogle's  wldch 
had  certainly  the  handsomest  room  in  it  and  Sao 
Smatch  brought  his  fiddle;  and  a  very  merry  evenii^ 
they  had,  the  only  drawback  being,  that  the  three  elder 
warrant  officers  were  unable  to  be  present,  as  thdr 
duties  kept  them  on  board  their  ships. 

They  had  tea  and  cakes,  and  bread  and  butter,  and 
preserves,  and  water-cresses;  and  then  Sam  screwed  up 
his  fiddle,  and  to  work  went  his  bow,  his  head  nodding 
and  his  timber  toe  beating  time,  while  he  played  the 
merriest  of  all  merry  country  dances,  and  the  most 
vehement  of  hornpipes. 

True  Blue  had  not  danced  a  hornpipe  for  many  a  long 
year — it  would  not  have  been  dignified  while  he  was  a 
boatswain— but  he  had  not  forgotten  how.  That  he  very 
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soon  shewed,  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  present,  especially 
to  that  of  Mary,  and  not  a  little  to  that  of  Sam  Smatch, 
who,  in  defiance  of  all  the  rules  of  etiquette,  kept 
shouting,  **  Bravo,  Billy — well  done,  Billy — keep  at  it, 
boy.  I  taught  him,  dat  I  did — dat  's  it.  I  played  de 
first  tune  to  him  he  ever  danced  to.  Bravo,  Billy — 
you  do  my  heart  good,  dat  you  do — hurray !  hurray  I 
Billy  True  Blue  for  ever  !  in  dancing  a  hornpipe." 

As  the  dancing  could  not  last  for  all  the  evening,  the 
parrots,  and  the  monkey,  and  a  considerable  portion  of 
the  contents  of  the  bags  were  brought  in  to  be  exhi- 
bited, and,  as  it  proved,  to  be  distributed  among  the 
owner's  old  friends. 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  all  the  curious  articles 
which  came  out  of  those  bags,  the  produce,  not  only  of 
the  West  Indies,  but  of  the  East  Indies  also,  of  China, 
of  the  coast  of  Africa,  and  of  the  Islands  of  the  Pacific. 
Mary,  as  might  be  supposed,  came  in  for  the  larger 
share;  but  Mary's  sister,  Susan,  discovered,  by  some 
means  or  other,  that  Mr.  Harry  Hartland  had  bestowed 
almost  as  many  gifts  on  her  as  his  friend  had  on  her 
sister,  which  was,  at  all  events,  not  an  unpleasant  dis- 
covery. 

Mary  received  a  parrot  and  a  monkey ;  but  she  got  a 
parrot  and  a  cage  full  of  birds,  and  so  on,  and  other 
inanimate  productions.     But  no  one  was  forgotten. 

True  Blue  had  given  his  cage  full  of  birds  to  Mrs. 
Pringle,  as  he  knew  she  would  prize  it;  he  had,  how- 
ever, gifls  especially  brought  for  Mrs.  Bush,  and  all  her 
family,  as  well  as  for  Mrs.  Ogle,  and  for  several  other 
friends^  not  so  intimately  related  to  him  as  they  were ; 
and  he  found  that  they  were  the  means  of  affording 
infinite  satisfaction  to  all  parties. 

F  F 
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The  first  thing  the  next  morning  after  break&st,  ike 
young  warrant-officers  set  off  to  paj  their  respects  to 
the  three  old  warrant-officers  in  Portsmouth  harbour, 
on  board  the  "  Jupiter,"  *'  Lion,"  and  "  Pordand," 
seventy-fours. 

Paid  Pringle  was,  of  course,  the  first  visited.  He  hd 
heard  of  the  arrival  of  their  ship  at  Spithead,  and  that 
she  was  expected  to  come  into  harbour  the  next  daj, 
when  he  hoped  to  see  them.  His  pipe  was  shriUj 
sounding,  as  ponderous  yards,  and  coils  of  rope,  and 
casks,  and  guns,  and  gun-carriages,  and  other  innu- 
merable fittings  and  gear  of  a  ship,  were  being  hoisted 
up  and  lowered  into  lighters  alongside,  to  convey  them 
to  the  dock-yard.  His  delight  at  seeing  True  Blue,  as 
he  stepped  on  deck,  was  so  great,  that  he  forgot  to  pqie 
"  Belay,"  and  a  twenty -four  pounder  would  have  been 
run  up  to  the  yard-arm,  had  not  his  godson  instinctivelj 
supplied  the  omission  with  his  own  pipe,  though 
when  Harry  afterwards  informed  him  of  the  fact,  he 
was  not  in  the  slightest  degree  aware  that  he  had  done  bo. 

As  he  Avas  then  so  very  busy,  they  promised  to  return 
at  dinner-time,  and  went  on  to  see  Peter  Ogle.  It  was 
remarked,  however,  that  Paul  did  not  for  the  remaindtf 
of  the  forenoon,  carry  on  his  duties  with  his  usual 
exactness,  and  seemed  far  more  elated  and  exciteable 
than  was  his  wont. 

Peter  Ogle's  pleasure  at  seeing  True  Blue  was  only 
surpassed  by  that  of  Paul.  He  received  his  old  friends 
in  his  cabin,  which,  as  True  Blue  glanced  round  it, 
shewed  that  a  considerable  amount  of  female  taste  had 
been  exercised  in  its  adornment. 

"  Make  yourselves  at  home,  my  lads — brother 
officers,  I  should  say  though,"  he  said,  glancing  at  their 
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uniforms.  It  is  a  pleasure  to  see  you,  Billy,  mj  dear 
boy,  and  you,  too,  Harry,  though  I  haven't  known  you 
by  some  fifteen  years  or  more  so  long  as  True  Blue. 
Boy,  bring  glasses.  Here  's  some  real  honest  Schiedam, 
taken  out  of  a  Dutch  prize.  Help  yourselves.  You 
neither  of  you  are  topers,  I  know,  and  much  the 
better.  And  now  let 's  hear  what  you  Ve  been  about 
since  I  last  clapped  eyes  on  you." 

True  Blue,  on  this,  gave  a  rapid  account  of  their 
doings  in  the  "  Rover,"  after  the  *'  Gannet"  had  sailed 
for  England,  and  of  numerous  adventures  which  had 
subsequently  befallen  them  before  they  once  more 
returned  home.  Mr.  Ogle  was  as  unmercenary  and 
disinterested  a  man  as  could  well  be  found;  but  he 
could  not  but  be  very  well  pleased  at  hearing  of  the 
large  amount  of  prize-money  to  which  True  Blue  was 
entitled,  and  which,  through  Sir  Henry's  careful  ar- 
rangements he  had  every  prospect  of  obtaining.  He 
mentioned  casually  that  Harry  Hartland  was  entitled 
also  to  a  considerable  sum,  which,  of  course,  Peter  was 
very  glad  to  hear. 

Aft«r  a  visit  paid  to  Abel  Bush,  who  welcomed  them 
home  as  cordially  as  their  other  old  friends  had  done, 
they  returned  to  dine  with  Paul  Pringle. 

"  And  True  Blue,  my  boy,  how  soon  is  it  to  come 
off  ?"  enquired  Paul,  when  dinner  was  over.  "  Have 
you  asked  Mary  to  fix  the  day  yet  ?" 

"  No,  godfather — I  thought  she  might  rather  wish  to 
wait  a  bit;  and  so  I  wasn't  going  to  ask  her  for  a  day 
or  two,"  answered  True  Blue,  ingenuously, 

"  Don't  put  it  off,  lad,"  said  Paul.  "  When  a  sailor 
meets  a  girl  to  love,  the  shorter  the  wooing  and  the 
sooner  he  weds  the  better.     How  does  he  know  what 
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moment  he  may  have  to  heave  up  his  anchor  and  make 
sail  round  the  world  again.'* 

True  Blue  very  willingly  promised  to  follow  his  god- 
father's advice;  and  Harry,  who  was  listening  atten- 
tively, thought  it  excellent.  As  may  be  supposed,  before 
the  evening  was  over,  the  day  was  settled  for  True 
Blue's  wedding  with  Mary  Ogle;  and  before  a  week  had 
passed,  Harry  announced  that  her  sister  Susan  had 
fixed  the  same  day  to  marry  him. 

Fortunately  it  happened,  that  all  True  Blue's  god- 
ethers  and  godfathers'  mates  were  at  Portsmouth  at  the 
same  time;  and  having  met  and  consulted  together,  they 
resolved  that  due  honours  should  be  done  to  him  and 
his  bride  on  the  occasion. 

Close  to  Mrs.  Ogle's  residence  was  a  bam  of  large 
dimensions.  It  was  not  a  picturesque  building,  but  the 
floor  was  smooth,  and  that  was  all  they  required.  In 
a  wonderfully  short  space  of  time,  with  the  aid  of  flags 
innumerable,  wreaths  of  flowers,  and  painted  canvass, 
it  was  converted  into  a  most  elegant  edifice  fit  for  a  ball 
or  supper  room.  The  morning  of  True  Blue's  wedding 
day  arrived,  and  up  to  Dame  Pringle's  door  drove  a 
post-chaise  with  four  horses,  out  of  which  stepped  Sir 
Henry  Elmore,  now,  as  his  full-dress  uniform  shewed,  a 
Post- Captain.  He  shook  hands  right  cordially  with 
True  Blue,  and  all  his  friends;  and  the  bells  of  the 
Parish  Church  at  that  moment  set  up  so  merry  and 
joyous  a  peal,  that  it  was  evident  the  ringers  believed 
that  it  was  an  occasion  of  much  happiness. 

Carriages  sufficient  to  carry  all  the  party  now  b^an 
to  collect  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Paradise  Row;  and 
Sam  Smatch  and  Tom  Marline,  both  of  whom  had  got 
leave  to  come  on  shore,  were  very  busy  in  fastening 
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■I    huge  white  fkvours  and  bunches  of  £owers  to  the  coats 

of  the  party. 
i»  "  Come,  Freeborn,  with  me  in  my  carriage,"  said 
2  Sir  Henry.  "  I  have  fulfilled  my  promise  in  being 
^  present  at  your  marriage,  and  must  beg  to  stand  your 
i  best  man,  and  see  that  you  behave  properly ;  but 
-g  boarding  a  Frenchman  at  the  head  of  a  dozen  daring 
g  fellows,  though  opposed  to  a  hundred  or  more,  is  a 
very  different  matter  to  standing  before  the  altar,  about 
j,  to  take  a  wife  for  better  or  for  worse  to  the  end  of 
:     life." 

J  "  So  I  was  thinking,  Sir  Henry,"  answered  True 
Blue,  smiling.  "  And  do  you  know,  that  if  it  wasn't 
Mary  Ogle  I  was  going  to  marry,  I  shouldn't  like  it 
at  all." 

"  All  right  then,  my  friend,  you'll  do,"  said  the 
baronet.     •*  Step  into  the  carriage." 

The  favours  being  distributed,  Tom  Marline  mounted 
the  coach-box  of  the  first  carriage,  in  which  was  Mary 
Ogle  and  her  father  and  mother,  carrying  in  his  hands 
a  long  pole  with  a  huge  fiag,  on  which  was  inscribed, 
"  True  Blue  for  ever  !  Hurra  for  our  own  Billy  True 
Blue  I" 

Tim  Fid  mounted,  as  he  said,  the  fo'castle  of  the 
next  carriage,  in  which  came  Mrs.  Bush  and  Susan^ 
with  Harry,  who  declared  that  he  didn't  fancy  the 
custom  of  following  in  different  vehicles  as  great  folk  8 
did. 

On  Fid's  banner  was  the  device  of  a  ship,  with 
"Hurra!  for  the  Navy  of  Old  England  1  Hurra!  for  her 
Gunners,  Past  Present  and  Future  !" 

On  the  box  of  the  third  carriage  sat  Sam  Smatch, 
fiddle  in  hand,  playing  away  most  lustily,  and  occasion- 
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ally  firing  off  a  bow  or  stem-chaser  of  jokes  at  tbe  olkt  I  ^ 
carriages,  with  a  peculiar  loud  cackling  laugh,  which 
none  but  negroes  can  produce. 

Nobody  could  have  behaved  better  than  did  titt 
brides  and  bridegrooms;  and  when  the  ceremony  vu 
over,  the  bells  set  up  a  peal  even  more  joyous  thai 
before.  So  merry  was  it,  that  few  who  heard  it  coiiU 
help  laughing,  and  singing  or  whistling  the  same  tune. 

Instead  of  driving  back  to  Paradise  Kow,  the  carriages 
proceeded  to  the  shore  of  the  harbour ;  and  then  at  the 
Hard  appeared  half  a  dozen  man-of-war's  boats,  rigged 
gaily  with  flags.  Sir  Henry  handed  Mrs.  Billy  Trne 
Blue  Freeborn  into  one  boat,  and  Mrs.  Harry  Hartland 
into  another,  and  of  course  their  respective  husbands 
stepped  in  afler  them;  and  then  he  performed  the  same 
office  to  all  the  elder  matrons,  and  their  younger 
daughters ;  and  then  wishing  them  all  health,  happiness 
and  prosperity,  he  entered  his  own  boat,  and  pulled 
across  to  Portsmouth. 

The  three  godfathers  and  their  mates  stepped  into 
another  boat,  and  Sam  Smatch  and  the  younger  men 
into  the  sixth;  and  thus  arranged,  away  the  boats 
pulled,  Sam  playing  right  lustily  his  merriest  tunes* 
True  Blue's  boat  led,  steering  up  the  harbour,  where  lay 
Paul  and  Abel  and  Peter's  ships,  which,  as  they  passed, 
the  people  on  board  came  to  the  side  of,  and  cheered 
over  and  over  again  ydth  all  their  might  and  main, 
making  up,  by  the  vehemence  and  multiplicity  of  their 
vociferations,  for  the  paucity  of  their  numbers. 

True  Blue  and  Harry  got  up  and  cheered  too,  and  so 
did  the  matrons  in  the  third  boat ;  and  the  godfathers 
made  the  seventy-fours  a  speech — at  least  it  sounded  as 
if  addressed  to  the  ships  rather  than  to  the  people  on 
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,  board.  Of  course  the  men  in  the  other  boats  cheered, 
£  and  Sam  almost  sprung  his  bow  with  the  vehemence  of. 
his  playing ;  but  all  this  was  as  nothing  compared  to 
I  the  reception  the  bridal  party  met  with  as  they  reached 
^  True  Blue's  and  Harry's  own  ship, 
Ti,  As  the  boats  hove  in  sight,  up  went  to  each  mast- 
g;  head,  from  spanker  to  flying  jib-boom  ends,  lines  of 
■  gay-coloured  flags,  a  band  on  board  struck  up  "  See 
B(  the  Conquering  Hero  come !"  or  some  similar  air ;  and 
^  as  they  got  alongside,  up  the  rigging  swarmed  the  crew, 
^  and  lay  out  on  the  yard-arms,  and  then  off  went  their 
I  hats  and  three  hearty  cheers  burst  from  their  throats, 
I  such  as  British  seamen  alone  can  give,  and  more  com- 
I  plimentary  than  which,  neither  Post-Captain  nor  Ad- 
L     miral,  Prince  or  Potentate,  could  have  desired. 

Up  and  down  the  harbour  pulled  the  bridal  squadron; 
and  the  crews  of  every  ship,  as  they  passed,  took  up  the 
cheer  and  welcomed  the  bridegroom,  for  True  Blue  and 
his  deeds  were  now  well  known  throughout  the  British 
fleet.  He  had  not  aimed  high,  in  one  sense  of  tho 
word,  and  yet  he  had  in  another  sense  always  aimed 
high  and  nobly — to  do  his  duty* 

Right  well  that  duty  he  had  done ;  he  had  gained  all 
he  desired,  and  never  was  there  a  happier  or  more 
contented  man.  Other  men  who  started  in  life  with 
True  Blue,  by  losing  sight  of  their  duty  to  God,  their 
king  and  their  country,  by  aiming  to  exalt  themselves 
above  their  fellows,  finished  their  turbulent  career  by  a 
disgraceful  end  at  the  yard-arm. 

No  pen  can  do  adequate  justice  to  tlie  ball  at  the 
barn  in  the  evening.  Never  were  so  many  warrant- 
oflScers  collected  together  with  their  wives  aud  their 
families ;  and  never,  certainly,  had  such  an  amount  of 
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gilt  buttons  and  gold  lace,  and  silks  and  satins,  and 
feathers,  been  seen  in  such  a  place.  A  crashing  band 
overwhelmed  Sam  Smatch's  fiddle;  but  he,  for  his 
consolation,  was  requested  to  play  frequent  solos;  and 
he  far  out-eclipsed  himself  when  he  played  for  True 
Blue's  own  especial  hornpipe,  which,  nolens  volens,  he 
was  compelled  to  dance.  If  the  bridegrooms  made  a 
tour,  it  must  have  been  a  very  short  one,  as  their  leaye 
could  not  have  extended  to  many  days. 

For  a  short  time  they  lived  on  shore,  when  their  ship 
was  paid  off ;  but  war  soon  called  them  afloat. 

True  Blue  had  a  numerous  family  of  sons,  every  one 
of  whom  served  their  country  afloat,  all  becoming 
warrant-oflicers  ;  while  their  sons  again,  from  their 
intelligence  and  steady  conduct,  are  certain,  before 
long,  to  obtain  the  same  rank. 

True  Blue  himself,  still  hearty  and  hale,  gives  the 
same  advice  to  his  grandchildren  which  he  received 
from  Paul  Pringle. 

"  Lads,"  he  says,  "  be  content  with  your  lot.  Do 
your  duty  in  whatever  station  you  are  placed,  on  the 
quarter-deck  or  fo'castle,  in  the  tops  aloft  or  at  the 
guns  on  the  main  or  lower  deck,  and  leave  the  rest  to 
God.  Depend  on  it,  if  you  obey  His  standing  orders, 
if  you  steer  your  course  by  the  chart  and  compass  He 
has  provided  for  you,  and  fight  your  ship  manfuUj, 
He  will  give  you  the  victory." 


THE  END. 
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NEW  WORK  BY  W.  H.  Q.  KINGSTON. 

TRUE  BLUE ; 

Or,  the  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  British  Seaman  of  the  Old 
School.  By  W.  H.  G.  Kingston,  Author  of  "  Will  Weather- 
helm,"  '*  Peter  the  Whaler,"  &c.  Illustrations  by  John 
Gilbert.     Fcap.  8vo,  price  5s.  cloth ;  5s.  6d.  gilt  edges. 

NEW  WORK  BY  ALFRED  ELWES. 

GUT  RIVERS; 

Or,  a  Boy's  Struggles  in  the  Great  World.  ]^y  Alfbid 
Elwes,  Author  of  "  Balph  Seabrooke,,"  "Paul  Blake,"  &o. 
With  Illustrations  by  H.  Anelat.  Fcap.  Svo,  price  5s. 
cloth  ;  5s.  6d.  gilt  edges. 

THOMAS  HOOD'S  DAUGHTER. 

TIM  TADPOLE, 

And  other  Tales.  By  Frances  Freeung  Brodebip. 
With  Illustrations  by  her  Brother,  Thomas  Hood.  Super- 
royal  16mo,  price  8s.  6d.  cloth ;  4s.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 

CAPTAIN  MARRYAT'S  DAUGHTER. 

HARRY  AT  SCHOOL: 

A  Story  for  Boys.  By  Emilia  Marryat,  Author  of 
"  Long  Evenings."  With  Illustrations  by  Absolon.  Super- 
royal  16mo,  price 2s.  6d.  cloth;  3s.  6d.  coloured,  giltedgM. 


Or,  lite  Gi  iiIimb  ¥iiiiiiTr  ixL  y<am  T^TiriwMf      Ehr  Xza. 


:  J  \ 


cloth. 

LVfl  TGn ; 

Or,   AnccdotBi  at 


MRADOW  lEi; 

Qg,  iOm  ekgtf  CTiiTiiwii.     A  SteT- Jnndbi  «&  TiKt. 
Author  of  The 'KrmiBpiB  of  SfeoDi,'  «^Otv 


PICTOBUL  GEOGHAPH?, 


fertile  Ufl8<irChfl^a, 

t4  tike  raikjf  fli»jwyAi<ff  Tctmi^ 

and  definite  Ideas  of  their  Mr—my     On  » lai^ 

perial,  price  2a.  6d.,  printed  in.  tinta ;  Sl  on  roQer 

nuhed. 


OSE  THOUSiSD  AHimiEnCAL  TESTS; 

Or,  the  Exatniner's  Aa^rtact,  flpedaDjadi^iied  bj  a ! 
Arrangement  of  the  Snlgecty  for  ZxanuBatko  Pnrpoee 
a).«K>  sailed  for  general  Use  in  Schools.  By  T.  S.  Ga 
Head  Master  of  Qneen  Elizabeth's  Hospital,  BristoL  ] 
prica  ls«  Ckl.  dath« 

to  ^,«  aboTs,  pri«$  Is.  ^^  cloth. 


SUCCESSOBS  TO  KEWBERY  AKB  HABRIS. 

1    •      ■  ■  ■ 


NEWUKE'S  HEROES: 

Or,  Tl^e  Sea  Kings  of  England ;  from  Hawkins  to  Franklin. 
By  W.  H.  D.  AixiMB.  Illustrated  by^OBGiX  Fcap. 
Bvo,  price  5s.  cloth  ;  58.  6d.  gilt  edges. 

*<Wb«t  a  boy's  book  Bboold  be— hearty,  generous*  ■piritad,'*-»JMt- 
naum, 

LOST  IN  CEYLON : 

Tlie  Story  of  a  Boy  and  QitVs  AdTeatmres  in  the  Woods  and 
Wilds  of  the  Lion  King  of  Kandy.  By  Williax  Dalton, 
Author  of  ''The  White  Elephant,"  &c.  Illustrated  by 
Habbibon  Weib.  Foap.  8yo,  price  58,  cloth;  5s.  6d.  gilt 
edges. 

"  Clever,  exciting,  and  full  of  true  description.'*— i!Sp«o<ator. 

15ALPH  SEABEOOKE; 

Or,  the  Adventures  of  a  Young  Artist  ill  Piedmont  and 
Tuscany,  By  Alfbed  Elwes,  Author  of  <*  Frank  and 
Andrea,"  &c.  Illustrated  by  Bobebt  Dudlet.  Fcap. 
8vo,  price  5s.,  cloth ;  5s.  6d.  gilt  edges. 

"  This  book  contains  a  considerable  amount  of  interesting  And  amusing 
description  with  regard  to  the  manners  and  the  habits  of  tM  Itahaos."— 
lUtutrated  Ntwt. 


THE  LATE  THOMAS  HOOD. 

FAM  LAND ; 

Or,  Recreation  for  the  Bising  Generation,  in  Prose  ai^d 
Verse.  By  the  late  Thomas  and  Jame  Hood,  iheir  Son  and 
Daughter,  &c.  Illustrated  by  T.  Hood,  Jun.  Super-royal 
16mo,  price  8s.  6d.  cloth;  4s.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 

«  These  tales  are  charming.    Befbre  it  eoes  into  the  nnraerr,  «re  recom- 
mend that  all  grown>up  people  should  stuay  *  Fairy  Land.'  "-^lllackwood, 

Wm  EVENINGS : 

Or,  Storic;^  for  My  Little  Friends,  by  Emiua  ]if  abbtat. 
IlluRtrated  hy  JowS  Abbolon.  Super-roya^  ]6mo,  prio* 
2s.  6d.  cloth;  3a.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 

"  This  book  cannot  Ijul  to  be  a  faTourite»"— iiW  Joumdl* 


!3ai  iLiisaj£an»  i!AHi  iiuiEi  loiiii 


3&&I 


Tw  "VT^TridtT  TiAiauK.  Anaur-  of  -a«  "^Var  T5rer. 


Cc  PnnsB  XiiF  ic  -sup  Ifiomd  nf  Ssr^imL  Br  A 
gzwa&.  JLnaMT  n:  *•  Pan!  Bate,"  Jml  Uhtsaxt 
ItsnEXL.    Paoi.  {^Tk  pck»  ^  dmii :  ^s.  ^^   ^^h  ec 


j    ;EI  ?iyr  IJTIS  1?  A  CAT: 

1  ^  fid.  mna:  -  3k.  fid.  fioiliiimd. 

j|         *'S■likic'fili^Iln■ilB3llllnmIrxll£  jkw^  idaa  a  mm  of 


HE  tin's  C'lrs:  TC'I  1IA3[IIL 

AsaBM^tf  BacraKoon.    Br  £.  jmd  A.  Lajtdxlls.  Ai 

rf*XS»BrT'«0»niTnrMii«r.^    SecsoDdEaS^    ^ 
3W  BhHBn&aia.     Brysl  Ifinxik,  pnoe  ^  6d.  dJotiu 


TWgWTnr  rf  inifhmitimJ'—IIhmtraied  JTfwm  ^Or 


SUCCESS0B8  TO  NEWBEBT  AUD  HARRIS. 


BUND  MAN'S  HOLIDAY) 

Or,  Short  Tales  for  the  Nursery.  By  the  Author  of  "  Mia 
and  Oharlie/*  &c.  Illustrated  by  ABSQLOir.  Super-royal 
16mo,  price  Ss.  6d.  cloth ;  4s.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 

'*  Yerytrae  to  nature  and  admirable  in  feeling.*'— Guariian. 

TUPPY; 

Or,  the  Autobiography  of  a  Donkey.*  By  the  Author  of 
"  The  Triumphs  of  Steam,**  &c.  &o.  Illustrated  by  Hab- 
BISON  Weib.  Second  Edition.  Super-royal  16mo,  price 
28.  Od.  cloth ;  8s.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 

'*  A  very  intelligent  donkey,  worthy  of  the  diftinotion  conferred  upon  him 
by  the  arost."— iu^  JowmaL 

FUNNY  FABLES  FOR  LITTLE  FOLKS. 

By  Fbanoes  Fbebling  Bbodbrip  (Daughter  of  the  late 
Thomas  Hood).  Illustrated  by  her  JBrother.  Super-royal 
16mo,  price  2s.  6d.  cloth  ;  8s.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 

'*The  Fables  contain  the  happiest  mingling  of  ftin,  fancy,  humour,  and 
instruction."— ilf^  Journal, 

A  WOMAN'S  SECRET;    • 

Or,  How  to  Make  Home  Happy.  Twentieth  Thousand. 
ISmo,  with  Frontispiece.    Price  6d. 

By  the  same  Author,  uniform  in  size  and  price. 

WdMAS'S  WORK ; 

Or,  How  the  oan  Help  the  Sick.    Twelfth  ThouMnd. 

A  CHAPTER  OF  ACCIDENTS ; 

Or,  the  Mother's  Assistant  in  oases  of  Bums,  Scalds,  CatS| 
&c.     Sixth  Thousand. 

PAY  TO-DAT,  TKUST  TO-MOBROW  s 

A  Story  founded  on  Facts,  Illustratiye  of  the  Evils  of  the 
Tally  System.     Fourth  Thousand. 

NUBSERY  WOEK; 

Or,  Hannah  Baker's  First  Place.    Second  Thousand. 

\*  These  little  works  are  admirably  adapted  for  circulation  amoaf 
working  classes. 


6  GBIFflTH  Aim  rAXRJkJX, 


HAND  SHADOWS, 

To  be  thrown  upon  the  Wall    By  Hskst  Bubsill. 
and  Second  8«ie8,  each  containing  Eu^teen  Novel 
Original    Designs.      4to,  '  price  2a.  each    plain ;    2s. 
colonred. 

**  UnoomiDoiify  clBfer—§ome  wondetfiiil  eBocU  are  produced."— 2^. 

THE  TWDMPHS  OF  STEAM; 

Or,  Stobies  from  the  Lives  op  Watt,  Abkwbight, 
8TEPHENB0V.  By  the  Anthor  of  '*  Might  not  Right,'*  *' 
Eaetem  Empire,"  kc  With  Bltlstrations  by  J.  Gnj 
Dedicated  by  permission  to  the  late  Bobert  Stepba 
Second  Edition.  Boyal  16mo,  price  Ss.  6d.  cloth  ;  4s 
oolonred,  gilt  edgce. 
"  A  miMt  delidoiu  Tdnne  of  rmmjilm.''— AH  J<mimal^ 

THE  WAS  TIGER; 

Or,    AdVBNTUBBS    AKD    WoimBBFDL    FOBTUirEB     OF 

Young  Sea-Chief  and  his  Lad  Chow.  By  Wn 
Dalton,  Author  of  "The  White  Elephant"  IlluBtratc 
H.  S.  Melville.    Fcap.  dvo,  price  Ss.  cloth  extra. 

**  A  tale  of  lirelj  adventare,  -ngorouslj  told,  and  embodying  much  tfi 
information." — lUuttrated  Ihm$, 

THE  BOY'S  OWN  TOY  MAKES : 

A  Practical  Illustrated  Guide  to  the  useful  employme 
Leisure  Hours.     By  E.  Landells.    Fourth  Edition. 
200  Illustrations.     Boyal  16mo,  price  2s.  6d.  cloth. 

"  A  new  and  Taloable  form  of  endless  amoaement." — JSTonco^formUt 

**  We  recommend  iii  to  aU  who  have  children  to  heinatmoted  and  ami 
'—Seonomitt, 


BY  THE  "LATE  THOMAS  T100D.    ' 

THE  HEADLONG  CAEEER  AJfB  WOFUE  ENDING 

PEECOCIOUS  EIGGY.    Written  for  his  ChUdren,  b 
late  Thomas  Hood.     With  a  Preface  by  his  Darughter ; 
lUustKated  by  Jiia  Son.    Third  Edition.    Post  4to, 
2s.  6d.  coloured  ;  3s.  6d.  mounted  on  cloth. 

"  The  ntastiaUoTia  sre  intensely  hamorons.**— 2^  CriHe, 


SUCCESSOBS  TO  KSWBEBY  AXD  HARRIS. 


THE  FAIBY  TALES  OF  SCIENCE : 

A  Book  for  Youth.    By  J.  G.  Bbouoh.    Wiih  16  beautiful 
BliuiiRitioDs  by  0.  H.  SmasKn,  Fotap.  Sro,  pvioe  58.  cloth. 

CozTTEKTS:  1.  The  Age  of  Monstmra. — 2,  The  Amber 
Spirit.— 8.  The  Four  Elements.— 4.  The  Life  of  an  Atom. — 
5.  A  Little  Bit. — 6.  Modem  Alchemy. — 7.  Magic  of  a  Smi- 
beam. — 8.  Two  -Eyes  Better  than  One. — 9.  The  Mermaid''^ 
Home. — 10.  Animated  Flowers. — 11.  Metamorphoses. — 12. 
The  Invisible  World.— 18.  Wondflrfvl  PlaiitB.^14.  Wftter 
Bewitched. — 15.  Pluto's  Kingdom. — 16.  Moving  Lands.— 
17.  The  Gnomes.— 18.  A  Flight  through  Space.— 19^  Th» 
Tale  of  a  Gomet.— 20.  The  Wonderful  Lamp. 


"BtAmom,  p«rhftpB,  was  iMwr made BUMwattBietiTe  aBdeasyofentranee 
into  the  yoatbftd  xamd.."^Th0  Builder. 

«  Altogeihar  the  volume  is  one  of  the  meet  orieinal,  as  well  as  one  of  the 
most  naelul,  books  of  the  season." — QetUleman't  Magcurine, 


PAUL  BUKE ; 

Or,  The  Stokt  of  a  Hot's  Pebils  in  thelBLAin>8  of  Oobsioa 
and  Mouth  Gbisto.  By  Alts^d  Elwbs,  Autiior  of  ^  Ocean 
'and  her  Rulers."  Illustrated  by  Anxlat.  Fcap.Svo^ffs.  cloth. 

"This  spirited  and  eongfaig  story  tvfll  lead  onryovof  friends  to  a  very 
itttimato  aocpiaintanoe  wiu  the  island  of  Ooniaai."— ^JW  JomtnoL 

SUNDAY  EVENINGS  WITH  SOPfflA; 

Or,  Little  Talks  on  Great  Sobjxots.  A  Book  for  Girls. 
By  Leonora  G.  B^ii..  With  ^Froniispieee  bj  J*  Abaolon. 
Fcap.  8yo,  price  2s.  6d.  ofotlu 

"  A  Teiy  suitable  gift  for  a  thongfatftil  girl."— Bt2ft  2f MSMyw. 

SCENES  OF  ANQIAL  LIFE  AND  GEARAGTEB: 

Fboh  Nature  and  Bboolleotion.  Ldi  Twenlr  Plates.  By 
J.  B.  4t0f  price  28.  6d.  plain;  Si.  6d.  coiofiredy  fiwcjy 
boards. 

*'Tnier,  heartier,  more  plarfbl,  or  more  eqjoyaiUeekBtoInB  of  animallife 
eoold  scaraefy  be  found  anyimare.''— if;p«etafer. 

CAW,  CAW; 

Or,  the  Gfaronioles  of  the  Orowi.  niustnted  by  J.  B« 
2s.  plain ;  2s.  6d.  coloured. 


S  6E1FF1XK 


BEBBIES  ASD  BLOSSOMS : 


A  Yene  Book  lor  Tovng  Childnn.  Bj  T.  Wkbtwoqd. 
With  colouzed  Frontupieee  and  TStie.  Siqper-rojal  IGino. 
Sa.  M.giltedgea. 


THE  GBAIBFUl  SPARROW. 

AThteSCoiy.    Seeond  EditioB.    Price  dd. 

HOW  I  BECAME  A  60TERHESS. 

Bjilie  Author  of  i]ie'*6nitefid8pmoir.'*    With  Fhrntii- 
pieoe.     Price  Is.  aewed. 


lOGHT  NOT  EIGHT; 

Or,  Stobus  07  ths  Bibootkrt  ahd  Ck>vQnssT  op 
Amkrica.  By  the  Author  of  '*  Our  Ejtftem  Empire,**  Ac 
nhutnted  bj  J.  Gilbebx.  Bojftl  16ino,  price  3s.  6d. 
cloth ;  4s.  6d.  coloured,  and  gilt  edges. 

''WxthtfaefortimMof  Coliinibiu,0(nteB,aiid  Pismo^fiir  tbe  at^fe  of 
these  stories,  the  wnter  has  saeceeded  io  ptodndng  s  Terr  iatuttwtiiif 
w6tame:'^JU»uiraied  Ntwt, 


JACK  FROST  AND  BETTY  SNOW; 

With  othkb  Talks  fob  Wibtbt  Nights  ahd  Baixt 
Days.  Slustrated  by  H.  Wxnu  28.  6d.  doth ;  8a.  6d. 
coloured,  gilt  edges. 

"  The  dedication  ot  these  prettf  tales  prores  by  whom  thej  are  writtoi; 
tiuTjr  ai«  indelibly  stamped  with  thtttiMtanJ  and  gnoefhl  method  of  aan  ' 
while  instructing,  whicn  onlty  persons  of  genins  possess."— Jiff  JommuL 


OLD   NURSE'S   BOOK   OF   RHYMES,  JINGLES,  AND 

Ditties.  Edited  and  Illustrated  by  C.  H.  BurHBT, 
Author  of  "  Shadows."  With  Ninety  Engrayinga.  Fcsp. 
4to,  price  3s.  6d.  cloth,  plain,  or  6s.  coloured. 

'*  The  illostrations  are  all  so  replete  with  fnn  and  imagination,  that  ws 
scarcely  know  who  will  be  most  pleased  with  the  book,  the  good-natured 
grandfather  who  gives  it,  or  the  chubby  grandchild  who  gets  it,  fiv  a 
Christmas-Box."— i^o^  and  Qu€rie$. 


SUCCESSOBS  TO  NBWBEBY  AND  HARRIS.  9 


MAUD  SUMMERS  THE  SIGHTLESS: 

A  Nabrative  fob  the  Toukg.    Illustrated  by  Absolok. 
Ss.  6d.  cloth ;  48.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 


«< 


A  touching  and  b«aatiM  ttory."— C%rM^»  Treaturg, 


CLARA  HOPE ; 

Or,  The  Blade  and  the  Eab.  By  Mibs  MhiNEB.  "^^th 
Frontispiece  by  Bibket  Fosteb.  Fcap.  8yo,  price  Ss.  6d. 
cloth ;  is.  6d.  cloth  elegant,  gilt  edges. 

"  A  beautiAil  narrative,  showinff  how  bad  habiti  may  be  eradicated,  and 
eril  tempera  sobdaed.'!— JBriMaik  Mother'§  Journal, 

THE  ADVENTURES  AND    EXPERIENCES    OF   BDDT 

DoBKiMa,  AND  OF  THE  Fat  Fbog.  Edited  by  Mbs.  S.  C. 
Hall.  Illustrated  by  H.  Weib.  2s.  6d.  cloth;  3s.  6d. 
coloured,  gilt  edges. 


<f 


Most  amoaingly  and  wittily  told,*'-^Moming  Mtrald, 


ATTRACTIVE  AND  INSTRUCTIVE  AMUSEMENT 
FOR  THE  YOUNQ. 

HOME  PASTIME  ; 

Or,  The  Child's  Own  Tot  Makeb.  With  practical 
instructions.  By  £.  Landells.  New  Edition.  Price  8s.  6d« 
complete,  with  the  Cards  and  Descriptive  Letterpress. 

%*  By  this  novel  and  ingenious  **  Pastime^"  beautiful  Models 
can  be  made  by  Children  from  the  Cards,  by  attending  to  the 
Plain  and  Simple  Instructions  in  the  Book. 

Contents:   1.  Wheelbarrow. — 2.  Cab. — 3.  Omnibus. — 
4.   Nursery  Yacht. — 5.   French  Bedstead. — 6.   Perambu-     I 
later. — 7.  Kailway  Engine. — 8.  Railway  Tender. — 9.  Raii- 
-way  Carriage. — 10.   Prince  Albert's  Model  Cottage. — 11. 
Wmdmill.— 12.  Sledge. 


(« 


As  a  delightful  exercise  of  ingenaitVi  and  a  most  sensible  mode  of  pass- 

lend  the  Child's  own  Toy  Maker."— X{te«- 


iog  a  winter's  evening,  we  commend  the  Child's  own  Toy  Maker 
trtUed  N9W9. 

"  Should  be  in  cTery  house  blessed  with  the  presence  of  children."—; 
Field. 


TTgrriTsiT -r.  ^T^t  dqi^oiK; 
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SUCCE8S0BS  TO  27EWBBBY  AKB  HARRIS.  1} 


PICTUBES  FROM  THE  PHENEES  ; 

Or,  Ao27Es'  AND  !Katb's  Tbayblb.  By  Gaboori  Bell. 
With  numerous  lUnstrations.  Bmall  4io,  price  Ss.  6d. 
cloth  ;  ia.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 

"  With  admirable  Bimplidtr  of  manner  it  notioes  the  towns,  the  scenery, 
the  people,  and  the  nstnral  phenomena  of  this  grand  mountain  -riyi*^.*?— 
2%«  JPrett, 


THEEAKUDAM; 

Or,  Stobies  to  think  about.  By  a  Countrt  Clebotmak. 
Illustrated  by  H.  Weib,  &o.  Small  iU>,  prioe  2s.  6d. 
cloth  ;  Ss.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 

"  The  matter  ia  both  wholesome  and  instruotlT^  and  nmit  HMRnaate  is 
well  aa  benefit  the  joung." — Literarium. 


AMELO ; 

Or,  the  Pine  Fobebt  AMONa  the  Alps.  By  Gebaldinb 
E.  Jewsbdbt,  Author  of  *  *  The  Adopted  Child,"  &c.  With 
Illustrations  by  John  Absolon.  Small  4to,  price  2s.  6d. 
cloth ;  3s.  6d.  coloused,  gilt  edges. 

"As  pre^  a  ohild'e  story  as  one  might  look  for  on  a  vintMr*«  day."— 
JBvanMMr. 


GEANNTS  ¥OOT)ERFUL  CHAIE; 

And  its  Tales  op  Faiby  Times.  By  Fbanobs  Bbownx. 
With  Illustrations  by  Kennt  Meadows.  Small  4ku 
3s.  6d.  cloth ;  4a.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 

'*  One  of  the  happiest  blendings  of  marvel  and  moral  we  haia  ererieen.** 


TALES  OF  MAGIC  AND  MEANING  j 

Written  and  Ilhistrated  by  Alpbid  Cbowqdill,  Author  of 
"The  Careless  Chicken,"  "Picture  Fableii^"  &o.  Price 
3s.  6d.  cloth  j  4s.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 


12  GRIFFITH  AJTD  FABRAK, 


THE  HISTORY  OF  A  QUABTEBN  LOAE. 

Bhymes  and  Pictures.    By  William  Njswuajx,     12  Uliu- 
tratioxiB.    Price  6d.  plain,  Is.  coloured. 

Uniform  in  size  and  price. 

THE  HTSTOTIY  OF  A  SCUTTLE  OF  COALS. 

THE  fflSTORY  OF  A  CUP  OF  TEA. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  A  LUMP  OF  SUGAR.    (Preparing.) 

FAGGOTS  FOR  THE  FIRESIDE; 

Or,  Tales  of  Fact  ahd  Fahot.    By  Peter  Pablxt.   With 
Twelve  Tinted  Illustrations.    Fcap.  8vo,  3s.  6d.  cloth. 

'*  A  new  work  by  Peter  Faxlej  is  a  pleasant  greeting  for  all  boys  and  girb, 
wherever  the  Engnsh  langoa^  is  spoken  or  read.  He  has  a  happy  method 
of  conveying  information,  while  seeming  to  address  himself  to  the  »w»*gi««- 
tion,"— Tlk#  Critic. 


THE  DISCONTENTED  CHILDREN: 

And  how  thet  webe  Cubed.  By  Mabt  and  Elizabeth 
KiBBT,  Authors  of  "The  Talking  Bird/'  &c.  Illustrated 
by  H.  K.  Bbowne  (Phiz).  Second  Edition,  price  28.  6d. 
cloth ;  8s.  6d.  coloured,  g^t  edges. 

**  We  know  no  better  method  of  banishing  'discontent'  from  8cho<d-roo]a 
and  nursery  than  by  introducing  this  wise  and  clever  story  to  their  inmates." 
'—Art  Journal, 


THE  TALKING  BIED ; 

Or,  Teie  Little  Gibl  who  knew  what  was  goiko  to 
Happen.  By  M.  and  E.  Kibbt.  With  Illustrations  by 
H.  K.  Bbowne.    Price  28.  6d.  cloth ;  Ss.  6d.  coloured. 

"The  story  is  ingeniously  told,  and    the  moral  clearly  shown." 

Atkenmum, 


THE  BEMAEKABLE  HISTOET  OF  THE  HOUSE  THAT 

JACK  BUILT.  Splendidly  Illustrated  and  magnificently 
Illuminated  by  The  Sok  of  a  Genius.  Price  2s.,  infancy 
cover, 

^ICag^fioent    in   suggestion,   and  most  comical   in   ezpresaion."— 


SUCXTESSOBS  TO  KEWBEBT  AND  BABBI8.  IS 


LEHEBS  FROM  SABAWAK, 

Addressed  to  a  Child.  Embracing  an  Account  of  the  Man- 
ners, Customs,  and  Religion  of  the  Inhabitants  of  Borneo, 
with  Incidents  of  Missionary  Life.  By  Mbb.  M  'Douoall. 
Fourth  Thousand,  enlarged,  with  Illustrations.  Ss.  6d. 
cloth. 

*<  All  is  new,  interesting,  and  admirably  told." — Church  and  Stait  0(useU», 


COMICAL  PICTURE  BOOKS. 
Uniform  in  $U$  with  **  The  Stmwwelpeter." 

PICTUBE  FABLES. 

Written  and  Illustrated  with  Sixteen  large  coloured  Plates, 
by  Alfred  Cbowquill.     Price  2s.  6d.  fancy  boards. 

THE  CABELESS  CHICKEN. 

By  the  Babon  Krakembides.    With  Sixteen  large  coloured 
Plates,  by  Alfred  Ceowquill.   4to,  28.  6d.  fiftncy  boards. 

FUMY  LEAVES  FOR  THE  YOUNGER  BRANCHES. 

By  the  Baron  Krakembides  of  Burstenoudelafen  Castle. 
Illustrated  by  Alfred  Crowquill.  Coloured  Plates.  2s.  6d. 

UUGH  AND  GROW  WISE; 

By  the  Senior  Owl  of  Ivy  Hall.     With  Sixteen  Larger 
Coloured  Plates.     Quarto.     Price  2s.  6d.  fancy  boards. 

*^*  Mounted  on  doth.  Is.  eftoh  extra. 


PEEP  AT  THE  PEQES; 

Or,  Legends  of  the  West.  By  Mrs.  Brat,  Author  of 
*'Life  of  Stothard,"  "Trelawny,"  &c.  With  Illustrations 
by  Harlot  K.  Browne  (Phiz).  Super-royal  Idmo,  pric» 
8s.  6d.  cloth ;    4b,  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 

*'  A  peep  at  the  actual  Pixies  of  DeTonthire,  faithftxUy  described  by  Mrs. 


given  a  freshness  to  the  uttle  Tolume  we  did  not  expect. 

end  contain  matter  of  interest  for  all  who  Ibel  a  desire  to  know  the  origin  of 

such  tales  and  legends."— iir<  Jcmmal, 


le     .  ^mm 
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OCEAN  AND  HER  EULEfiS : 

A  Narraiiye  of  the  Nations  who  have  from,  the  Earliest 
Ages  held  dominion  over  the  Se& ;  comprising  a  brief  Histoiy 
of  Navigation,  from  the  remotest  Periods  to  the  Present 
Time.    By  Alfred  Elwes.     Fcap.  8vo,  5s.  dotii. 

*'  The  volnme  is  replete  with  Talaable  and  interertiug  informslioD;  and 
we  cordially  recommend  it  aa  a  useM  aoziliary  in  the  achool-coom,  and 
entertaining  companion  in  the  library."— IforiMM^  Poti, 


A  BOOK  FOR. E\/imY  CHILD. 

THE  FAVOURITE  PICTUBE-BOOI : 

A  Grallerj  of  Delists,  designed  for  the  Amusement  and 
Instruction  of  the  Young.  With  several  hundred  Illustra- 
tions from    Drawings  bj  J.   Absoloit,   H.  K.   Browiti 

(Phiz),  J.  GiLBBST,  T.  LANBSBBBy  J.  IJBKiH,  J.  S.  PbOUT, 

H.  Wbib,  4c.  New  Edition.  Bo^nal  4io,  price  3s.  6d. 
bound  in  anew  and  elegant  cover;  7b.  6d.  coloured,  lOS.  6d. 
coloured  and  mounted  on  cloth. 


THE  DAT  OF  A  BABY-BOY: 

A  Story  for  a  Little  Child.     By  E.  Bbrobb,  with  IQastra- 
tions  hj  JoHH  Absolon«     Second  Edition*     Super^roj^ 
16ma,,  price  2a.  6d;.  cloth:;  3a.  0d.  ooleaiec)*'  &^  odges. 
**Il  sweet  little  book  for  the  nursery." — Ckrittiaii  Tiam, 


CAT  iM  DOff; 

Or,  Memoirs  op  Puss  and  the  Captadt.   A  Story  founded 

on  Fact.    Illustrated  by  Harbison  Weir.     Sixth  Edition. 

Super- royal  16mo,  2s.  6d.  cloth ;  3s.  6d.  coloured,  g^t  edges. 

"  The  author  of  this  amusing  little  tale  is  evidently  a  keen  obaerrer  of 
nature.  The  illustrations  are  well  ezecntoi;  and  the  moral  winch  pemti 
the  tale  is  conTeyed  in  the  most  attractive  form." — Britanida, 


TEE  DOLL  AND  HEB  FRIEBDSj 

Or,  Memoirs  of  thk  Iadt  Seraphuja.  By  tfie  Author 
of  "Gat  and  Dog."  Third  Edition.  With  Four  lUus- 
trations  by  H.  K.  BBOWNB^(Phi^.  Small  4to,  2m,  6d.  doth; 
3s.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges; 

*'Btidentiy  written  by  ona  who  h^a  Bmodbt  grwit  ummi  to  hmm  worn 
pmaU  matter."— afomtj^  Herald, 


\i 
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CURISSA  DONNELLY; 

Or,  Thb  Histobt  ov  an  Adoptkd  Child.  By  Miss 
Geraldine  £.  JxwsBUBT.  With  an  IlluBtration  by  John 
Abbolon.    Foap.  Svo,  Ss.  6d.  doth ;  4s.  gilt  edges. 

"With  wonderfol  power,  only  to  be  matohed  bj  as  admirable  a  sim- 
plioitj,  Miss  Jewsbory  has  narrated  the  history  of  a  child.  For  nobility  of 
purpose,  for  simple,  nervous  writing,  and  for  artistic  constmotion,  it  is  out 
of  the  most  valuable  works  of  the  6Aj,"-^Ladj^»  Compamon, 


lAAmiAB  NATURAI  HISTORY. 

With  Forty-two  Illustrations  from  Original  Drawings  bj 
Habbibon  Weib,  and  descriptive  letter^press  by  Mrs.  B. 
Lee.  Super- royal  16mo,  8s.  6d.  oloth,  plain ;  5s.  coloured, 
gilt  edges. 

HARRY  HAWKINSES  H-BOOt ; 

Snownro  how  hb  Leabbed  to  Abpibatb  his  n*s.  Frontis- 
piece by  H.  Weib.     Super-royal  10mo,  price  6d. 

"  No  family  or  schoolroom  within,  or  indeed  beyond,  the  sound  of  Bow 
bells,  should  be  without  this  merry  manual,*'— 'JH  J<mm9l* 


THE  FAMILY  BIBLE  NEWLY  OPENEB: 

With  Uncle  Goodwin's  AcooinfT  of  it.  By  Jbffbbtb 
Tatlob,  Author  of  *'  A  Glance  at  the  Globe,"  &c.  Frontis- 
piece by  J.  Gilbbbt.    Fcap.  8to,  Ss.  6d.  cloth. 

'*  A  very  sood  account  of  the  Baered  Writings,  adapted  to  the  taste, 
feelings,  and  mtelligenoe  of  young  people." — SdiueationalTim§t, 

**  Parents  will  also  find  it  a  great  aid  in  the  religious  teaching  of  their 
families." — Sdinburgh  Witnett, 


KATE  AND  ROSALIND; 

Or,  Eablt  Ezpebienoes.  By  the  Author  of ''Quicksands 
oh  Foreign  Shores/'  &c.  Fcap.  Svo,  8s.  6d.  cloti^;  is.  gilt 
edgesb 

"A  book  of  unusual  merit.  The  story  is  exceedingly  well  told,  and  the 
characters  are  drawn  with  a  fireedom  aadboldaeas  seldom  m«t  with."— 
Church  (f  England  Quarterly, 

"  We  have  not  room  to  exemplify  the  skill  with  which  Fuseyism  is 
and  detected.    The  Irish  scenes  are  of  an  exceUceee  that  haa  not  b««l 
passed  since  the  best  days  of  Miss  Bdgeworth."— .^FVtMtr**  Magaaim, 


]6  OBHTITH  ASD  FAHRAN, 


WORKS  BY  THE  LATE  MRS.  R.  LEE. 

ANECDOTES  OF  THE  HABITS   AND    INSTINCTS  OF 

ANIMALS.  Third  and  Cheaper  Edition.  With  Six  Illai- 
trationB  by  Habbisok  Weib.  Fcap.  8vo,  8s.  6d.  cbth, 
48.  gilt  edges. 

ANECDOTES  OF  THE    HABITS  AND    INSTINCTS  OF 

BIRDS,  FISHES,  AND  BEPnLES.  Second  and  Cheaper 
Edition.  With  Six  Illustrations  by  Habbibon  Wbib.  Fcap. 
Svo,  8s.  6d.  cloth)  4s.  gilt  edges. 

*<  Amosing,  inatraotiTe,  and  ably  written." — LUeraty  OamHts. 
**  Mra.  Lee's  aathoritiea— to  name  only  one,  FrofeMor  Owmi— are,  Cor 
the  most  part,  first-rate."— wlM«a«nM». 

ADVENTUEES  IN  AUSTRALIA; 

Or,  The  Wanbebings  of  Captaut  Spehcbb  nr  the  Bush 
AND  THE  Wilds.  Second  Edition.  Illustrated  by  Pbout. 
Fcap.  8yo,  5s.  cloth ;  58.  6d.  gilt  edges. 

*'  iThis  volume  should  find  a  place  in  every  school  libruy,  and  it  will,  m 
are  sore,  be  a  very  welcome  and  useftd  prize." — BduetUional 


THE  AFRICAN  WANDERERS; 

Or,  The  Adybntubes  of  Cablob  and  Aktonio  ;  embracing 

interesting  Descriptions  of  the  Manners  and  Custonos  of  the 

Western  Tribes.     Thu-d  Edition.    With  Eight  Engravings. 

Fcap.  8vo,  5s.  cloth ;  5s.  6d.  gilt  edges. 

*'  In  strongly  recommending  this  admirable  work  to  the  attentioa  of 
young  readers,  we  feel  that  we  are  rendering  a  real  serrice  to  the  cause  of 
African  cirilization." — Patricia 

TWELVE  STORIES  OF  THE  SAYINGS  AND  DOIN&S  OF 

ANIMAXS.  With  Illustrations  by  J.  W.  Abghkb. 
Third  Edition,  2s.  6d.  cloth;  8s.  6d.  ooloured^  gilt  edges. 

PUYING  AT  SETTLERS; 

Or,  The  Faggot  House.  Second  Edition.  Illustrated 
by  GiLBEBT.     Price  2s.  6d.  cloth ;  Ss.  8d.  coloured. 

ELEGANT  GIFT  FOR  A  LADY. 

TREES,  PLANTS,  AND  FLOWERS; 

Their  Beauties,  Uses,  and  Influences.  By  Mra.  R.  Lbi^ 
Author  of  **  The  African  Wanderers,"  &c.  With  beautiful 
coloured  Illustrations  by  J.  Andbews.  8vo,  price  lOs.  6d., 
cloth  elegant,  gilt  edges. 

"The  volume  is  at  once  useful  as  a  botanical  work,  and  ezqulBxte  as  the 
ornamental  of  a  boudoir  table." — Britannia^ 
*'Ab  tall  of  interest  as  of  beauty." — AH  Jmtmal, 
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W.  H.  Q.  K»NQSTON'S  BOOKS  FOR   BOYS. 

With  Illustrations,  Fcap.  Svo,  price  5s.  each,  cloth ;  5s.  6d. 

gilt  edges. 

WILL  WEATHERHELM : 

Or,  The  Yarn  of  an  Old  Sailor  about  his  Earlt  Lifs 

AND  Adventures.    Illustrated  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

'^Overflowine  with  maritixne  ftdyentures,  and  churaoters  graphioally 
deMribed."— CM^. 

FREDMARKHAMINEUSSIAj 

Or,  The  Bot  Travellers  in  the  Land  of  the  Czar. 
With  Illustrations  by  R.  T.  Landells. 

'*  Most  admirably  does  this  book  unite  a  oa]^tal  oarratiTe  with  the  oom* 
mnnioation  of  Taloable  infprmation  respecting  Russia." — Ifoneai^fitrmUt. 

SALT  WATER ; 

Or,  Neil  D'Arct's  Sea  Life  and  Adventures  (a  Book 

for  Boys).     With  Eight  Illustrations  by  Anelat. 

"With  the  exception  of  Captain  Marryat,  we  know  of  no  English  author 
who  will  compare  with  Mr.  Eingston  as  a  writer  of  books  of  nautical  adven- 
ture."—iUiw^ra^  jy*ioi, 

MANCO,  THE  PERUVIAN  CHIEF. 

With  Illustrations  by  Carl  Sohmolze. 

"  A  capital  book ;  the  story  being  one  of  much  interest,  and  presenting  a 
good  account  of  the  history  and  institutions,  the  customs  and  manners  of  the 
country."— Xtt«ra«y  Qaztttt, 

MARK  SEAWORTH: 

A  Tale  of  the  Indian  Ocean.    With  Illustrations   by  J. 

Arsolon.     Second  Edition. 

"No  more  interesting,  nor  more  safe  book,  can  be  put  into  the  hands  of 
youth ;  and  to  boys  especially  *  Mark  Seaworth*  will  do  a  treasure  of  de- 

PETER  THE  WHALER: 

His  Eariy  Life  and  Adventures  in  the   Arctic  Begions. 

Second  Edition.    With  Illustrations  by  E.  Duncan. 

"  A  better  present  for  a  boy  of  an  actiye  turn  of  mind  could  not  be  found. 
The  tone  of  the  book  is  manly,  healthAil,  and  Tigorous."— TF«tfl;(y  Ntwi, 

"  In  short,  a  book  which  the  old  may,  but  which  the  young  must,  read 
when  they  haye  once  begun  it." — AtX»n<Bum, 


BLUE  JACKETS; 

Or,  Chips  of  the  Old  Block.    A  Narrative  of  the  Gallant 
Exploits  of  British  Seamen,  and  of  the  principal  Events  in  the     | 
Naval  Service    during  the  Reign  of  Her  Most  Gracioua    | 
Majesty  Queen  Victoria.    Post  8vo,  price  7s.  6d.  olo^^^^^M 
"  A  more  acceptable  testimonial  than  this  to  the  valour  and  enterwHj^^^^^ 
the  British  Nary  has  not  issued  from  the  press  for  many  years."— 2%«  ^l^f 
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HEyi  M*D  BEAUTIFUL  UBRARY  EDITION. 

THE  VICAE  OF  WAIEFIEI]) : 

ATidd.  ByOiiVBBGoLDSincH.  Printed  by  WhittingiiaiiL 
With  JSght  niuBtraAtDDS  hif  J.  Abbqlox;.  Sqimm  fcap. 
Svo,  prioe  6b,  dotii ;  7iu  hidf-beund  moiooco^  Boxbiizghe 
style ;  lOs.  6d.  antique  morocco. 


<c 


Mr.  Absolon's  ^phic  sketches  add  greatly  to  the  httwft  tii  tl» 
TohuM :  altogether,  it  ia  as  pretty  an  edition  of  the^ Vioax'  aa  we  have  seen. 
Mrs.  Primrose  herself  woula  consider  it '  well  dressed.'  "—AjH  Jcmmal. 

"  A  deliffhtftd  edition  of  one  of  the  most  delightfbl'of  worite  t  the^ne  old 
type  and  udck  papw  mafaa  thia  volaana  aUanctiTe  to  any  loTer  of  booki."— 


GOOD  in  EVEBirmUG  J 

Or,  Thb  Baslt  HisraBT  os^'GassBV  Hahlawp.  By  Mbb. 
Bakioll,  Author  of  "Little  Lessomi  for  Eittle  LeBrnen^" 
&c.  Second  Edition.  With  Illustrations  by  JoHK  Gilbxbt. 
Boyal  16mo,  2s.  6d.  cloth ;  8s.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges* 


"  The  moral  of  this  ezqaiirite  little  tale  will  do  mora'good  tiian.  m  ilmnMnd 
aet  tasks  aboonding  with  dxy  and  wnintfiresting  troisniB.**-— BeZfs  Me$Hnger. 


DOMESnC  PETS: 

Their  Habits  and  Management ;  with  Ulustrative  Anecdotes. 
By  Mss.  Loudon.  With  Illustrations  by  HABBisoir  Whb. 
Sfi!oond  Thousand.  Ecap.  Syo,  20.  6d..clotL 

Contents  :— The  Dog,  Gat,  Squirrel,  Itabbit^  Guinea- 
Pig,  White  Mice,  the  Parrot  and  other  TUking-Biidfl^ 
Singing-Birds,  Doves  and  Pigeons,  Gold  and  Silver  Fish. 

"All  who  study  Mrs.  Loudon's  pages  will  be  able  to  treat  their  pets  with 
certainly  and  wiMom."— nSKoMlaftf  ^  ^^reedom* 


TALES  OF  SCHOOL  LIFE. 

By  Agnes  Loudon,  Author  of  "Tales  for  Young  People* 
With  Illustrations  by  John  Abbolon.  Second  Edition. 
Boyal  16mo,  26.  6d.  plain;  3s.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 

"These  rexninisoences  of  school-days- will  be  recognised  aa  trethfid pie* 
tures  of  every-day  occurrence.  The  style  is  colloquial  and'  pleaaant,  and 
therefore  well  suited  to  those  for  whose  perusal  it  '■ 'ntmdnd  *^    ilfjbsaaw 
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THE  FAVOURITE  LIBBART. 

A  Series  of  Works  for  the  Yonng ;  each  Yoluxne  with  an 
Illustration  by  a  well-known  Artist     Price  Onb  Sbillino. 

JL  THE  ESKDALE  HEBD-BOY.    By  Ladt  Stodsabt. 

2.  MBS.    LEIOESTEB*S   SCHOOL.    By  Csables  and 
Maet  I^amb. 

8.  HISTOBY  OF  THE  BOBINS.    By  Mbs.  Tbdiheb. 

4.  MEMOIBS  OF  BOB  THE  SPOTTED  TERBIEB. 

5.  KEEPER'S    TRAVELS    IN    SEARCH    OF    HIS 

MASTER. 

6.  THE  SCOTTISH  ORPHANS.    By  Ladt  Stoddabt. 

7.  NEVER    WRONa ;    or,    THE   YOUNG    DISPU- 

TANT; and  "IT  WAS  ONLY  IN  FUN." 

8.  THE    LIFE    AND    PERAMBULATIONS   OF    A 

MOUSE. 

9.  EASY  INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  KNOWLEDGE 

OF  NATURE.    By  Mbs..  Tbdcmbb. 

10.  RIGHT  AND  WRONG.    By  the  Author  of  '*  Alwi^ 

Happy." 

11.  HARRTS  HOLIDAY.    By  Jextebtb  Tatlob. 

12.  SHORT  POEMS  AND  HYMNS  FOR  CHILDREN. 

The  above  may  he  had,  Two  VdwmM  homtd  in  one,  <U  Two  ShtUmgs 
cloth  ;  or  2«.  6d,  filt  edgfiB^  aa  fiUowe : — 

1.  LADY  STODDARrS  SCOTTISH  TALES. 

2.  ANIMAL  HISTORIES.    Thb  Doo. 

3.  ANIMAL  HISTORIES.    Thb  Robins  and  Mouse. 

4.  TALES  FOR  BOYS.    Habb:s's  Holiday  and  Neveb 

Wbong. 

5.  TALES  FOR  GIRLS.     Mbs.  Lbiobszbb's  School 

and  Right  and  Wbono. 


6.  POETRY  AND  NATURE.    Shobt  Pobxs  and  Tboc- 
xeb's  Intboduotiok 
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TALES  FBOM  CATLAKD. 

Dedicated  to  the  Young  Kittens  of  England.  By  an  Old 
Tabbt.  Bhistrated  by  H.  Wna.  Fourth  Edition.  Small 
4to,  28.  6d.  plain ;  3b.  6d.  coloured. 

'*Tbe  combinatioB  of  quiet  hnmonr  and  sound  seoae  haa  made  thia  one  of 
the  pleaaaateat  litUe  boota  of  the  ■eaaon."— Xod^*  Nmnpaptr, 

THE  WOSDEBS  OF  HOME,  IN  ELEVEN  STOEIES. 

ByGRAHSVATHSBGBXT.  With  Illiiatrations.  Third  Edition, 
roy.  16mo,  28.  6d.  doth;  3s.  6d.  coloured. — drntenU : — 

Story  of— 1.  A  Cup  or  Tea.  2.  A  Fibok  of  Suoas. 

3.  A  MiLK-Juo.  4.  A  Lump  of  Coal. 

5.  Some  Hot  Watkb.  6.  A  Fm. 

7.  JEHirr's  Sash.  8.  Habbt*s  Jaokxt. 

9.  A  TuKBLEB.  10.  A  KeriFK. 

11.  This  Book. 

"The  idea  is  ezeeDent,  and  its  execntian  equaDj  oommendable.    The 
lolgecto  an  yery  happily  Uudin  alight  yet  sensible  manner." — WeMf  Jftw, 

EYERT-DAT  THINGS; 

Or,  Useful  Kkowledoe  respecting  the  Pbdtoipal  Andcai^ 

YEGETABLBy    and   MlBEBAL   SUBSTAKOES   in  COlOfOH  USB. 

Written  for  Yonng  Persons,  by  a  Laot.     Second  Edition, 

revised.    18mo,  Is.  6d.  cloth. 

"A  Httle  encjclopflBdia  of  useful  knowledge;  desenring  a  plaoein  erecy 
jurenile  library." — EoangeUeal  Magamme, 

PRICE  SIXPENCE  EACH,  PLAIN;  ONE  SHILLING,  COLOURED. 

In  super-raydl  Itmo,  beautifuUy  printed,  each  with  Seven  711*0* 
trcUions  hy  Habeisoit  Wbib,  and  IktcripHonB  by  Mbs.  Ijb. 

1.  BRITISH  ANIMALS.     First  Series. 

2.  BRITISH  ANIMALS.     Second  Series. 

3.  BRITISH  BIRDS. 

4.  FOREIGN  ANIMALS.    First  Series. 

5.  FOREIGN  ANIMALS.     Second  Series. 

6.  FOREIGN  BIRDS. 

%*  Or  bound  in  One  YoL  under  the  title  of  ''Familiar  Natoral 

BUstoiy,"  iee  page  15, 

Uniform  in  gize  and  price  with  the  above, 
THE  FARM  AND  ITS  SCENES.     With  Six  Pictures  from 
Drawings  by  Habbison  Weib. 

THE  DIYERTING  HISTORY  OF  JOHN  GILPIN.     With 
Six  Illustrations  by  Watts  Phillips. 

THE  PEACOCK  AT  HOME  AND  THE  BUTTERFLYS 
BALL.     With  Four  Illustrations  by  Habbisoh  Weib. 
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A  WORD  TO  THE  WISE ; 

Or,  Hints  on  thb  Oobbent  Ii£pbopbiett  of  Expbbssion 
IN  Wbitino  and  Spsakino.  By  Pabbt  Gwtnnb.  Fifth 
Edition.     18mo,  price  6d.  sewed,  or  la.  cloth,  gilt  edges. 

'*A11  who  wish  to  mind  their  jp'«  and  2*'  should  oonsolt  this  little  Tolome." 

"May  be  adrantageonsly  consulted  by   eyen  the  well-edaoated."— > 
Athtnmm, 


STORIES  OF  JULIAN  AND  HIS  PUYFELLOWS. 

Written  by  his  Mamma.  With  Four  Illustrations  by  John 
Abbolon.  Second  Edition.  Small  4to,  2s.  6d.  plain ;  8s.  6d. 
coloured,  gilt  edges. 

«  The  lessons  tausht  by  Julian's  mamma  are  each  fraught  with  an  excel- 
lent moral."— Ifomtn^  AdotriUtr* 


BUDES  AND  FLOWERS ; 

Poems  for  Children.    By  M.  S.  C.     Frontispiece  by  H. 
Anelat.      Fcap.  8vo,  price  2s.  cloth. 

"  Breathing  the  same  spirit  as  the  nursery  poems  of  Jane  Taylor."— 


AUNT  JANE'S  VERSES  FOR  CHILDREN. 

By  Mrs.  T.  D.  Obewdson.    Illustrated  with  twelve  beauti- 
ful Engravings.     Fcap.  8vo,  3s.  6d.  cloth. 

"A  charming  little  volume  of  excellent  moral  and  religious  tendency."— 
Evangelical  Magaeine, 


ILLUSTRATED  BY  QEORQE  CRUIKSHANK. 

KIT  BAM,  THE  BRITISH  SINBAD  j 

Or,  The  Yabns  op  an  Old  Mabineb.  By  Mabt  Cow- 
den  Clabke,  Author  of  *'The  Concordance  to  Shakspeare," 
&o.     Fcap.  8vo,  price  3b.  6d.  cloth ;  4s.  gilt  edges. 

"  A  more  oaptiTating  volume  for  juvenile  recreative  reading  we  nevw 
remember  to  have  attn.^Standard  q/F^tedom, 

**  Oruikshank's  plates  are  worthy  of  his  genius."— JSvaiN<fi«r. 


THE  fflSTOBT  OF  A  FAMILT; 

Or,  Rkuoiov  oub  But  Suffobt.     With  an  Illiistatioii 
on  Steel  by  JoHV  Absolov.    Feap.  Svo,  2m.  iUL  dofh. 

**  A  Mhiffri  idffeefially  writUa  rtory^  prraded  by  •  tona  of — iytiuil 
pietjr,  and  well  ealealated  to  foster  iost  T&ewi  of  Ufe  aim  dcutr.    We  hope  it 


BHDCES  OF  BOYALTY. 

The  Hibtobt  of  Englavd  in  Yene,  from  the  Kc 
Gonqaeet  to  the  reign  of  QuiBN  Yiotobia  ;  wiiii  an  Ap- 
pendix, comprinng  a  Sommair  of  the  leading  erenti  in 
each  ne^gB.     Foap.  8to,  with  Frontiqpiaee.    da.  6d.  eifltb. 

THE  LADrS  ALBOM  OF  FANCY  WORK; 

Gonntingitf  Narel»£l^FMi,  aadTJMAaFkfeAemaiaSBitting, 
Netting,  Crochet,  and  E^hroidei7,priatML  in  ookum.  Bound 
inabeautifdlooTer.    New  Edit.  Port  4tfl^  38.  6d.  gilt  e^get. 

THE  DREAM  OF  LITTLE  TUK, 

AsD  OTHEB  Talks,  by  H.  C.  Ahdebskv.  Translated  and 
dedicated  to  the  Anthcn-  by  Chablbs  Boveb.  Illostnted 
by  COUHT  PoccL     Fcap.  8to,  2i.  plain;  Ss.  oolourad. 

"  Full  of  eluurmiofi;  paaaages  of  prose,  poetrr,  and  wa/A  tiny  drsmatie 
■eeaet  as  ifffl  nuike  t£e  pulses  of  young  vssders  uoob  vith  driight."— .^<fa«. 


VISITS  TO  BEECHWOOD  FARM; 

Or,  CouHTBT  Pleasubes  and  Hnrrs  fob  HAFpnrEaB,  ad- 
bbbssed  to  the  Young.  By  GATHABDns  M.  A.  Coufeb. 
Ulastrations  by Absolov.  Small  4to,  Ss.  6d.  plain;  is.  6d.  coL 

**  The  work  is  well  cslooktod  to  Imprsss  iipoii4ii«  ainds  of  tha  yowa^HiB 
soperiority  of  simple  and  natural  pleasores  over  those  vhkh  are  artiiaal.*' 


MARIN  DE  LA  VOYE'8  ELEMENTARY  FRENCH  WORKS. 

LES  JEUNESNABRATEUR8; 

On,  Petitb  Gohtes  Mobaux.  With  a  Key  to  the  difficult 
Words  and  Phnuws.  Frontisniece.  Second  Edition.  18mo, 
28.  cloth. 

*<  Written  in  pore  and  easy  French.**— Jforirfiy  Posf. 

;THE  PICTORIAL  FRENCH  GRAMMAR, 
Fob  the  Use  of  Chzldbebt.     With  Eighty  EngraTings. 
Boyal  16mo ;  price  Is.  6d.  cloth;  Is.  sewed. 
"The  publication  has  greater  thaa  mechanieal  merit;  it  contains  the 
principal  elements  of  the  French  language,  exhibited  in  a  plain  and  ezpres* 
|fara  nuumer." — Bpeetat&r. 
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THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF  GEOGUAPHI : 

Specially  adapted  ^as  a  Text  Book  for  Beg^imert,  and  as  a 

Guide  to  the  Young  Teacher.     By  Hugo  -Rbid,  Author  of 

<*  Elements  of  Astronomy,"  &c.    Third  Edition,  carefully 

revised.     18mo,  Is.  sewed. 

"  One  of  the  most  sanaible  little  books  on  the  sal^eot  of  Oeomphj  we 
have  met  with."— JffduoaMonoZ  Timti.  *<  As  a  leeson-hook  it  will  onom  the 
pnpil  by  its  brief,  natural  style."-^ja<MDpaM««. 


THE  MODERN  BRITISH  PLUTARCH; 

Or,  Lives  of  Men  dibtinouibbed  in  the  beoent  His- 
tory   OF    CUB    OODNVBT    FOB    TBEIB   TaLBNTS,  ViBTUES, 

AND  Aohievementb.  By  W.  0.  Tatlor,  LL.D.,  Author 
of  ''A  Manual  of  Ancient  and  Modem  History,"  &o. 
12mo.  Second  Thousand,  with  a  new  Frontispiece.  4s.  6d. 
cloth ;  5s.  gilt  edges. 

Oovnvni  ArlpNrvi£hi--Biirke--BmiUH-B7roB--^aimhig---B«rl  of  Chat- 
ham—-AdamOhueke— Olive— OaptainOook — Oowper— Orabbe— Davy — Eldon 
— Brskine — Fox— Franklin — Gtoldsmith- Barl  Orey— Warren  Hastings — 
Heber— Howard— Jenner — Sir  W.  Jones — Mttokintosh— H.  Martya— Sir  J. 
lioore— Nelson— Pitt— Bomilly— Sir  W.  Soott— Sheridan— Smeaion— Watt 
—Marquis  WeUesley—Wilberforoe—Wilkie— Wellington. 

"  A  work  which  will  be  welcomed  in  any  oirole  of  intelligent  yoong  ^r- 
Boiia."—JBrUith  Quarterly  Review. 


HOME  AMDSRMENTS ; 

A  Choice  Collection  of  Iliddles,  Charades,  Conundrums, 
Parlour  Games,  and  Forfeits.  By  Pbtbb  Pgzslbwell,  Esq. , 
of  Bebus  Hall.  New  Edition,  revised  and  enlarged,  with 
Frontispiece  by  H.  K.  Bbowne  (Phiz).    16xno,  2s.  6d.  cloth 


EARLY  DAYS  OF  ENGLISH  PRINCES. 

By  Mrs.  Bussell  Gbey.  Dedicated,  by  permission,  to  the 
Duchess  of  Boxburghe.  With  Illustrations  by  John  Frank- 
lin. Small  4to,  8b.  6d.  cloth ;  4s.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 
**  Just  the  book  for  givins  ohildren  some  first  notions  of  BngUsh  history, 

as  the  personages  it  speaXu  about  are  themselves  young."— lfcuicA«f<«r 

Hxatniner,  ..__..... 

FIRST  STEPS  TO  SCOTTISH  HISTORY. 

By  Miss  Rodwell,  Author  of  **  First  Steps  to  English 
History."  With  Ten  Illustrations  by  Weiqall.  16mo, 
3s.  6d.  cloth ;  4s.  6d.  coloured. 

*'  It  is  the  first  popular  book  in  which  we  have  seen  the  outlines  of  the 
early  history  of  the  Scottish  tribes  exhibited  with  anything  like  aoooraoy." 
'-Olaegow  Coneiitwtional. 

"The  work  is  throughout  agreeably  and  lucidly  written."— JfiliftMidl 
Oountiee  Herald. 
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LONDON  CRIES  AND  PUBLIC  EDIflCES, 

niuftrated  in  Twenty-four  Engravings  by  Luke  Limi 
with  defcriptiTe  Letter-press.  Square  l^aao,  28.  6d.  pi 
^s.  colooreoL     Bound  in  emblematic  cover. 


MRS.  TRIMMER'S  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND. 

Revised  and  brought  down  to  the  Present  Time  by ) 
MiLNEB.  With  Portraits  of  the  Sovereigns  in  their  pr 
costume,  and  Frontispiece  by  Habvey.  New  Editio 
One  Volume.     58.  doth. 

*<  The  editing  has  been  rery  jndidonafy  done.    The  work  haa  an 
Wahed  reputation  for  the  deameaa  of  ita  ^aoealogioal  and  chron(^ 
tablea,  and  for  ita  perrading  tone  of  Chriatian  pie^." — Ckureh  and . 
Qagettt, 


THE  CELESTIAL  EMPIRE ; 

Or,  Points  and  Picrinos  of  Infobmation  about  Ci 
AND  THE  Chinese.  By  the  late  "Old  Humphbet."  \ 
Twenty  Engravings.  Fcap.  8vo,  Ss.  6d.  cloth ;  4a.  gilted 

"The  book  is  exactly  what  the  author  proposed  it  ahoold  be,  full  of 
information,  good  feehng,  and  good  temper,  —AlUu*i  Indkut  Mail. 
**  Eren  welf  known  topica  are  treated  with  a  graceful  air  of  noTelt] 


TALES  FBOM  THE  COURT  OF  OBEEON; 

Containing  the  favourite  Histories  of  ToM  Thumb,  Gbac: 
AND  Peboinet,  Valentine  and  Obson,  and  fiHTTfPBE? 
THE  Wood.  With  Sixteen  Illustrations  by  Alfbed  Ci 
QUILL.    Small  4to,  2s.  6d.  plain ;  3s.  6d.  coloured. 


GLIMPSES  OF  NATURE, 

AND  Objects  of  Intebest  descbibed,  dubing  a  Vist 

the  Isle  of  Wight.     Designed  to  assist  and  encoui 

Young  Persons  in  forming  habits  of  Observation.     By  Id 

Loudon.     Second  Edition,  enlaiged.    With  Forty-one  II 

trations.   8s.  6d.  cloth. 

"We  could  not  recommend  a  more  valaable  little  Tolume.    ItiBfa 
information,  conyeyed  in  the  most  agreeable  manner." — lAterarg  Ghuseii 


THE  SILVER  SWAN : 

A  Fairy  Tale.     By  Madame  de  Ghatelain.     Illustrated 
John  Leech.  Small  4to,  28.  6d.  plain;  3s.  6d.  coloured  do 

"  The  moral  is  in  the  good,  broad,  nnmistakeable  style  of  the  beatli 
period." — Aihenaum . 
'  *  The  Btory  ia  ^mcitten  with  ezcdlent  taate  and  dy  hnmonr."— ultfot. 
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WORKS  BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  MAMMA'S  BIBLE  STORIES. 

fANNT  AND  HER  MAMMA; 

Or,  East  Lessons  fob  Children.  In  which  it  is  attempted 
to  bring  Scriptural  Principles  into  Daily  Practice.  Illus- 
trated by  J.  Gilbert.  Third  Edition.  16mo,  2s.  6d.  cloth ; 
Ss.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 

"A  little  book  in  beautiftil  large  dear  type,  to  suit  the  capacity  of  in&nt 
readers,  which  we  can  with  pleasore'recommend."— CArif^ian  Lad^t  Mag, 

SHORT  AND  SIMPLE  PRATERS. 

Fob  the  Use  of  Young  Childben,  with  Hymns.  Fifth 
Edition.     Square  16mo,  Is.  6d.  cloth. 

"  Well  adapted  to  the  capacities  of  children,— beginning  with  the  simplest 
forms  which  the  youngest  onild  may  lisp  at  its  mother's  knee,  and  proceedinff 
with  those  suitea  to  its  graduallr  adyanoing  age.  Special  prayers,  designea 
for  particular  circumstances  and  occasions,  are  added.  We  cordially  recom- 
mend the  book.'*— CftrMMon  Ouardian, 

MAMMA'S  BIBLE  STORIES 

FOB  HEB  Little  Boys  and  Girls,  adapted  to  the  capacities 
of  very  young  children.  Eleventh  Edition,  with  Twelve  En- 
gravings.   2s.  6d.  cloth  ;  Ss.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 

A  SEQUEL  TO  MAMMA'S  BIBLE  STORIES. 

Fifth  and  Cheaper  Edition.  With  Twelve  Illustrations. 
2s.  6d.  cloth ;  Ss.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 

SCRIPTURE  HISTORIES  FOR  LITTLE  CHILDREN. 

With  Sixteen  Illustrations  by  John  Gilbebt.  Super- 
royal  16mo,  price  8s.  cloth;  4s.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 

contents: 


History  of  our  Saviour. 
The  Miracles  of  Christ. 


The  Histoiy  of  Joseph. 
History  of  Moses. 

\*  Sold  separcUdy:  6d,  each,  plain;  Is.  coloured, 

BIBLE  SCENES; 

Or,  Sunday  Ekployhbnt  fob  veby  Youno  Childbbn. 
Consisting  of  Twelve  Coloured  Illustrations  on  Cards,  and 
the  History  written  in  Simple  Language.  In  a  neat  Box, 
3s.  6d.;  or  dissected  as  a  Puzzle,  6s.  6d. 


First  Series :  History  of  Joseph. 
Second  Series :  History  of  our 
Saviour. 


Third  Series :  Historyof  Moses. 
Fourth  Series:   The  Miracles 
of  Christ. 


'*It  is  hoped  that  these  '  Scenes  *  may  form  a  useM  and  interesting  addi* 
tion  to  the  Sabbath  occupations  of  the  Nursery.  From  their  very  earUesI 
inlkncy  little  children  will  listen  with  interest  and  delight  to  stories  broa|^^ 
thai  palpably  before  their  eyes  by  meaae  of  illustration."— Pr<fac«. 


26  gbifhth  ahd  fasbak. 


THE  TOUHG  JEWESS  AHD  HEB  CHKTSTIAir  SCHOOL- 
FELLOWS, By  the  Author  of-' Ehoda,"  fa».  TWtii  » 
Erontiapieoe  by  J.  Gilbsbt.     16mo,  la.  cloth. 

^  The  stnary  is  beantifbDv  c<meeiv«d  and  besatilUly  tod^ 
adapted  to  iuipreaa  npon  the  mindi  of  yoimg  psBMXH-th*  powadviflAeacj 
of  example." — Engmkwcmaiii^tXagaamiBm 

MODA; 

Or,  The  Excellekoe  of  Chabitt.   Fourth  Edition.    With 
IlluBtrations.     ICmo,  2a.  doth. 


'"Hot  01^  ad^;>tad  foft  duUren,  bat  manyparantB  Bng^t  deanv*  great 
adrantage  £rom  stadying  ita  aimple  tratha."— CSwreft  amd  Staim  GamwHa, 

fRDE  SIOEIES  EBOM  MCIEHT  HISTOir, 

CfaioiiologieiJly  srrangtd  ftam  the  GrwifiiM  «f  th»  WeiM  to 
th«  Death  of  Charlemagne.  Twelfth  TM^**".  l?ith  24 
Steel  Engravings.    12mOf  58.  doth. 

lEDE  STOBTES  IBOM  MODERN  HISIOBI, 

Quxmologically  arnuiged  fxom  the  DoKth  of  Oharipinagne 
to  the  Present  Time.  Eighth  Sditian.  WUh  24  Bteel 
Engravings.     12mo^  5s.  dotib. 

TBUE  STOBIES  FBOM  ENGLISH  fflSTOBT, 

Chronologically  ananged  from  the  invasion  of  th«  "BotnaTm 
to  the  Present  Time.  Sixth  Edition.  With  36  Steel 
Engravings.     12nK>^  5a.  dsth. 

STOBIES  FBOM  THE  OLD  AND  NEW  TESTAMENTSi 

on  an  improved  plan.  BytheBev.  Boubn£  SUll  Dbapxb. 
With  48  Engravings.    Sixth  Edition.    12mo^  5fi.  doth. 

THE  WARS  OP  THE  JEWS, 

as  related  by  Josephub  ;  adapted  to  ike  capadties  of  Young 
Persons.    With  24  En^vings.    Sixth  Edit.    4b.  6d.  dkrik 

THE  PRffiCE  OF  WALES'S  PRIMER. 

With  800  lUustrationB  by  J.  GiLBSBT.  Dedicated  to  Her 
Majesty.  New  Edition,  price  6d.;  with  title  and  cover 
printed  in  gold  and  oolom^^  Is. 

HOW  TO  BE  HAPPY; 

Or,  Faibt  Gifts  :  to  whi<^  is  added,  A  SELEOTIOir  OF 
MORAL  allegories;  from  the  best  Engllah  Wxiten. 
Second  Edition.     With  8  .Engravingi..   12mo,  Sa.  6d.  doth. 
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THE  ABBE  QAULTIER'S  QEOQRAPHICAL  WORKS. 

I.  FAMILIAB  GEOGRAPHY, 

With  a  concise  Treatise  on  the  Artificial  Sphere,  and  two 
coloured  Maps,  illtistratiye  of  the  principal  Geographical 
Terms.    Fifteenth  Edition.     16mo,  Sk.  cl(rth. 

n.  AN  ATLAS, 

Adapted  to  the  Abb^  Gaultier's  Geographical  Games,  oon- 
sisting  of  8  Maps,  coloured,  and  7  in  Outline,  &c.  Folio, 
15s.  half-bound. 


BCTLEK'S  OUTLINE  MAPS,  AND  KEY; 

Or,  Geographical  and  Biographical  Exeroifles ;  with  a  Set 
of  Coloured  Outline  Maps;  designed  for  the  Use  of  Young 
Persons.  By  the  late  Williah  Butler.  Enlarged  by  the 
Author^s  Son,  J.  0.  BuiLEB.  Thirty-second  Edition,  revised. 
4s. 

BATTEE-FIEIDS. 

A  graphic  Guide  to  the  Places  described  in  the  Blstary  of 
England  as  the  scenes  of  such  Events ;  with  the  situation  of 
the  principal  Naval  Engagements  fought  on  the  Coast  of  the 
British  Empire.  By  Mr.  Wauthieb,  Geographer.  On  a 
large  sheets  Ba.  6d. ;  in  oase^  6ft. ;  or  mounted  on  rollers,  var- 
nished, 9s. 

TABTJUR  VIEWS  OF  THE  GEOGRAPHY  AND  SACSED 

HISTORY  OF  PALESTINE,  ft  OE  THE  TRAVELS 
OE  ST.  PAUL.  Intended  for  PupB  Teachers,  and  others 
engaged  in  Class  Teaehing.  By  A.  T.  Wmrk.  Oblong  8vo, 
price  Is.  sewed. 

TIE  CHILD'S  GEAMMAB. 

By  the  lata  Lady  FsNir,  under  the  .assumed  namii  of  Mrs. 
liOTechikL.    Eorty-ointh  Edition.    IQmp,  9d.  cloth. 

BOWBOTHAM'S  NEW  AND  EAST  METHOD  OF  LEARN- 
ING the  FBENOH  GEfTDEBS.    Kew  Edition.    6cL 

BEIIENGEB'8  KtBNCH  WOBD  AND  PHRASE-BOOK; 

Containing  a  select  Vocabulary,  and  Dialogues,  for  thef  Use 
of  Begiifners,    New  Edition,  Is.  sewed. 

DEB  SCHWirZERj 

Or,  The  Pbatileb.  An  amusing  Introduction  to  the  Ger- 
man Language,  on  the  Plan  of ''  Le  Babillard."  WHh  16 
Illu'sk'ations.     Price  2s.  dotn.  .  ^ 
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ALAVAIS  HAPPY; 

Or,  Anecdotes  of  Felix  and  his  Sister  Serena.  By  the 
Author  of  "Claudine/'  &c.  Eighteenth  Edition,  with  new 
Illustrations.     Royal  18mo,  price  28.  6d.  cloth. 

ANDEBSEN'S  (H.  C.)  NIGHTINGALE  AND  OTHEB  TALES. 

2s.  6d.  plain ;  3s.  6d.  coloured. 

ANECDOTES  OF  KINGS, 

selected  firom  History ;  or,  Grertrude's  Stories  for  Children. 
New  Edition.  With  Engrayings.  28.  6d.  plain;  Ss.  6d. 
coloured. 

BIBLE  ILLUSTRAnONS ; 

Or,  a  Description  of  Manners  and  Customs  peculiar  to 
the  East.  By  the  Bev.  B.  H.  Dbapeb.  With  Engravings. 
Fourth  Edition.     Bevised  hy  Db.  Kitto.     3s.  6d.  doth. 

THE  BRITISH  HISTORY  BRIEFLY  TOLD, 

and  a  Description  of  the  Ancient  Customs,  Sports,  and 
Pastimes  of  the  English.  Embellished  with  full-length 
Portraits  of  the  Sovereigns  of  England  in  their  proper 
Costumes,  and  18  other  Engravings.    38.  6d.  cloth. 

CHIT-CHAT; 

Or,  Short  Tales  in  Short  Words.  By  a  Motheb,  Author 
of  **  Always  Happy."  Eighth  Edition.  With  New  En- 
gravings.  2s.  6d.  cloth ;  38.  6d.  coloured,  gilt  edges. 

CONVERSATIONS  ON  THE  LIFE  OF  JESUS  CHRIST, 

For  the  Use  of  Children.  By  a  Motheb.  A  New  Edition. 
With  12  Engravings.    28.  6d.  plain ;  3s.  6d.  coloured. 

COSMOEAMA. 

The  Manners,  Customs,  and  Costumes  of  all  Nations  of  the 
World  described.  By  J.  Asfin.  New  Edition,  with  nume- 
rous Illustrations.     3s.  6d.  plain ;  and  48.  6d.  coloured. 

INFANTLNE  KNOWLEDGE; 

A  Spelling  and  Beading  Book,  on  a  Popular  Plan,  combining 
much  Useful  Information  with  the  Budiments  of  Learning. 
By  the  Author  of  ''The  Child's  Grammar."  With  nume- 
rous Engravings.     Ninth  Edit.      2s.  6d.  plain ;  3s.  6d.  o(J. 

FACTS  TO  COEBECT  FANCIES; 

Or,  Short  Narratives  compiled  from  the  Biography  of 
Bemarkable  Women.  By  a  Mother.  With  Engravings. 
8s.  6d.  plain ;  4s.  6d.  coloured. 
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FRUITS  OF  ENTERPRISE, 

Exhibited  in  the  Travels  of  Belzoni  in  Eg3rpt  and  Nubia. 
Thirteenth  Edition,  with  six  Engravings.  18mo,  price  8s. 
cloth. 

THE  GARDEN; 

Or,  Frederick's  Monthly  Instructions  for  the  Management 
and  Formation  of  a  Flower-Grarden.  Fourth  Edition. 
With  Engravings  of  the  Flowers  in  Bloom  for  each  Month 
in  the  Year,  &c.     8s.  6d.  plain ;  or  6s.  with  the  Flowers  col. 

EAST  LESSONS; 

Or,  Leading-strings  to  Knowledge.  New  Edition,  with 
8  Engravings.    2s.  6d.  plain ;  8s.  6d.  coloured. 

KEY  TO  KNOWLEDGE ; 

Or,  Things  in  Common  Use  simply  and  shortly  explained. 
By  a  Mother,  Author  of  "  Always  Happy,"  &c.  Thirteenth 
Edition.    With  sixty  niustrations.     8s.  6d.  cloth. 

THE  LADDER  TO  LEARNING: 

A  Collection  of  Fables,  Original  and  Select,  arranged  pro- 
gressively in  words  of  One,  Two,  and  Three  Syllables.  Edited 
and  improved  by  the  late  Mbs.  Trimmer.  With  79  Cuts. 
Nineteenth  Edition.     Ss.  6d.  cloth. 

LITTLE  LESSONS  FOB  LITTLE  LEARNERS, 

In  Words  of  One  Syllable.  By  Mrs.  Barwell.  Ninth 
Edit.,  with  numerous  Illustrations.  28.  6d.  plain;  8s.  6d.  col. 

THE  LITTLE  READER; 

A  Progi'essive  Step  to  Knowledge.  Fourth  Edition,  with 
sixteen  Plates.     Price  2s.  6d.  cloth. 

MAMMA'S  LESSONS 

For  her  Little  Boys  and  Girls.  Thirteenth  Edition, with  eight 
Engravings.  Price  2s.  6d.  cloth ;  8s.  6d.  coloured,  gilt 
edges. 

THE  MINE; 

Or,  Subterranean  Wonders.  An'  Account  of  the  Operations 
of  the  Miner,  and  the  Products  of  his  Labours.  By  the  late 
Kev.  Isaac  Taylor.  Sixth  Edition,  with  numerous  cor- 
rections and  additions,  by  Mrs.  Loudon.  With  45  Wood- 
cuts and  1 6  Steel  Engravings.     8s.  6d.   cloth. 
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THE  OCEAN; 

a  Description  of  Wonders  and  important  Products  of  1 
Sea.  Second  Edition.  With  Illustrations  of  37  Genera 
Shdk,  by  SovnEBST;  and  4  Steel  and  50  Wood  Engiavizii 
8s.  6d.  doth. 

THE  BIVAL  CRUSOES, 

And  other  Tales.  Bj  AaHlfi  Stsicklajtd,  Antfaor  ef  "  T 
<{iieens  ef  England."    ISzth  Edition,    price  2b.  6d.  elot 

SHOBT  TALES, 

Written  ibr  Children.  By  Dame  Tbuelove  and  her  Friend 
A  new  Edition,  with  20  Engravings.     Ss.  6d.  eloth. 

THE  STUDENTS; 

Or,  Biographies  of  the  Grecian  Fhilosophera.  l2mo^  prii 
2s.  6d.  doth. 

STOEIES  OE  EDWISD  AND  HIB  HHEE  EMENDS. 

With  12  Dlnstrations.  Seocmd  Edit.  ak6d.  plain  ;^4d.co 

SUNDAY  LESSONS  FOE  LITTLE  CHUDKEN. 

By  Mbs.  Babsell.  Fourth  Edition.  2s.  6d.  plain  ;  3b.  co 

A  nsrr  io  gbote  cottage, 

And  the  India  Cabinet  Opened.  By  the  Anther  of  "  Fruii 
of  Enterprise. "    New  Edition.    18mo,  price  3s.  cloth. 

DISSECTIONS  FOE  lODlfG  CHILDEES. 

In  a  Nest  Sok.     Price  6s.  each. 

1.  Scenes  from  the  Lives  of  Joseph  and  Moses. 

2.  Scenes  from  the  History  of  Our  Saviour. 
8.  Old  Mother  Hubbard  and  her  Dog. 

4.  The  Life  and  Death  of  Cock  Bobin. 


EACH,  TWO  SHILLINGS  CLOTH. 
WUJi  Frowtispiece,  dsCt 
DER     SCHWATZER :     an  i  COUNSELS     AT     HOME 


amu^Dg  Introduction  to  the 
German  Language.  16  plates. 
LE  BABILLARD;  an  amus- 


with  Anecdotes,  Tales,  &c. 
MORAL  TALES.     By  a  Fi 

THSB.     With  2  Engraviogs 


ing  Introduction  to  the  ANECDOTES  OP  PETEl 
FrencHLanguage.  16  plates.  I  THE  GREAT,  Emperor  c 
Sixth  Edition.  Russia.     18mo. 
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ONE  SHILLING  AND  SIXPENCE  EACH,  CLOTH. 


THE  DAtJOHTER  OE  A 
GENIUS.  A  Tale.  Bv 
Mbs.  HovLJsrD.  Sixth 
Edition. 

ELLEN  THE  TEACHEB. 
By  Mbs.  Hoflazo).  New 
Edition. 

THE  SON  OF  A  GENIUS. 
By  Mbs.  Hovland.  New 
Edition. 


THEODORE  ;  or,  the  Oru- 
■adert.  By  Mas.  Hovlako. 

TRIMMER'S  (MRS.)  OLD 
TESTAMENT  LESSONS. 
With  40  Engravings. 

TRIMMER'S  (MRS.)  NEW 
TESTAMENT  LESSONS. 

With  40  Engravings. 


WELCOME  VISITOR; 
a  Colleotion  of  Original 
Stories. 


NINA,  an  Icelandic  Tale. 

SPRING  FLOWERS  and  the 
MONTHLY  MONITOR. 

LESSONS  of  WISDOM  for 
the  YOUNG.  By  the  Rbv. 
W.  FlKICH£B. 


ONE  SHILLING  EACH,  CLOTH. 

TOUNG  JEWESS  and  her 
CHRISTIAN  SCHOOL- 
FELLOWS. 

THE  CHILD'S  DUTY. 


DECEPTION  and  FREDE- 
RICK MARSDEN,  the 
Faithful  Friend. 

The  HISTORY  or  RRINCE 
LEE  ^BOO.  Twentieth 
Edition. 


Price  It,  plain,  1$,  6d.  cohvnd, 

THE  DAISY.  Twenty-sixth 
Edition.  With  Thirty  En- 
gravings. 


THE    COWSLIP.     Twwity- 
fourth      Edition.         With 


Thirty  Engravings. 


DURABLE    NURSERY  BOOKS, 

MOUNTED   ON  CLOTH,  WITH   OOLOUBED  PLATES, 

ONE    SHILLING     EACH. 

8  Little  Rhymes  fbr  Little 
Folks. 

9  Mother  Hubbard. 

10  Monkey's  FroKe. 

11  Old  Woman  and  her  Pig; 

12  Pu8B  in  Boots. 
18  Tommy  Trtp's  Museum  of 

Birds,  Part  I. 
1* Part  IL 


1  Alphabet  of  Goody  Two- 

IShoes. 

2  Cinderolla. 
8  Cook  Robin. 

4  Courttthip     of     Jenny 

Wren. 

5  Damo  Trot  and  her  Cat. 

6  History  of  an  Apple  Fie. 

7  House  that  Jack 


pie  ri 
bttilt. 
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DURABLE  BOOKS  FOR  SUNDAY  R£APINQ. 

SCENES  FBOM  THE  LIVES  OF  JOSEPH  AND  MOSBa 
With  Hloitrations  by  John  Gilbeb*.  Frmted  on  Linen. 
Price  Is. 

SCENES  FROM  THE  HISTORY  OF  OUK  SAVIOUR 
With  Illustrations  by  John  Gilbkbt.  Printed  on  Linen. 
Price  Is. 


DARNELL'S    EDUCATIONAL   WORKS. 

I 

The  attention  of  all  interested  in  the  subject  of  Education  if 
invited  to  these  Works,  now  in  extensiye  use  throughout  the 
Kingdom,  prepared  by  Mr.  Dabnsll,  a  Schoolmaster  of  many 
years*  experience. 

1.  COPT  BOOKS. — ^A  suBE  and  oebtain  boad  to  a  Good 

Hand  Wbitino,  gradually  adyancing   from  the  SimpU 
Stroke  to  a  superior  Small-hand. 

Laboe  Post,  Sixteen  Numbers,  6d.  each. 

Foolscap,  Twenty  Numbers,  to  which  are  added  three  Sup- 
plementary Numbers  of  Angular  Writing  for  Ladies,  and  one 
of  Ornamental  Hands.     Price  3d.  each. 

%*  This  series  may  abo  be  had  on  reiy  superior  paper,  marble  eoTen, 
4<f.  each. 

"  For  teaching  writing  I  wonid  recommend  the  nse  of  Darnell's  Copj 
Books.  I  have  noticed  a  marked  improTement  whereyer  they  hare  beea 
used."— 22morf  qf  Mr.  Mayo  {National  School  Organiteer  qf  Sdkoob)  to  Ikt 
Woreetter  Diocesan  Board  qf  Education, 

2.  GRAMMAR,  made  intelligible  to  Children,  Is.  doth. 

8.  ARITHMETIC,  made  intelligible  to  Children,  la.  6d.  doth. 
*«*  Key  to  Farts  2  and  8,  price  Is.  doth. 

4.  READING,  a  Short  and  Certain  Rosd  to,  price  6d.  cloth. 
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GRIFFITH  AND  FARRAN, 
CORNER   OF  ST  PAUL'S  CHURCHYARD. 


